


I 1 1 1 I I I I ^ I U \ 1 M ) 


i.iliKAin' 


SllAKSIM'.AKl 




ALONSO HtAVLNS WHAT WERt THESt' 




T II H 


LIBRARY 


SHAKSPEARE. 




ILLUSTRATED BY 


SIR JOHN GILBERT, 

GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
AND R. DUDLEY. 

RErnocoNVERrEo 

® C.S.C.L. VOL. I. — COMEDIES. 


Rl PRIMI n I ROM \N ORUilNM 
3 \()l I Ml 19ni < I Ml Rl M \M S( RII'I 

Trideni Priss Inii RN\rioN \i/. 




ISBN 1-888777 74-5 
Prim I nis C'rovmx 


LONDON: 

VV 1 L L I A M M A C K E N Z I !•:, j 2 P A T I-: K N O S 'P E R R ('I \V ; 

SOUTH BRIDOK. KDINlIURf.H . HOWARD SI RKM, i.l \S(;0\S 


CONTENTS. 

VOL. I. 


COMEDIES. 

r«nt 

TH* T’li'MPKST, I 

THE TWO GENTLEMEN OP VERONA, 25 

THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR, .... ... 49 

TWELFTH NIGHT; OR, WHAT YOU WILL, 75 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE, . . 103 

ML’OH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, 131 

THE TAMING OF THE SIIUEW 161 

THE GOMEDV OF ERRORS, 191 

THE MERCHANT OF VENICE, . . 213 

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM 241 

IX9VE’S LABOUR’S LOST, . . 2C7 

AS YOU LIKE IT 297 

THE WINTER’S TALE 327 

ALL’S WET,L THAT ENDS WEI-L, . . 365 




LIST OF PLATES 


tempest. Act III. Sckkx 3 Vol. L, P**e l«. 

THE TWO GENTLEMEN OP VERONA, Act TV. Bern 1, “ “41. 

THE TWO GENTLEMEN OP VERONA, Act IV. Sckhk 2, “ “42, 

MERRY WIVES OP WINDSOR, Act I. Scbnx 1, “ “61. 

MERRY WIVES OP WINDSOR, Act III. Saw* 3, " “64. 

MERRY WIVES OP WINDSOR, Act V. Sobmk 6, “ “74. 

TWELFTH NIGHT. Act H. Scekx 2, “ “85. 

TIVELPTH NIGHT, Act IV. Scbnx I, “ “06. 

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, Act IL Scbnx 3 “ “14a 

MUCK Ajjo ABOUT NOTHING, Act IV. Scene 3, “ “163. 

MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act IV. Scene 1, " “ 235. 

MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM, Act II. Scene 3 “ “24a 

AS YOU LIKE IT, Act II. Scene 2 “ “ 307. 

AS YOU LIKE IT. Act III. Scene 2 " “312, 

TUB WINTER’S TALE. Act IV. Scene 3. ’’ “351. 

MACBETH. Act II. Scene 2, Vol. II., “ 9. 

HAMLET. Act I. Scene 4 “ “107. 

CYMBELINE, Act I. Scene 1 “ “145. 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Act II. Scene 2, “ “192. 

KING LEAR, Act IV. Scene 7, “ “251. 

OTHELLO, Act H. Scene 2 “ “ 272. 

OTHELLO, Act III. Scene 3 " “ 277. 

KINO JOHN, Act IV. Scene 1, Vol. IIL, " 18. 

RICHARD II., Act V. Scene 1, “ “64. 

HENRY IV., PART I., Act II. Scene 2 “ “7a 

HENRY IV., PART I., Act IL Scene 4, “76. 

HENRY IV., PART L, Act IV. Scene 2 “ “81 

HENRY rv., PART IL. Act XL Scene 1 “ “ loa 

HENRY IV.. PART IL. Act IIL Scene 2, “ “ lia 

HENRY V., Act V. Scene 2^ “ “ 166, 

KINO HENRY VI., FART U., Act IL Scene R “ “ 20a 

RICHARD IIL. Act IV. Som 2 “ “291 


















DRAMATIS PERSON-®. 


Alonso, King of Naples. 

Sebastian, Ais Arot^r. 
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Caliban, a savage and deformed Slave. 
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Gtsphat'^, a drunken Butler. 

Master of a.Ship. 
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Msi'i^cfs. 

Miranda, daughter to Prospero. 
Ariel, on airy Spirit. 


Ibis, 

Ceres, 

Jl<NO, 

Nymphs, 

Keapers, 


y presented hy Spirits. 


Other Spirits attending on Prospero. 


SCENE.— J Snip of Sea ; an Island. 


ACT I. 

Scene I . — On a skip at sea: a tempestuous noise of thunder and lightning heard. 


Enter a Ship-master and a Boatswain. 

Mast. Boatswain I 

Boats. Here, master: what cheer? 

Hast. Good, speak to the mariners: fall to’t, yarely,' 
or we run ourselves aground': bestir, bestir. \EcU. 

Enter Mariners. 

Boats. Heigh, my hearts! cheerly, cheerly, my hearts! 
yare, yare! Take in the topsail Tend to the master’s 
whistle. Blow, till thou burst thy wind, if room enough ! 


Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdinand, 
Gonzalo, and others. 

Alon. Good boatswain, have care. 'Where’s the 
master? Play the men. 

Boats. I pray now, keep below. 

Ant. 'Wliere is the master, boatswain? 

Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar our labour: 
keep your cabins: you do assist the storm. 

Oon. Nay, good, be patient 
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THE TEMPEST. 


[Act I. 


Boats, When the sea is. Hence ! What care these roarers 
for the name of king ? To cabin : silence ! trouble us not. 

G<m. Good» yet remember whom thou hast aboard. 

Boats, None that I more love than myself. You are a 
counsellor; if you can command these elements to silence, 
and work the peace of the present, we will not hand 
a rope more; use your authority: if you cannot, give 
thanks you have lived sp long, and make yourself ready 
in your cabin for the mischance of the hour, if it so hap. 
Cheerly, good hearts 1 Out of our way, I say. [£j:it, 

Gon, I have great comfort from this fellow : methinks 
he hath no drowning mark upon him ; his complexion is 
perfect gallows. Stand fast, good Fate, to his hanging: 
make the rope of his destiny our cable, for our own 
doth little advantage. If he be not born to be hanged, 
our case is miserable. [Exeunt, 

Be-enter Boatswain. 

Boats. Down with the topmast! yare! lower, lower! 
Bring her to try with main-course. [A cry within,'] A 
plague upon this howling! they are louder than the 
weather or our office. 

Re-enter SEBASTIAN, Antonio, and GoNZALO. 

Yet again! what do you here? Shall we give o'er and 
drown? Have you a mind to sink? 

Seh. A pox o' your throat, you bawling, blasphemous, 
incharitable dog! 

Boats. Work you then. 

Ant, Hang, cur! hang, you whoreson, insolent noise- 
maker 1 We are less afmid to be drowned than thou art. 

Gon, ril warrant him for drowning: though the ship 
wci-e no stronger than a nutshell, and as leaky as an 
unstanched wench. 

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold ! set her two coursc.s ; 
off to sea again, lay her off! 

Enter Mariners, toet. 

Mariners, All lost ! to prayers i to prayers ! all lost ! 

Bools, What, must our mouths be cold? 

Gon. The king and prince at prayers ! let’s assist them. 
For our case is as theirs. 

Seh. I'm out of patience. 

Ant. We are merely* cheated of our lives * Ah»\uuij 
by drunkards: 

This wide-chapp'd rascal — would thou mightst lie drowning 
The washing of ten tides! 

Gon, He'll be hang’d yet, 

Though every drop of water swear against it 
And gape at widest to glut him. 

[A confused noise within: "Mercy on us!” — 

” We split, we split I ” — "FareweU my wife and children !” — 
"Farewell, brother!" — "We split, we split, we split!”] 

Ant. Let's all sink with the king. 

Sd>. Let’s take leave of him. [Exeunt Ant. and Seh. 

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea 
for an acre of barren ground, long heath, brown furze, 
any thing. The wills above be done! but 1 would fain 
die a dry death. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The island. Before Prospero's cell. 

Enter Prospeko and Miranda. 

Mir, If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them. 

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 

But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek, 
Diwhes the fire out. 0, I have suffered 
With those that I saw suffer: a brave vessel, 

Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in her. 

Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 


Against my very heart. Poor souls, they perish'd! 
Had 1 been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk the sea within the earth or e'er 
It should the good shi^ so have swallow'd, and 
The fraughting souls within her. 

Pros. Be collected ; 

No more amazement: tell your piteous heart 
There' no harm done. 

Mir, 0, woe the day! 

Pros. No harm. 

I have done nothing but in care of thee, 

Of thee, my dear one, thee, my daughter, who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am, nor that I am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full-poor cell. 

And thy no greater father. 



Mir, More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pros, 'Tis time 

I should inform thee farther. Lend thy hand, 

And pluck my magic garment from me. So : 

[Lays down his mantle. 
Lie there, my art. Wipe thou thine eyes ; have comfort 
The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch’d 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 

I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely ordered that there is no soul — 

No, not so much perdition as an hair 

Betid to any creature in the vessel 

Which thou heard'st cry, which thou saw'st sink. Sit down; 

For thou must now know farther. 

Mir. You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am, but stopp'd, 

And left me to a bootless inquisition. 

Concluding, " Stay : not yet.'* 

Ptos. The hour's now come; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine car; 
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Obey and be attentive. Canst thou remember 
A time before tire came unto this cell? 

I do not think thou canst, for then thou west not 
Out* three years old. 

Mir. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pto8. By what? by any other house or person? 

Of any thing the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mir, 'Tis far off, 

And rather like a dream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not 
Four or five women once that tended me? 

Pros, Thou hadst, and more, Miranda. But liow is it 
That this lives in thy mind? What seest thou else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time? 

[f thou remember'st aught ere thou cam’st here, 

How thou cam’st here thou mayst. 

Mir, But that I do not. 

Pros, Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year since. 
Thy father was the duke of Milan and 
A prince of power. 

Mir, Sir, are not you my father? 

Pros. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said thou wast my daughter; and thy father 
Was duke of Milan; and thou his only heir 
A princess, no worse issued. 

Mir, 0 the heavens! 

What foul play had we, that we came from thence? 

Or blesred was*t we did? 

Pros, Both, both, my girl: 

By foul iday, as thou say’st, were we heaved thence. 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mir, 0, my heart bleeds 

To think o' the teen^ that I have turn'd you to, 

Which is from my remembrance! Please you, farther. 

Pros. My brother and thy uncle, call'd Antonio — 

I pray thee, mark me — that a brother should 
Be so perfidious! — ^ho whom, next th3r8elf. 

Of all the world 1 loved and to him put 
The manage of my state; os at that time 
Through all the signories it was the first. 

And Prospero the prime duke, being so reputed 

In dignity, and for the liberal arts 

Without a parallel ; those being all my study, 

The government I cast upon my brother 

And to my state grew stranger, being transported 

And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uucle — 

Dost thou attend me? 

Mir. Sir, most heedfully. 

Pros. Being once perfected how to grant suits, 

How to deny them, who to advance and who 
To trash for over-topping, new created scueaw./ 

The creatures that were mine, I say, or changed ’em. 
Or else new form'd 'em; having both the key 
Of officer and office, set all hearts i* the state 
To what tune pleas^ his ear; that now he was 
The ivy which had hid my princely trunk. 

And suck'd my verdure out on’t. Thou attend'st not. 

Mir. 0, good sir, I do. 

Pros. I pray thee, mark me. 

I, thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To closeness and the bettering of my mind 
With that which, but by being so retired, 

O'er-prized all popular rate, in my false brother 
Awaked an evil nature; and my trust, 
like a good parent, did beget of him 
A falsehood, m its contrary as great 
As my trust was; which had indeed no limit, 

A coxifidence sans bound He being thus lorded. 


Not only with what my revenue yielded, 

But what my power might else exacts like one 
Who having unto truth, by telling of it. 

Made such a sinner of bis memory, 

To credit his own lie, he did believe 

He was indeed the duke; out o' the substitution. 

And executing the outward face of royalty, 

With all prerogative: hence his ambition growing — 
Dost thou hear? 

Mir. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 

Pros. To have no 8c:reen between this iwirt he pUy’d 
And him he pla/d it for, he needs will be 
Absolute Milan. Me, poor man! my library 
Was dukedom large enough: of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable; confederates — 

So dry he was for sway — wi' the King of Naples 
To ^ve him annual tribute, do him homage, 

Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet unbow’d — alas, poor Milan! — 

To most ignoble stooping. 

Mir. O the heavens! 

Pros. Mark his condition and the event; then tell me 
If this might be a brother. 

3/tr. I should sin 

To think but nobly of my grandmother: 

Hood wombs have borne bad sons. 

Pros. Now the condition. 

TliLs King of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s suit; 

Which was, that he, in lieu o* the premises 
Of homage and I know not how much tribute. 

Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom, and confer fair Milan 
With all the honours on my brother: whereon, 

A treacherous army levied, one midnight 

Fated to the purpose did Antonio open 

The gates of Milan, and, i’ the dead of darkness. 

The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me and thy crying self. 

Mir, Alack, for pity! 

I, not remembering how I cri^ out then. 

Will cry it o'er again : it is a hint 
That wrings mine eyes to't. 

Pros. Hear a little further. 

And then I'll bring thee to the present business 
Which now's upon’s; without the which this story 
Were most impertinent. 

Mir. Wherefore did they not 

'That hour destroy us? 

Pros. Well demanded, wench: 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not 
(So dear the love my people bore me), nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business, but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends. 

In few,* they hurried us aboard a bark, 

Bore us some leagues to sea; where they prepared 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigged. 

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it: there they hoist us. 

To cry to the sea that roar’d to us, to sigh 
To the winds whose pity, sighing back again, 

Did us but loving wrong. 

Mir, Alack, what trouble 

Was I then to you! 

Ptos, 0, a cherubin 

Thou wast that did preserve me! Thou didst smile. 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven, 

When I have deck’d the sea with drops full salt, 
Under my burden groan’d; which raised in me 
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An underling stomach to bear up 
Against should ensue. 

Jftr. How came we ashore? 

By Providence divine. 

Some food we had and some fresh water, that 



A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 

Out of his chanty, being then appointed 
Master of this design, did give us, with 
Rich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries. 

Which since have steaded much ; so, of his gentleness, 
Knowing I loved my books, he furnish'd me 
Froin mine own library with volumes that 
I prise above my dukedom. 

Would I might 

But ever see that man! 

/Voa [Aside to Ariel, above.] Now I arise: — 

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 

Here in this island we arrived; and here 
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 
Than other princesses can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful 

Heavens than^ you for’t I And now, I pray you, sir, 
For stUl ’tis luting in my mind, your reason 
For raising this sea-storm? 

Know thus far forth. 

By accident most strung, bountiful Fortune, 

Now^ my dear lady, hath mine enemies 
Broiight to this shore; and by my prescience 
I find my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star, whose influence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. Here cease more questions: 

Thou art inclined to sleep; 'tis a good dulness, 

And give it way: I know thou canst not choose. 

^ [JtfiraTida sleeps. 

Lome away, servant, come. I am ready now 
Approach, my Ariel, come. 

Snter Ariel. 

Art. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail I I come 
To answer thy best pleasure ; be't to fly. 

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 

On the curld clouds, to thy strong bidding task 

Ariel and all his quality. 

Hast thou, spirit, 

Feifomd to point the tempest that I hade theo? 

An. To ever^ article. 

I^boarded the long's ship; now on the beak, 

Nw in the waist, the deck, in ereir cabin, 

1 flamed amazement: sometime I'd divide, 


And bum in many places; on the topmast^ ^ 

The yards, and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly, 
Then meet and join. Jove's lightnings, the precunors 
O’ the dreadful thunder-daps, more moment^ 

And sight-outrunning were not; the fire and cracks 
Of sul^uTous roaring the most mighty Neptune 
Seemed to besiege, and make his told waves tremble, 
Yes. his dread trident shake. 

/tot. My brave spirit! 

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil 
Would not infect his reason? 

Ari Not a soul 

But felt a fever of the mad, and play’d 
Some tricks of desperation. All but mariners 
Plunged in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel. 
Then all afire with me : the king’s son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up-staring — ^tnen Uke reeds, not hair — 

Was the first man that leap'd; cried, ‘Hell is empty. 
And all the devils ate here' 

Pros. Why, that's my spirit' 

But was not this nigh shore? 

An. Close by, my master 

Pros. But ate they, Ariel, safe? 

Art Not a hair perished; 

On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 



But freshtf than before; and, as thou badest me, 

In troops I have dispersed them 'tout the ifle. 

The kWa son have I landed by himself; • 

Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs, 

In an odd iuigle of the isle, and sitting, 

His arms in tliis sad knot. 

•ftw- Of the king's shib. 

The marinete, aey how thou hast dispo^, * 

And all the rest o’ the fleet 
Ari. Safely in harbour 

b the kin^s ship; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou call’w me np at midnight to fetch dtw 
itom the still-vex’d Bermoothes, there she's hid: 
The mariners all under hatches stow’d ; 

Whom, with a ohann join'd to their sufier'd labour. 
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I have left asleep: and for the rest o' the fleet 
Which I dispersed, they all have met again 
And are upon the Mediterranean flote,^ 

Bound sadly home for Naples, 

Supposing that they saw the king’s ship wreck’d, 

And his great person perish. 

Prot. Ariel, thy charge 

£xactl;f is perform’d: but there’s more work. 

What is the time o’ the day? 

Art. Past the mid season. 

Pros. At least two glasses — ^the time ’twixt six and now 
Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

Art. Is there more toil ? Since thou dost give roe pains, 
Let roe rememW thee what thou hast promised. 

Which is not yet performed me. 

Pros. How now? moody’ 

What is’t thou canst demand ? 

Art. My liberty. 

Pi-08. Before the time be out? no more! 

Ari I prithee. 

Remember I have done thee worthy service; 

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv^ 

Without or grudge or grumblings: thou did’st promise 
To bate me a full year. 

Pros. Dost thou forget 

From what a torment I did free thee? 

Ari. No. 

iVos. Thou dost, and think’st it much to tread the ooze 
Of the rhV deep. 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north. 

To do me business in the veins o’ the earth 
When it is baked with frost 

Ari. I do not, sir. 

Pros. Thou best, malignant thing! Hast thou foigot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy 
Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou foigot her ? 

Ari. No, sir. 

Pros. Thou hast Where was she bom ? speak; tell me. 

Ari. Sir, in Aigier.* »*!«»«» 

Pros. O, was she so’ I must 

Once in a month recount what thou hast been, 

Which thou foiget'st. This damn’d witch Sycorax, 

For mischiefs manifold and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 

'Thou know’st, was banish’d: for one thing she did 
They would not take her life. Is not this true’ 

Ari. Ay, sir. 

Pros. This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with child 
And hero was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave. 

As thou report’st thyself, wast then her servant; 

And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr’d commands. 

Refusing her grand bests, she did col '^ne thee. 

By help of her more ^tent miniaters 
And in her most unmitigable rage. 

Into a cloven pine; within which rift 

Imprison’d, thou didst painfully remain 

A dozen years; within which space she died 

And left thee there; where thou didst vent thy groans 

As fast as mill-wheels strike, llien was this island — 

Save for the son that she did Utter here, 

A freckled whelp hag-bom — not honour’d with 
A human shape. 

Ari. Yes, CaUban her son. 

Pros. DuU thing, I say so; he. that Caliban, 

Whom now I kero in service. Thou best know’st 
What torment 1 did find thee in; thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angty bean: it was a torment 


To lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not i^n undo: it was mine art. 

When I arrived and heard thee, that n^e gape 
The pine, and let thee out 



Ari. I thank thee, master. 

Pros. If thou more murmurist I will rend an oak. 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails till 
*0100 hast howl’d away twelve winters. 

Ari. Pardon, master, 

I will be correspondent to command 
And do my spiriting gently. 

Pros. Do so, and a^r two days I will discharge thee. 
Ari. That’s my noble master! 

What shall 1 do? say what; what shall I do? 

Pros. Go make thyself Uke a nymph o’ the sea : be subject 
To no sight but thine and mine, invisible 
To every eyeball else. Go, take this shajM 
And hither come in’t: go, hence witli diligence! 

[ExU Ariel. 

Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept weU ; 

Awake ! 

Mtr. The strangeness of yonr story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pros. Shake it off. Come on 

We’U visit Caliban my slave, who never 
Yields us kind answer. 

Mtr. Tis a villain, sir, 

I do not love to look on. 

Pros. But, as ’tis. 

We cannot miss him: he docs make our fire. 

Fetch in our wood, and serves in offices 
That profit us. What, ho! slave! CaUban! 

Thou earth, thou! speak. 

Cal. [Within.'\ There’s wood enough within. 

Pros. Come forth, I say! there's other business for thee: 
Come, thou tortoise! when? 

Be-aUtr Abizl like a vxtter-nympk. 

[Aside to Ariel.] Fine apparition! My quaint Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear. 

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [i£nf. 

Pros. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth! 

Enter CA.LIBAN. 

Cal. As wicked dew as e’er my mother brush’d 
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen 
Drop on you both I a south-west blow on ye 
And blister you all o’er! 

iVoa For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have cramps. 
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Side stitches that shall pen thy breath up; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work, 

All exercise on thee; thou shalt be pinched 
As thick as honeycomb, each pmch more stinging 
Than bees that made ’em. 

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 

This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother, 

Which thou tak’st from me. When thou earnest first. 
Thou strok’dst me and iiiad’st much of me, wouldst give me 
Water with berries iu’t, and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 

That bum by day and night: and then I loved thee. 
And show’d thee all the qualities o’ the isle, 

The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and fertile: 
Ouised be 1 that did so! All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you! 

For 1 am all the subjects that you have. 

Which first was mine own king: and here you sty me 
In this hard roek, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest o’ the island. 

Fros. Thou most lying slave. 

Whom stripes may move, not kindness I I have used thee. 
Filth as thou art, with human care, and lodged thee 
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 
The honour of my child 

Cal. O ho, O ho! would it had been done! 

Tliou didst prevent me; I had peopled else 
This isle with Calibans. 



l*TOs. Abhorred slave. 

Which any print of goodness wilt not take. 

Being capable of all ill! I pitied thee, 

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other: when thou didst not, savage. 

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble like 
A thing most brutish, I endow’d thy purposes 
With words that made them known. But thy vile race. 
Though thou didst learn, had that in't which good natures 
Coula not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou 
Deservedly confined into this rock. 

Who hadst deserved more than a prison. 

Cal. You taught me language; and my profit on’t 
Is, I know how to curse. Tlie red plague rid you 
For learning me your lan guage. 

Hag-seed, hence! 

Fetch os in fuel; and be quick, thou’rt best. 

To answer other business. Shrug’st thou, malice t 

If thou n^lect'st or dost unwillingly 

What I command. I’ll rack thee with old cramps. 


Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar 
That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

Cal. No, pray thee. 

[.dstVfcl I must obey: his art is of such power. 

It would control my dam's god, Setebos, 

And make a vassal of him. 

Pros. So, slave; hence! [E»U Caliban. 



JU~tnter Asith, invmble, flaying and singing; 
Ferdinand fdkwxng 

• Ariel’s Song. 

Come unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands; 

C'ourtsicd when you have and kiss'd 
(The wild waves whist*), 

Foot it featly here and there, 

And, sweet sprites, the burden bear. 

Burden \di8persedly\. llark, hark! 

Bow-u ow 

The watch-dogs bark! 

Bow-wow. 

Ari Hark, hark! I hear 

The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Cock-a-diddlc-dow. 

Fer. Where should this music be ^ i' the air or the earth ? 
It sounds no more: and, sure, it waits upon 
Some god o’ the island. Sitting on a banid 
Weeping again the king my father’s wreck, > 

This music crept by me upon the waters. 

Allaying both their fury and my passion 
With its sweet air : thence I have followed it. 

Or it hath drawn me rather. But 'tis gou4 
No, it begins again. 

Ariel sings. 

Full fathom five thy father lies; 

' Of his bones are coral made; 

Those are pearls that were his eyes: 

Nothing of him that doth fade 
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But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 

Burden. Ding-dong. 

Ari. Hark! now I hear them — Ding-dong, bell. 

Fer, The ditty does remember my drown'd father. 
This is no mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes. I hear it now above me. 

Pros. The fringed curtains of thine eye advance, 

And say what tliou seest yond. 

Mir. "What is’t? a spirit? 

liord, how it looks about 1 Believe me, sir, 

It carries a brave form. But *tis a spirit. 

Pros. No, wench; it eats and sleeps and hath such senses 
As we have, such. This gallant which thou seest 
Was in the wreck; and but he's something stain'd 
With gi’ief, that's beauty's canker, thou mightst call him 
A goodly person: he liatli lost his fellows 
And strays about to find 'em. 

Mir. I might call him 

A thing divine, for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Pros. [Asidci] It goes on, I see, 

As my soul prompts it. Spirit, fine spirit! I'll free thee 
Within two days for this. 

Fcr. Most sure, the goddess 

Oil whom these airs attend ! Vouchsafe my prayer 
May if you remain upon this island; 

And that you will some goo<l instruction give 
How I may bear me here: my prime request. 

Which 1 do last pronounce, is, 0 you wonder! 

If you be maid or no? 

Mir. No wonder, sir- 

But c('rtainly a maid. 

Fer. My language! heavens! 

I am the best of tlicm that speak this speech. 

Were I but whore 'tis spoken. 

Pros. How ? the; best ? 

What 'wert thou, if the king of Naplc.® heard tlv^ ' 

Fcr. A single thing, as I am now, that wondei • 

To liear thee speak of Naples. He does hear mo, 

And that lie docs I weep: myself am Naples, 

Wlio with mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wreck'd. 

Mir. Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords ; the duke of Milan 
And his brave son being twain. 

Pros. [Aside^ The duke of Milan 

\iid his more braviu- daughter could control thee, 

If now 'twere fit to do't. At tlie first sight 
They have changed eyes. Delicate Ariel, 

I'll set thee free for this. [To Fer.l V. word, good sir; 
I fear you have done yourself some wrong: a word. 

Mir. Why speaks my father so ungenUy? This 
Is the third man that e'er I saw, the first 
That e'er I sigh'd for: pity move my father 
To be inclined my way! 

F&r. 0, if a virgin, 

And your affection not gone forth, I’ll make you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pros. Soft, sir ! one word more. 

[Aside]They are both ineither*spower8;butthisswift business 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 
Make the prize light. [To For.] One word more ; I charge thee 
That thou attend me: thou dost here usuip 
The name thou owest not; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on’t. 


Fer. No, as I am a man. 

Mir. There's nothing ill can dwell in such a temple : 
If the ill spirit have so fair a house. 

Good things will strive to dwell with't. 

Pros. Follow me. [To Fer.] 

Speak not you for him; he's a traitor. Come; 

I'll manacle thy neck and feet together: 

Sea-water shalt thou drink ; thy luod shall be 
The frash-brook muscles, wither'd roots, and husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow. 

Fi^. No ; 

I will resist such entertainment till 
Mine enemy has more power. 

[Drawa^ and is charmed from morning 
0 dear father. 

Make not too rash a trial of liim, for 
He's gentle, and not feurlul. 

Bros. Wiat? I say, 

My foot my tutor ? Put thy sword up, traitor, 

Who mak'st a show but dar'st not strike, thy conscience 



Is so possess'd with guilt: come from thy ward,' 

For I can liere disarm thee with this stick. 

And make thy weapon drop. 

Mir. Beseech you, iather. 

Pros. Hence ! hang not on my garments. 

Mir. Sir, have pity ; 

rU be his surety. 

Pros. Silence ! one word more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What! 

An advocate for an impostor ! hush ! 

Thou think’st there are no more such shapes as he, 
Having seen but him and Caliban: foolish wench! 

To the most of men this is a Caliban, 

And they to him are angcLs. 

Mir. My affections 

Are then most humble: I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pros. [To />r.] Come on; obey: 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 

And have no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are; 

My siiirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
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My father's loss, the weakness which I feel, 

The wreck of dl my friends, or this man’s threats, 

To whom I am subdued, are but light to me, 

Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid: all comers else o’ the earth 
Let liberty make use of; space enough 
Have I in such a prison. 

Pros. [Astde.] It works. \To i’er.] Gome on. 

Thou ]^t done well, fine Ariel! [To .fer.] Follow me. 
[To ArL] Hark, what thou else shalt do me. 


Mir. Be of comfort; 

My father's of a better nature, sir, 

Than he appears by speech: this is unwonted 
Which now came from him. 

Proa. [To Arte/.] Thou shalt be as free 

As mountain winds: but then exactly do 
All points of my commands. 

An. To the syllable. 

Pros. Come, follow. Speak not for him. 

[SxeuMt. 



ACT II. 


Scene I. — Another part of the idand. 


Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo, 
Adrian, Francisco, and uiura. 

Gm. Beseech you, sir, be merry; you have cause, 

So have we all, of joy; for our escape 
Is much beyond our loss. Our hint of woe 
Is common; every day some sailor's wife. 

The masters of some merchant, and the merchant. 

Have just our theme of woe; but for the miracle, 

1 mean our preservation, few in miUions 
Can speak like us: then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 

Aim, Pritiiee, peace. 

8dt. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 

Ant. The visitor will not give him o'er so. 

Sd). Look, he’s winding up the watch of his wit; oy 
and by it will strike. 

€hm. Sir, — 

Seb. One : telL 

Om. When every grief is entertained that’s ofiSer’d, 
Comes to the entertainer — 

Stb. A dollar. 

Gm. Dolour comes to him, indeed: you have spoken 
truer than you purposed. 

Stb. Ton have taken itwiselicr than I meant you should. 

Om. Therefore, my lord, — 


Ant. Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue^ 
Aim. I prithee, spare. 

Gm. Well, I have done : but yet, — 

Sd>. He will be talking. 

Ant. Which, of be or Adrian, for a good wager, first 
begins to crow? 

The old cock. 

Ant. The cockerel 
Seb. Done. The urager? 

Ant. A laughter. 

Stb. A match! , 

Adr. Though this island seem to be desert,— 

SA. Ha, ha, ha! So, you’re paid. 

Adr. Uninhabitable and almost inaccessille,— 

Seb. Yet,— 

Adr. Yet, — 

Ant. He could not miss’t. ( 

Adr. It miut needs be of subtle, tender, jand delicate 
temperance.* * 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. ’ 

Seb. and a subtle ; as he most learnedly delivered. 
Adr. air breathes upon us here most sweetly. 
&d>. if it had lungs and rotten ones. 

Ant. dr as ’twere peifhmed by a fen. 

Om. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. True; save means to Uve. 
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Seb. Of that ^there’s none, or little. 

Oon. How lush and lusty the grass looks ! how green ! 

AtU. The ground indeed is tawny. 

Seb. With an eye of green in*t. 

Ant. He misses not much. 

Seb. No; he doth but mistake the truth totally. 

Oon. But the rarity of it is, — which is indeed dmoat 
beyond credit, — 

Seb. As many vouched rarities are. 

Oon. That our garments, being, as they were, dienched 
in the sea, hold notwithstanding their freshness and glosses, 
being rather new-dyed than stained with salt water. 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, would it 
not say he lies? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 

Oon. Methinks our garments are now as fresh as 
when we put them on hrst in Afric, at the marriage of 
the king's fair daughter Claribel to the king of Tunis. 

Seb. Twas a sweet marriage, and wc prosper well in 
our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a 
pamgon to their queen. 

Oon. Not since widow Dido’s time. 

Ant. Widow ! a pox o* that 1 How came that widow 
in ^ widow Dido I 

Seb. What if he had said ** widower -Eneas’* too? 
Good Lord, how you take it! 

Adr. “ Widow Dido,” said you ? you make me study 
of that • was of Garthage, not of Tunis. 

Oon This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Adr Carthage ? 

Oon. I assure you, Carthage. 

Seb. His word is more than the miraculous harp: he 
hath raised the wall and houses too. 

Ant. What impossible matter will he make easy next? 

Seb. I think he will carry this island home in his 
pocket, and give it his sou for an apple. 

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, bring 
forth more islands. 

Oon. Ay 

Ant. Why, in good time. 

Oon. Sir, wc were talking that our garments seem 
now as fresh as when wc were at Tunis at the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now queen. 

Ant. And the rarest that e’er came there. 

Seb. Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 

ArU. O, widow Dido I ay, widow Dido. 

Oon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first day 
I wore it? I mean, in a sort. 

Ant. That sort was well fished for. 

Oon. When I wore it at your daughter’s marriage? 

Alon. You cram these words into mine cars agains^t 
The stomach of my sense. Would 1 aad never 
Married my daughter there! for, coming thence, 

My son is lost and, in my rate, she too, 

Who is so far from Italy removed 
I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of MUan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on thee? 

Fran. Sir, he may live: 

I saw him beat the surges under him, 

And ride u][K)n their backs ; he trod ^e water. 

Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold head 
’Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself with bis good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o’er his wave-worn basis bow’d, 

As stooping to rdieve him : I not doubt 
He came mive to land. 


Alon. No, no, he's gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great loss. 
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather lose her to an African: 

Where she at least is banish’d from your eye, 

Who hath cause to wet the grief on’t. 

Alon. Prithee, peace. 

Seb. You were kneel’d to and importuned otherwiw^ 
By all of us, and the fair soul herself 
Weigh’d, between loathness and obedience, at 
Which end o' the beam she’d bow. We have lost your son. 

I fear, for ever: Milan and Najiles have 
More widows in them of this business' making 
Than we bring men to comfort them : 

The fault’s your own. 

Alon. *So is the dearst o’ the loss. 

Oon. My lord Sebastian, 

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness, 

And time to speak it in: you rub the sore. 

When you should bring the plaster. 

Seb. Very well. 

Ant. And most chiruigeonly. 

I Oon. It is foul weather in us aU, good sir, 

' When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Foul weather ? 

Ant. Very foul. 

Gon. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord, — 

Ant. He’d sow’t with nettle-seed. 

Seb. Or docks, or mallows 

Gon And were the king on't, what would 1 do f 

Seb. 'Scape being drunk for want of wine 

Go7i. I’ the commonwealth I would by contraries 
Execute all things; for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit; no name of magistrate; 

Letters should not be known; riches, poverty, 

And use of service, none; contract, succession, 

Bourn, bound of land, tilth, viney^, none; 

No use of metal, com, or wine, or oil; 

No occupation ; all men idle, all ; 

And women too, but innocent and pure; 

No sovereignty; — 

Seb. Yet he would be king on’t. 

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets the 
beginning. 

Go9i. All things in common nature should produce 
Without sweat or endeavour: treason, felony. 

Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine. 

Would I not have; but nature should bring forth, 

Of its own kind, all foison,* all abundance, »wcntj 

To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying ’mong his subjects? 

Ant. None, man; all idle: whores and knaves. 

Gon. I would mth such perfection govern, sir. 

To excel the golden age. 

Seb. God save his majesty! 

Ant. Long live Gonzalo! 

Oon. And, — do you mark me, sir? 

Alon. Prithee, no more: thou dost talk nothing to me. 

Gon. I do well believe your highness ; and did it to min- 
ister occasion to these gentlemen, who are of such sensible 
and nimble lungs that they always use to laugh at nothing. 

Ant. ’Twas you we laughed at. 

Oon. Who in this kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you : so you may continue and laugh at nothing still. 

Ant. What a blow was there given! 

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-mng. 

Oon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle ; you would 
lift the moon out of her sphere, if she would continue 
in it five weeks without changing. 
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Enitr Ariel, invisible, playing solemn musk. 

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat -fowling. 

Anl. Nay, good my lord, be not angry. 

Oon. No, I warrant you ; 1 will not adventure my discre- 
tion so weakly. Willyoulangh me asleep,for I am very heavy? 

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. 

[All sleep except Alon., Seb., and Ant. 

Alon. What, all so soon asleep! I wish mine eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts : 1 find 
They ate inclined to do so. 

Seb. Please you, sir. 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 

It seldom visits sorrow; when it doth. 

It is a comforter. 

Ant. We two, my lord, 

Will guard your person while you take your rest. 

And watch your safety. 

Alon. Thank you. Wondrous heavy. 

[Alonso deeps. Exit And. 

Seb. What a strange drowsmess possesses them! 

Ant. It is the qu^ty o' the climate. 

Sdt. Why 

Doth it not then our eyelids sink? 1 find not 
Myself disposed to sleep. 

Ant. Nor I; my spirits are nimble. 

They fell together all, as by consent; 

They dropp’d, as by a thunder-stroke. What might. 
Worthy ^bastian? 0, what might? — No more: — 

And yet methinks I see it in thy face. 

What thou shouldst be: the occasion speaks thee, and 
My strong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Sd>. What, ai-t thou waking? 

Ant. Do you not hear me speak? 

Sd>. I do; and surely 

It is a sleepy language, and thou speak’st 
Out of thy sleep. '\^at is it thou didst ? 

This is a strange repose, to be asleep 

With eyes wide open; standing, speaking, moving, 

And yet so fast asleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebastian, 

Thou letfst thy fortune sleep— die, rather; wink'st 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Sd>. Thou dost snore distinctly; 

There’s meaning in thy snores. 

Ant. I am more serious than my custom: you 
Must be so too, if heed me : which to do 
Trebles thee o’er. 

Sd>. Well, I am standing water. 

AtiI. I’ll teach you how to fiow. 

Seb. Do so: to ebb 

Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

AtU. O, 

If you but knew how you the purpose cherish 
Whiles thus you mock it! how, in stripping it. 

Yon more invest it! Ebbing men, indeed, 

Most often do so near the iMttom run 
By their own fear or sloth. 

Seb. Prithee, say on: 

The setting of thine eye and cheek proclaim 
A matter ttom thee, and a birth indeed 
Which throes thee much to yidd. 

dnt. Thus, sir : 

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this. 

Who shall be of as little memory 

When he is earth’d, hath here almost persuaded, — 

For he’s a spirit of persuasion, only 
Professes to persuade, — the king his son’s alive. 


’Tis as impossible that he’s undrown’d 
As he that sleeps here swims. 

Seb. I have no lioiio 

That he’s umlrowu’d. 

Ant. 0, out of that ’no hope’ 

What great hope have you! no hope that way is 
Another way so high a hope that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond. 

But doubts discovery there. Will you giant with me 
That Ferdinand is drown’d? 

Seb. He’s gone. 

Ant. Then, tell me. 

Who’s the next heir of Naples? 

Seb. Claribel. 

Ant. She that is queen of Tunis; she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man’s life; she that from Naples 
Gan have no note, unless the sun were post — 

The man i’ the moon’s too slow — till new-born chins 
Be rough and razorable ; she, from whom, 

We all were sea-swallow’d, though some cast again, 

And by that destiny to perform an act 
Whereof what’s past is prologue; what to come. 

In yours and my discharge. 

j^. What stuff is this ? how say you ! 

Tis true, my brother’s daughter's queen of Tunis; 

So is she heir of Naples; ’twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

Ant. A space whose eve^ cubit 

Seems to cry out, ‘How shall that Claribel 
Measure us back to Naples? Keep in Tunis, 

And let Sebastian wake.’ Say, this were death 

That now hath seized them; why, they were no u-orse 

Than now they are. There be that can rule Naples 

As well as he that sleeps; lords that can prate 

As amply and unnecessarily 

As this Gonzalo; I myself could make 

A chough of as deep chat. O, that you boro 

The mind that I doi what a sleep were this 

For your advancement ' Do you understand mo f 

Seb. Methinks I do. 

Ant. And how does your content 

Tender your own good fortune? 

Seb. I remember 

You did supplant yonr brother Prospero. 

Ant. True : 

And look how well my garments sit upon me; 

Much feater than before: my brother’s servants 
Were then my fellows; now they arc my men. 

Seb. But, for your conscience? 

Ant. Ay, sir ; where lies that ? if ’twere a kibe, 
’Twould put me to my slipper: but I feel not 
This deity in my bosom; twenty consciences, 

That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candied be they 
And melt ere they molest I Here lies your brother. 

No better than the earth he lies upon. 

If he were that which now he’s like, that’s dead ; 
Whom I, with this obedient steel, three incites of it. 
Can lay to bed for ever: whiles y^ou, doing ilius, 

To the perpetual wink for aye might put 
This ancient morsel, this Sit Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest. 

They’ll take suggestion* as a cat laps milk ; ♦ iwuiha 

They’ll tell the clock to any business that 
We say befits the hour. 

Seb. Thy case, dear friend. 

Shall be uiy precedent; as thou gott’st Milan, 

I’ll come Naides. Draw thy sword : one stroke 
Shan free thee mm the tribute which thou payest, 
And I the king shall love thee. 
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AnL r Draw together; 

And when I rear my hand, do you the like, 

To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word. [They talk apart, 

lie-enter Arikl, invisible. 

Ari. My master through his art foresees the danger 
That you, his friend, are in; and sends me forth — 

For else his project dies — to keep them living. 

[Sinys in Gonzalo s ear. 

AVhile you here do snoring lie, 

Open-eyed conspiracy 
His time doth take. 

If of life you keep a care. 

Shake off slumber, and beware: 

Awake, awake! 

Ant. Then let us both be sudden. 

Gon. [Waking.] Now, good angels 

Preserve the king! 

Why, how now? ho, awake! Why are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghastly looking? 

Alon. [Waking.] WhaPs the matter? 

Scb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose, 

Kven now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather lions: did*t not wake. you? 

It struck mine ear most terribly. 

Alon. I heard nothing. 

Ant. 0 'twjis a din to fright a monster's ear, 

To make an earthquake! sure, it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lions. 

Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo? 

Gon. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming. 
And that a sti-ange one too, which did awake me: 

I shaked you, sir, and cried : as mine eyes open'd, 

I saw their weapons drawn: there was a noise. 

That's verity. Tis test wo stand upon our guard. 

Or that we quit this place: let's draw our weapons. 

Alon. licad off this ground ; and let's make further search 
For my poor son. 

Gon. Heavens keep him from these b***ds! 

For he is, sure, i' the island, 

Alon. Lead away. 

Ari. Prospero my lord shall know what I have done: 
So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Edcmnt. 

Scene II . — Another part of the island. 

Enter Caliban vnth a burden of wood. A noicc 
of thunder heard. 

Cal. All the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall and make liim 
By inch-meal a disease! His spirits hear me, 

And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch, 
Fright me with urchin-shows, pitch me i’ the mire. 

Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid ’em ; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me; 

Sometime like apes that mow and chatter at me 
And after bite me, then like hedgehogs which 
Lie tymbling in my barefoot way and mount 
Their pricks at my footfall; sometime am T 
All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues 
Do hiss me into madness. 

Enter Tuinculo. 

Lo, now, lol 

Here cornea a spirit of his, and to torment me 
For bringing wood in slowly. I'll fall flat; 

Perchance he will not mind me. 


Trin. Here's neither bush nor shrub, to bear off* any 
weather at all, and another storm brewing; I hear it 
sing i* the wind : yond same black cloud, yond huge one, 
looks like a foul bomljard that would shed his liquor. 



If it should thunder as it did before, I know not where 
to hide my head : yond same cloud cannot choose but 
fall by pailfuls. 'What have we here ? a man or a fish ? 
dead or alive ? A fish : he smells like a fish ; a very 
ancient and fish-like smell ; a kind of not of the newest 
Poor-John. A strange fish! Were I in England now', 
as once I w'as, and had but this fish painted, not a 
holiday fool there but w'ould give a piece of silver : there 
would tliis monster make a man; any strange beast there 



makes a man : when they will not give a doit to relieve 
a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see a dead 
Indian tegged like a man! and his fins like arms! 
Warm, o* my troth ! I do now let loose my opinion ; hold 
it no longer: this is no fish, but an islander, that hath 
lately suffered by a thunderbolt. [Thunder!] Alas, the 
storm is come again! my best way is to creep under 
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Ills gaberdino ; there is no other shelter hereabout : misery 
acquaints a man with strange bed-fellows. I will here 
shroud till the dregs of the storm be past 

Enttr Stephano, singing: a bottle in hia hand. 

Ste. I shall no more to sea, to sea. 

Here shall I die ashore — 

This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's funeral : 
well, here’s my comfort. [Zhinks. 

[Sings. 

The master, the swabber, the boatswain and 1, 

The gunner and his mate 
Loved Mall, Meg. and Marian, and Margery, 

But none of us cared for Kate; 

For she had a tongue with a tang, 

Would cry to a sailor, Go hang! 

She loved not the savour of tar nor of lutch. 

Yet a tailor might scratch her where’er she did itch 
Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang! 

This is a scurvy tune too : but here’s my comfort. [Drinks. 
Cal. Do not torment me: Oh! 

Ste. What’s the matter ? Have we devils here ? Do you 
put tricks upon’s with savages and men of Ind, ha? I 
have not 'scaped drowning to be afeard now of your four 
legs ; for it hath been said. As proper a man as ever went 



on four legs cannot make him give ground ; and it shall 
be said so again while Stephano breathes at’s nostrils. 

Cal. The spirit torments me; Oh! 

Ste. This is some monster of the isle with four legs, 
who hath jrot, as 1 take it, an ague. Where the devil 
should he learn our language ? I will give him some 
relief, if it be but for that. If I can recover him and 
keep him tame and get to Naples with him, he’s a 
present for any emperor that ever trod on neat’s-leather. 

Cal. Do not torment me, prithee; I’ll bring my 
wood home faster. 

Ste. He’s in his fit now and does not talk after the wisest. 
He sh^ t^te of my bottle : if he have never drunk wine 
afore, it will go near to remove his fit If I can recover 
him and keep him tame, I will not take too much for him ; 
he shall pay for him that hath him, and that soundly. 

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt anon, 
I know it by thy trembling : now Prosper works upon thee! 

Ste. Come on your ways ; open your mouth ; hers is that 
which will give language to you, cat ; open your mouth ; this 


will shake your shaking, I can tell you, and that soundly : 
you cannot tell who’s your fiiend : open your chaps again. 

Trin. I sliould know tliat voice: it should be — but 
he is drowned; and these arc devils: O defend me! 

Ste. Four legs and two voices : a most delicate monster ! 
His forward voice now is to speak well of his friend ; his 



backward voice is to utter foul speeches and to detract. If 
all the wine in my bottle will recover him, I will help his 
ague. Come. Amen ! I will pour some in thy other mouth. 

Trin. Stephano ! 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me * Mercy, mercy I 
Tliis is a devil, and no monster: 1 will leave him; 1 
have no long .spoon. 

Trin. Stephano! If thou beest Stephano, touch me 
and speak to me; for I am Trinculo — be not afeard — 
thy good friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth : 1 ’ll pull tli»‘c liy 
the lesser legs: if any be Trinculo's legs, these are they. 
Thou art very Trinculo indeed ! How earnest thou to be 
the siege of this moon-calf? can he vent Trinculos? 

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunderstroke. 
But art thou not drowned, Stephano ? I hope now thou 
art not drowned. Is the storm overblown? I hid me 
under the dead moon-calf’s gulierdine for fear of the 
storm. And art thou living, Stephano ? O Stephano. 
two Neapolitans 'scaped! 

Ste. Prithee, do not turn me about ; my stomach is 
not constant. 

Cal. [Aside.] These be fine things, an if they be not sprites. 
That’s a brave god and bears celestial liquor. 

I will kneel to him. 

Ste. How didst thou ’scape? How earnest thou 
hither? swear by this bottle how thou earnest hither. 
I escaped upon a butt of sack which the sailors heaved 
o’erboard, by this bottle! which I made of the bark of a 
tree with mine own hands since 1 was cast ashore. 

Cal. [Aside.] Ill swear upon that bottlf to be thy 
true subject; fur the liquor is not earthly. 

Ste. Here; swear then how thou escapei&t. 

Trin. Swam ashore, man, like a duck : !{ can swim 
like a duck. I’ll be sworn. 

Ste. Here, kiss the book. Though thou ,canst* swim 
like a duck, thou art made bkc a goose. 

Trin. 0 Stephano, hast any more of this? 

Ste. The whole butt, man : my cellar is ia a rock by 
the sea-side where my wine is hid. How now, moon-calf! 
how does. thine ague? 

Cal. Hast thou not drtmp'd from heaven ? 

Ste. Out o' the moon, I do assure thee : I was the 
man i’ the moon when time was. 
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Cal. I have seen thee in her and I do adore thee : 
My mistress show'd me thee and thy dog and thy bush. 

SU. Come, swear to that; kiss the book; I will 
furnish it anon with new contents : swear. 

Trin. By this good light, this is a veiy shallow 
monster! I afeard of liim! A very weak monster! 
The mail i' the moon I A most poor credulous monster ! 
Well drawn, monster, in good sooth! 

Cal. I’ll show thee every fertile inch o’ th’ island; 
And I will kiss thy foot: 1 prithee, be my god. 

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken 
monster! when’s god’s asleep, he’ll rob his bottle. 

Cal. I’ll kiss thy foot; I’ll swear myself thy subject. 
Ste. Como on then; down, and swear. 

Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this puppy- 
headed monster. A most scurvy monster ! I could 
(ind in my heart to beat him, 

Ste. Come, kiss. 



Trin. But that the poor monster’s in drink : an 
abominable monster. 

Cal. I ’ll show thee the best springs; I’ll pluck thee berries; 
I'll fish for thee and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that I serve! 

I'll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 

Thou wondrous man. 

ACT 

Scene I . — Before 

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log. 

Fer. There be some sports are painful, and their labour 
Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone, and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task 
Would be as heavy to me as odious, but 
The mistress which I serve quickens what’s dead 
And makes my labours pleasures: 0, she is 
Ten times more gentle tW her father's crabbed, 

And he’s composed of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousand of these logs and pile them up, 


Trin. A most ridiculous monster, to make a wonder 
of a poor drunkard ! 

Cal. I prithee, let me bring thee where crabs grow ; 
And 1 with my long nails wm dig thee pig-nuts; 

Show thee a jay’s nest and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble marmoset; I'll bring thee 
To clustering filberts and sometimes I’ll get thee 
Young scainels from the rock. Wilt thou go with me ^ 
Ste. I prithee now, lead the way without any more talking 
Triiiculo, the king and all our company else teing diown'sd, 
we will inherit here. [To Caliban.'] Here; bear my bottle 
Fellow Trinculo, we’ll fill him by and by again. 

Cal. [Sings drunJcenly.] 

Farewell, master; farewell, farewell! 

Trin. A howling monster; a drunken monster! 

Cal. No more dams I’ll make for fish; 

Nor fetch in firing 
At requiring; 

Nor scrape trencher, nor wash dish: 

’Ban, ’Ban, Ca — Caliban 

Has a new master: get a new man. 

Freedom, hey-day! hey-day, freedom! freedom, hey-day, 
freedom ! 

Ste. 0 brave monster! Lead the way. [Exeunt 



III. 

Prospero’s cell. 

Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress 

Weeps when she sees me woik, and says, such baseness 

Had never like executor. 1 forget: 

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labour. 
Most busiest, when I do it. 

Enter Miranda; and Prospero at a dietance, unseen. 

Mir. Alas, now, pray you, 

Work not so hard: I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs that you are enjoin’d to pile! 
Pray, set it down and rest you: when this bums, 
’Twill weep for having wearied you. My father 
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Is hard at study; pray, now, rest yourself; 

He’s safe for these three hours. 

Fer. O most dear mistress, 

The sun will set before 1 shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

Mir. If you’ll sit down, 

I’ll bear your logs the while: pray, give me that; 

I’ll carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No, precious creature; 

I bad rather crack my sinews, break my back, 

Thau you should such dishonour undergo. 

While I sit lazy by. 

Afir. It would become me 

As well os it does you: and I should do it 
With much more ease; for my good will is to it. 
And yours it is against. 



pTot. [Aside.] Poor worm, thou art infected* 

This visitation shows it 
Jtfir. You look wearily. 

Fer. No, noble mistress; ’tis fresh morning with mo 
When you are by at night. I do beseech you — 

Chiefly that I might set it in my prayers — 

What is your name? 

■^ir. Miranda. — 0 my father, 

I have broke your best to say so! 

Admired Miranda I 
Indeed the top of admiration! worth 
Whafs dearest to the world! Full many a lady 
I have eyed with best r^ard, and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtues 
Have I liked several women; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owed 
And put it to the foil : but you, 0 you. 

So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature’s best! 


Mir. I do not know 

One of my sex; no woman’s face remember, 

Save, from my glass, mine owm; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men than you, good friend. 

And my dear father: how features are abroad, 

I am skill-less of; but, by my modesty, 

The jewel in my dower, I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you. 

Nor can imagination form a shape. 

Besides yourself, to like of. But I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father's precepts 
1 therein do forget. 

Fer. I am in my condition 

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king — 

I would not so! — and would no more endure 

This wooden slavery than to suffer 

The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear iny soul speak * 

The very instant that I saw you, did 

My heart fly to your service; there resides. 

To make me slave to it; and for your sake 
Am I this patient log-man. 

Mir. Do you love me? 

Fer. 0 heaven, O earth, bear witness to this sound. 
And crown what I profess with kind event 
If I speak true! if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me to mischief! 1, 

Beyond all limit of what else i’ Uio world. 

Do love, prize, honour yon 
Afir. I am a foul 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

/Vos. [Aside.] Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections' Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between ’em I 
Fer. Wherefore weep you * 

Mir. At mine unworthiness, that dare not offer 
What I desire to give, and much less take ^ 

What I shall die to want. But this is trifling;'” 

And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 

The bigger bulk It shows. Hence, bashful cunning! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence! 

I am your wife, if you will marry me; 

If not. I’ll die your maid; to be your fellow 
You may deny me; but I'll be your servant. 

Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My mistress, dearest; 

And I thus humble ever. 

Mir. My husband, then^ 

Fer. Ay, with a heart as wilhng 
As bondage e’er of freedom: here’s my hand. 

Mir. And mine, with my heart in’t : and now farewell 
Till half an hour hence. 

Fer. A thousand thousand ! 

[Eixwnt Fer. and Mir. severally 
Pros. So glad of this as they I cannot be. 

Who are surprised 'withal ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I’U to my book, 

For yet ere supper-time must 1 perform 

Much business appertaining. [Exit. 

ScEXE II. — Another part of ike id^nd. 

Enter Caubax, Stephaxo, and Tainculo. 

Ste. T^l not me; when the butt is eut, we will 
drink water; not a drop before: therefore bear up, and 
board ’em. Servant-monster, drink to me. 

Trin. Servant-monster I the folly of this island! 
They say there’s but flve upon this iiM : we are three of 
them; u th’ other two be brained like us, the state 
totters. 
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Ste. Driuk, «ervant>mon8ter, when I bid thee: thy 
eyes are almost set in thy head. 

Trin. Where should they be set else? he were a 
brave monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. 

Ste. My man-monster hath drown’d his tongue in 
sack : for my part, the sea cannot drown me ; I swam, ere 
I could recover the shore, five and thirty leagues off and 
on. By this light, thou shalt be my lieutenant, monster, 
or my standard. 

Trin. Your lieutenant, if you list; he’s no standard. 

Ste. We’ll not run. Monsieur Monster. 

Trin. Nor go neither; but you’ll lie like dogs and 
yet say nothing neither. 


Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou beest 
a good moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me lick thy shoe. 
I’ll not serve him; he’s not valiant. 

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster: I am in 
case to justle a constable. Why, thou deboshed fish, 
thou, was there ever man a coward that hath drunk so 
much sack as I to-day ? Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, 
being but half a fish and half a monster? 

CW. Ia bow be mocks me ! wilt thou let him, my h rd ? 

Trin. 'Lord’ quoth he! That a monster should be 
such a natural! 

Cal. Lo, lo, again! bite him to death, I prithee. 



Ste: Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head: 
if you prove a mutineer, — the next tree I The poor 
monster’s my subject and he shall not suffer indignity. 

Cal. I thank my noble lord Wilt thou be pleased 
to hearken once arain to the suit 1 made to thee? 

Ste. Marry, will I ; kneel and repeat it ; I will stand, 
and so shall Trinculo. 

Enter Ariel, invisible. 

Cat. As I told thee before, I am subject to a tyrant, a 
sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated mo of the 
island. 

Ari. Hiou liest 

Cal. Thou liest thou jesting monkey, thou : 


I would my valiant master would destroy thee! 

I do not lie. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in’s tale, 
by this hand, I will supplant some of your teeth. 

TVin. Why, I said nothing. 

Ste. Mum, then, and no more. Proceed. 

Cal. 1 say, by sorcery be got this isle; 

From me he got it If thy greatness will 
Revenge it on him, — for I know thou darest. 

But this thing dare not, — 

Ste. That’s most certain. 

Cal. Thou shalt be lord of it and I’ll serve thee. 

Ste. How now shall this be compassed? Canst thou 
bring me to the party ? 
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Cal. Yea, yea, my lord: I'll yield him thee asleep, 
Where thou mayst knock a nail into his head. 

.Art. Thou Uest; thou canst not. 

Cal. What a pied ninny’s this ! 'Thou scurvy patch I 
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows 
And take his bottle from him: when that’s gone 
lie shall drink nought but brine; for I’ll not show him 
Where the quick freshes are. 

S/e. Trinculo, run into no further danger: interrupt 
the monster one word further, and, by this hand. I’ll 
turn my mercy out o’ doors and make a stock -fish 
of thee. 

Trin. ^Vhy, what did I ? 1 did nothing. I ’ll go further off 

Ste. Didst thou not say he lied ^ 

Ari. Thou liest. 

Ste. Do I so ? take thou that. [Beata Trin ] As 
you like this, give me the lie another time. 

Trin. I did not give the lie. Out o’ your wits and hearing 
too ? A pox o’ your bottle I this can sack and drinking do. 
A murrain on your monster, and the devil take your fingers ! 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ste. Now,forwardwithyourtale. Prithee, standfartheroff 

Cal. Beat him enough: after a little time 
I’ll beat him too 

Ste. titand farther. Come, proceetl. 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, ’tis a cu^m with him 
r th’ afternoon to sleep: there thou mayst brain him. 
Having first seized his books, or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake. 

Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Bemember 
First to possess his books; for without them 
He’s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 
One spirit to command: they all do hate him 
As rootedly as 1. Burn but his br oks. 

He has brave utensils — for so be calls them — 

Which, when he has a house, he’ll deck withal 
And that most deeply to consider is 
The beauty of his daughter; ho himself 
Calls her a nonpareil: I never saw a woman, 

But only Sycorax my dam and she ; 

But she as far surpasseth Sycorax 
As great’st does least. 

jw. Is it so brave a lass? 

Cal. Ay, lord; she will become thy bed, I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Sife. Monster, I will kill this man : his daughter and I will 
be king and quwn, — save our graces ! — and Trinculo and 
thyself shall be viceroys. Dost thou like the plot, Trinculo t 

Trin. ExceUent. 

8U. Give me thy hand: I am sorry I beat thee; 
but, while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep ; 

Wilt thou destroy him then? 

Ste. Ay, on mine honour. 

Art. This wiU I teU my master. 

Cal. Thon makest me merry ; I am full of pleasure : 
I^t us be jocund: will you troll the catch 
You taught me but while-ere? 

Site. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any 
reason. Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. [Sings. 

Flout ’em and scout ’em. 

And scout ’em and flout ’em; 

Thought is free. 

Cal. That^s not the tune. 

[Ariel plays the tuns on a tabor and pipe. 
Ste. What is thu same? 

Trin, This is the tune of our catch, played by the 
picture of Nobody. 


S^e. If thou beest a man, show thyself m thy like- 
ness: if thou beest a devil, take’t as thou list 
2Hn. O, forgive me my sins! 

Ste. Hethatdiespaysalldebts: idefythee. Mercyuponus. 
Cal. Art thou afeard? 

Ste. No, monster, not I. 

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises, 

Sounds and sweet airs, that fpve delight and hurt not. 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will Wm about mine ears, and sometimes voices 
That, if I then had waked after long sleep. 

Will make me sleep again: and then, in dreaming. 

The clouds methought would open and show riches 
Keaily to drop upon me, thot, when I waked, 

I cried to dremn again. 

Ste. Tliis will prove a brave kingdom to me, where 
I shall have my music for nothing 
Cal. When Prospero is destroyed. 

Ste. That shall be by and by : I rememWr the story. 
Trin The sotmd is going away; let’s follow it, and 
after do our work. 

Ste. Lead, monster; we’ll follow. I would I could 
see this taborer; he lays it on. 

Trin. Wilt come? I’ll follow, Stephano. [A’avww/. 

Scene HI . — Another part of the island. 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian. Antonio, (Jo.nyalo, Adkian, 
Francisco, and others. 

Gon. By’r lakin, I can go no further, sir; 

My old bones ache: here’s a maze trod indeed 
Through forth-rights and meanders! By your patience, 

I nee^ must rest me. 

Alon. Old lord, 1 cannot blame thee, 

Who am myself attach’d with weariness. 

To the dulling of my spirits: sit down, and rest 
Even here I will put off my hope and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer: he is drown'd 
Whom thus we stray to find, and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him go. 

Ant. [Aside to tSei.] I am rightglad that he’s so out of hope. 
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That you resolved to effect. 

Seb. [Aside to Ant.] The next advantage 
Will we take throughly. 

Ant. [Aside to Let it bo to-night; 

For, now they are oppress'd vdth travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance 
As when they are fresh. 

Sd>. [Aside to Ant.] I say, to-night; no more. 

[iSb/mn and strange mvsie. 
Alon. What harmony is this ? My good friends, hark ! 
Gon. Marvellous sweet music! 

Enter pROSPXRO above, invisible. Enter several s^nge Shapes, 
bringing in a banquet; they dance about it toUHigentle actions 
of salutation ; and, inviting the King, Ac., to e^, they dqiart. 

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens! Whf|t were these? 
Sd>. A living drollery. Now I will belitve 
That there are unicorns, that in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix’ throne, one ^ihocnix 
At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. I’ll bdieve hotk; 

And what does else wont credit, come to nte. 

And I’ll be ewoni ’tis true: travellen ne’er did lie. 
Though fl^ls at home condemn 'em. 

G<^ If in Naples 

I should report this now, would they believe me? 

If I should say, I saw such islanders — 
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For, certes, these are people of the island — 

Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note. 
Their manners are more gentle-kind than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 

/Vot. [Aside!] Honest lord. 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present 
Are worse than devils. 

AUm, I cannot too much muso. 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, expressing, 
Although they want the use of tongue, a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pros, [Aside.] Praise in departing. 

Fran. They vanish'd strangely. 

Sd) No matter, since 

They have left their viands behind ; for we have stomachs 
Will’t please you taste of what is here? 

Al(m. Not I 

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear. When we wore boys. 
Who would believe that there were mountaineers 
Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose thmats had hanging at 'em 
Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men 
Whose heads stood in their breasts ? which now wo find 
Each putter-out of five for one" will bring us »Tr.T«uer 
Good warrant of. 

Alon. I will stand to and feed, 

Although my last: no matter, since 1 feel 
The best is past. Brother, my lord the duke. 

Stand to J do as wo. 



Thunder and lightning Enter Ariel, like a harpy ; 
claps his wings upon the table; and, with a quaint 
device, the banquet vanities. 


Ari You are three men of sin, whom Destiny, 

That hath to instrument this lower m 'Id 
And what is in't, the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up you; and on this island 
Where man doth not iimabit ; you 'mongst men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad , 

And even with such-like valour men hang and drown 
Their proper selves. 

[Alon., SA., die., draw their swords. 


You fools! 1 and my fellows 
Are ministers of Fate: the elements. 

Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, ss diminish 
One dowle that's in my plume: my fellow-ministers 
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt. 

Your swords arc now too massy for your strengths. 

And will not be uplifted. But remember — 

For that's my business tp you — that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero; 

Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it, 

Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not foigetting, have 
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures, 
Against your peace. Thee of thy son, Alonso, 

They have bereft; and do pronounce, by me. 

Lingering perdition — worse than any death 

Can be at once — shall step by step attend 

You and your ways ; whose wraths to guard you from — 

Which hen;, in this most desolate i.sle, else falls 

Upon your heads — is nothing but heart-sorrow 

And a clear life ensuing. 

He vanishes in thunder; then, to soft music, enter the 
shapes again, and dance, with mocks and mows, and 
carrying out the table. 

Pros. [Aside.] Bravely the figure of this harpy hast thou 
Perform'd, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring : 

Of my instruction hast thou notlung bated 

In what thou hadst to say* so, with good life 

And observation strange, my meaner ministers 

Their several kinds have done My high charms work, 

And these mine enemies are all knit up 

In their distractions; they now are in my power; 

And in these fits 1 leave them, while I visit 
Yoimg Ferdinand, whom they suppose is drown'd. 

And his and mine loved darling. [Exvt above 

Gon. 1' the name of something holy, sir, why stand you 
III this stiange stare? 

Alon. O, it is monstrous, monstrous ' 

Methouglit the billows spoke and told me of it, 

The winds did sing it to me, and the thunder. 

That deep and dreadful oiypui-pipe, pronounced 
The name of Prosper: it did l^s my trespass. 

'Therefore my son i' the ooze is bedded, and 
I'll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded 
And with him there lie mudded. [Exit 

Seb. But one fiend at a time. 

I’ll fight their legions o'er. 

Ant. I'll be thy second 

[Exeunt Seb. and Ant 
Gon, All three of them are desperate : their great guilt, 
Ijke poison given to work a great time after, 

Now 'gins to bite the spirits. I do beseech you 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly 
And hinder them from what this ecstasy 
May now provoke them to. 

Adr. Follow, I pray you. [Exeunt. 

3 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I . — Befart Prospero's ceU. 


Enter Prospero, Ferdinanp, and Miranda 

Pros. If I have too austerely punish'd you. 

Your compensation makes amends, for I 
Have given you here a thread of mine own life, 

Or that for which I live ; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand; all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the tost : here, afore Heaven, 

1 ratify this my rich gift O Feniinand, 

Du not smile at me tlmt I boast her off, 

For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise 
And make it halt behind her 

Per I do believe it 

Against an oracle. 

Pros. Then, as my gift and thine own acquisition. 
Worthily purchased, take my daughter: but 
If thou dost break her vii^gin-knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister’d. 



No sweet a^ision shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow; but barren hate. 
Sour-eyed disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly 
That you shall hale it both: therefore take heed. 

As Hymen’s lamps shall light you. 

Per. As I hope 

For quiet days, lair issue, and loQg life. 

With such love as ’tis now — ^the murkiest den, 

The most opportune place, the strong’st suggestion 

Our worser genius can, shall never melt 

Mine honour into lust, to take away 

The edge of that day's celebration 

When I shall think, or Phoebus' steeds are founder'd. 

Or Night kept chain'd below. 

Pros. Fairly spoke. 

Sit then and talk with her; she is thine own. 

What, Ariel ! my industrious servant, And ! 


Enter Ariel. 

Ari. What would my potent master? here I am. 

Pros. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service 
Did worthily perform; and I must use you 
In such another trick. Go, bring the rabble, 

O’er whom I give thee power, here to this place; 

Incite them to quick motion ; for I must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of nunc art : it is my promise. 

And they expect it from me. 

Ari. Presently ' 

Pros. Ay, with a twink. 

Ari Before you can say ‘come’ and ‘go,’ 

And breathe twice, and ciy, ‘So, so,’ 

Each one, tnpping on his toe, 

Will be here with mop and mow. 

Do you love me, master? no* 

Pros. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not approach 
Till thou dost hear me call. 

Ari. Well, I conceive. [Exd 

Pros. Ixiok thou be true : do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein : the strongest oaths are straw 
To the fire i’ the blood he more ubsteniioiis, 

Or else, good night your vow ! 

Fer. 1 warrant you, sir; 

The white cold virgin snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pros. Well. 

Now come, my Ariel! bring a corollary,* ^ •own.iot 
Bather than want a spirit: appear, and pertly' 

No tongue' all eyes 1 be silent [iSiyi! 

Enter Iris. 

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats and pease ; 

Tliy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep. 

And flat meads thatch’d with stover, them to keep. 

Thy banks with pioned and twilled brims. 

Which spongy April at thy best betrims, 

To make cold nymphs chaste crowns : and thy broom-groove.s. 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves. 

Being lass-lom; thy pole-clipt vineyard; 

And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard, 

AVlierc thou thyself dost air; — the queen o’ the sky. 
Whose watery arch and messenger am I, 

Bids thee leave these, and with her sovereign grace. 
Here on this giass-plot, in this very plaee. 

To come and sport: her peacocks fly antain: 

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertair 

Enter Ceres. 

Cer. Hail, many-colour'd messenger, fiiat ne’er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter; 

Who with thy saffron wings upon my ffewers 
Diffusest hon^-drops, refreshing showen^ 

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 
My bosky acres and my unshrubb’d down, 

Rich scarf to my proud earth; why hath thy queen 
Summon'd me hither, to this short-grass'd green ? 

/m A contract of true love to oelebcate; 

And some donation fteely to estate 
On the blest lovers. 
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Cer. , Tell me, heavenly bow, 

If Venue or her son, as thou dost know. 

Do now attend the queen? Since they did plot 
The means that dusky Dis my daughter got. 

Her and her blind boy's scandal’d company 
I have forsworn. 

Irii. Of her society 

Be not afraid; I met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos, and her son 
Dove-drawn with her. Here thought they to have done 
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid. 

Whose vows are, that no bed-right shall be paid 
Till Hymen's torch be lighted : but in vain ; 

Mars’s hot minion is returned again; 

Her waspish-headed son has bn^e his aiTOws, 

Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrows 
And be a boy right out 

Cer. High’st queen of state. 

Great Juno, comes; I know her by her gait 

Enter JuMO. 

Juno. How does my bounteous sister ? Go with me 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be 
And honour’d in their issue. [They sing: 

Juno. Honour, riches, marriage-blessing, 

Long continuance, and increasing. 

Hourly joys be still upon you! 

Juno sings her blessings on you. 

Cer Earth’s increase, foison plenty. 

Bams and gamers never empty. 

Vines with clustering bunches growing. 

Plants with goodly burthen bowing; 

Spring come to you at the farthest 
In the very end of harvest > 

Scarcity and want shall shun you : 

Ceres’ blessing so is on you. 

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly. May I be bold 
To think these spirits? 

Pros. Spirits, which by mine art 

1 have from their confines call’d to %nact 
My present fancies. 

Fer. Let me live here ever; 

So rare a wonder’d father and a wife 
Makes this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ceres whisper, and send Iris an employment. 
Pros. Sweet, now, silence! 

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously; 

There’s something else to do; hush, and be mute, 

Or else our spell is marr’d. 

Iris. You nymphs, called Naiads, of the wandering brookr 
With your sraged crowns and ever-^ irmless looks, 

Leave your crisp channels and on this green land 
Answer your summons ; Juno docs command : 

Come, temperate nymp^, and help to celebrate 
A contract of trae love; be not too late. 

Enter eertain Nymphs. 

You sunburnt sicklemen, of August weary. 

Come hither from the furrow and be merry: 

Make holiday ; your ive-straw hats put on 
And these fmh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

Enter eertain Eeapers, properly habited : they join with the 
Nymphs in a graeeful donee; towards t^ end whereof 
Pkospbro ttarls suddenly, and speaks; after whiek, to 
a Strange, hollow, and emifueed noite, they heamly^.^ish. 

Pros. [Aside^ I had foig^'that foul conspiracy 


Of the beast Caliban and his confederates 
Against my life: the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. [TotheSpvnts'\ Well done! avoid, no more' 
Fer. This is strange: your father’s in some passion 
Tliat works liim strongly. 

Mir. Never till this day 

Saw I him touch’d with anger so distemper'd. 

Pros. You do look, iny son, in a moved sort. 

As if you were dismay’d: be cheeriul, sir. 

Our revels now are ended. These our actors. 

As I foretold you, were all spirits and 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 

Tlie cloud-capp’d towers, the goigeous palaces. 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve. 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 

I^eave not a rack behind We ate such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. Sir, 1 am vex’d; 

Bear with my weakness; my old brain is troubled: 

Be not disturbed with ray infirmity: 

If you be pleased, retire into my cell 
And there repose: a turn or two I’ll walk. 

To still my ^ting mind. 

Fer. Mvr. We wish your peace, f Exeunt 

Pros. Gome with a thought. I thank thee, Ariel :^come. 

Enter Ariel. 

Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to. What's thy pleasure » 
Pros. Spirit, 

Wo must prepare to meet with Oaliban. 

Ari. Ay, my commander: when 1 presented Ceres, 

I thought to Irave told thee of it, but 1 fear’d 
Lest 1 might anger thee. 

Pros. Say again, where didst thou leave these varlets ’ 
Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking 
So full of valour that they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet; yet always landing 
Towards their project Then 1 beat my tabor; 

At which, like unback’d colts, they prick'd their ears. 
Advanced their eyelids, lifted up their noses 
As they smelt music : so I charm’d their ears 
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow’d through 
Tooth’d briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss and thunis. 
Which entered their frail shins: at last I left them 
1’ the filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell. 

There dancing up to the chins, tliat the foul lake 
O’erstunk their feet. 

Pros. This was well done, my bird. 

Thy shape invisible retain thou still: 

The trumpery in my house, go bring it hither. 

For stale to catch these thieves. 

Ari. I go, I go. [An/ 

Pros. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains. 

Humanely taken, all. all lost, quite lost; 

And os with age his body uglier grows. 

So his mind cankers. I will plague them all. 

Even to roaring. 

Be-enter Ariel, louden with glistering apparel, <tc. 

Come, hang them on this line. 

Pkospero and Ariel remain, invisible. Enter Calioan, 
Stbpuano, and Trinculo, tUl wet. 

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the Uind mole may not 
Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell 
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Ste, Monster, your fairy, which you say is a harmless 
fairy, has done little better than played the Jack with us. 

Triru Monster, 1 do smell all horse-piss; at which 
my nose is in gr^t indignation. 

SU, So is mine. Do you hear, monster ? If I 
should take a displeasure a^ust you, look you, — 

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still. 

Be patient, for the prize 111 bring thee to 

Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore speak softly. 

Airs hush'd as midnight yet. 

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool. — 

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonour in that, 
monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trin. That's more to me than my wetting : yet this 
is your harmless fairy, monster. 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears 
for my labour. 

Cal. Prithee, my king, be quiet. See'st thou here. 
This is the mouth o* the cell: no noise, and enter. 

Do that good mischief which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Calilwin, 

For aye thy fbot-licker. 

Ste. Give me thy hand, I do begin to have bloody thoughts. 



Trin. O king Stephano! O peer! O worthy 
St^hano ! look what a wardrobe here is for thee ! 

Ual. Let it alone, thou fool; it is but tra.sh. 

Trinl O ho, monster! we know what belongs to a 
frippery.^ O king Stephano I ’ ciothw- »huxa. 

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo; by tliis liaiid, I'll 
have that gown. 

Trin. Thy grace shall have it. 

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool 1 what do you mean 
To dote thus on such luggage ? Let's along 
And do the murder first : if he awake. 

From toe to crown he'll fill our skins with pinches, 
Make us strange stuff, 

Ste. Be you quiet, monster. Mistress line, is not this 
my jerkin ? Now is the jerkin under the line ; now, jerkin, 
you are like to lose your hair, and prove a bald jerkin. 

Trin. Do, do: wesU^ by line and level, an'tlikeyour grace. 

I thank thee for that jest; here’s a garment 
for't: wit shall not go unrewarded while T am king of 
this country. 'Steal by line and level' is an excellent 
pass of pate; there’s another garment for’t. 

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime'* upon 
your finals, and away with the rest. 

Cal. I will have none on’t : we shall lose our time. 
And all be turn'd to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads vilianous low. 


Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers: help to bear this 
away where my hogshead of wine is, or * 1*11 turn you 
out of my kin^om: go to, carry this. 

Trin. And this. 

Ste. Ay, and this. 



A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits, in shape 
of days and hounds, and hunt iheni aiottt, Pkospkuo 
a7id Ariel setting them on. 

Ttos. Hey, Mountain, hey! 

Ari. Silver! there it goes, Silver! 

Fros. Fury. Fury ! there, Tyrant, there ! hark ! hark ! 

\Cal., Ste., and Trin. are driven ant. 
Go chaige my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry convulsions, shorten up their sinews 
With aged cramps, and more pinch-spotted make tlicni 
Than x>ai*d or cat o' mountain. 

Ari. Hark, they roar! 

I^os. Let them be hunted soundly. At this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 

Shortly shf^l all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom: for a littk. 

Follow, and do me service. [ExewU. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. — Peospeko’s cdl . 


Enter Prospeko in his magic robes, and Ariel. 

Pros. Now does my project ^ther to a head: 

My charms crack not; my spirits obey; and time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How’s the day ? 

Ari. On the sixth hour; at which time, my lord, 
You said our work should cease. 

Pros. I did say so, 

When first I raised the tempest. Say, my spirit, 

How fares the king and’s followers? 

Ari. Confined together 

In the same fashion as you gave in chaige. 

Just as you left them ; all prisoners, sir. 

In the line-grove* which weather-fends your cell ; “ 

They cannot budge till your release. The king. 

His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted. 

And the remainder mourning over them. 

Brimful of sorrow and dismay; but chiefly 

Him that you term’d, sir, ‘The ^d old lord, Gonzalo;’ 

His tears run down Ws beard, like winter’s drops 

From eaves of reeds. Your charm so strongly works ’em. 

That if yon now beheld them your affections 

Would tecome tender. 

Pros. Dost thou think so, spirit? 



Ari. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pros. And mine shall. 

Host thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions, and shall not myself. 

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply. 

Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou art? 
Though with their high wrongs 1 am struck to the quick. 
Yet with my nobler reason ’gainst my fury 
Do 1 take part: the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance: they being penitent, 

'fhe sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further. Go release them, Ariel : 

My charms I’ll break, their senses I’ll xesloie. 

And they shall be themselves. 


Ari. rU fetch them, sir. [Exit. 

Pros. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes and 
groves. 

And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
Du chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demi-puppets that 
By moonshine do the green-sour ringlets make. 

Whereof the ewe not bites, and you whose pastime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid. 

Weak roasters though' ye be, 1 have bedimm’d 
The noontide sun, called forth the mutinoiu winds. 

And ’twixt the green sea and the azured vault 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove’s stout oak 
With his own bolt; the strong-based promontory 
Have I made shake, and by the spurs pluck’d up 
The pine and cedar: graves at my command 
Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let ’em forth 
By my so potent art. Rut this rough magic 
1 here abjure, and, when 1 have required 
Some heavenly music, which even now 1 do, 

’fo work mine end upon their senses that 
This airy charm is for. I’ll break my staff. 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth. 

And deeper than did ever plummet sound 

I’ll drown my book. [SoUmn music. 

Re-eiUer Ariel before: then Alomso, with a frantic 
gesture, attended by GoNZALO ; Sebastian and Antonio 
in like manner, attended by ADRIAN and FRANCISCO: 
they all enter the cirde which Prospero had made, and 
thne stand charmed; which Prospero obseimng, speaks : 

A solemn air and the best comforter 
To an unsettled fancy cure thy brains. 

Now useless, boil’d within thy skull ! There stand. 

For you are spell-stopp’d. 

Holy * Gonzalo, honourable man, • ^ 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the show of thine. 

Fall fellowly drops. The charm dissolves apace. 

And as the morning steals upon the night. 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their clearer reason. 0 good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 
To him thou follow’st! I will pay thy graces 
Home both in word and deed. Most cruelly 
Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter: 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act. 

Thou art pinch’d for’t now, Sebastian. Flesh and blood. 
You, brother mine, that entertain’d ambition, 

Expell’d remorse and nature; who, with Sebastian, 
Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong. 

Would here have kill’d your king; I do forgive thee. 

Unnatural though thou art. Their understanding 

Begins to swell, and the approaching tide 

Wul shortly fill the reasonable shore 

That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them 

That yet looks on me, or would know me: Ariel, 

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell: 

I will disease me, and myself present 
As 1 was sometime Milan: quickly, spirit; 

Thou shalt ere long be free. 
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Ariel rings, and hdpt to attire Prospero. 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I : 

In a cowslip's bell I lie; 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the belt's back I do fly 
After summer merrily. 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Pros. Why, that’s my dainty Ariel ! 1 shall miss thee ; 
But yet thou shalt have freedom; so, so, so. 

To the king’s ship, invisible as thou art: 

There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 
Under the hatches; the master and the boatswain 
Being awake, enforce them to this place. 

And presently, I prithee. 

Ari. I dnnk the air before me, and return 
Or ere your pulse twice beat [Artf. 

Oon. All torment trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabits here: some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country I 
Pros. Behold, sir king. 

The wronged Duke of Milan, Prospero: 

For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body; 

And to thee and thy company I bid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alon. Wliether thou be’st he or no, 

Or some enchanted trifle* to abuse me, iphoiom 

As late I have been, I not know: thy pulse 
Beats as of flesh and blood; and, since I saw thee. 

The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 

I fear, a madness held me: this must crave. 

An if this be at all, a most strange story. 

Thy dukedom I resign, and do entreat 

Thou pardon me my wroi^ But how should Prospero 

Be living and be here? 

Pros. First, noble friend. 

Let me embrace thine age, whose honour cannot 
Be measured or confined. 

Gon. Whether this be 

Or be not. I’ll not swear. 

iVos. You do yet taste 

Some subtilties o’ the isle, that wiU not let you 
Believe things certain. Welcome, my friends all! 

[Aside to Sw. and Ant.] But you, my brace of lords, 
were 1 so minded, 

I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you 
And justify you traitors : at this time 
I will tell no tales. 

8A. [Aside.] The devil speaks in him. 

Pros. Ho. 

For you. most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, 1 do forgive 
Thy rankest fault; all of them; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which perforce, I Know, 

Thou must restore. 

Ahn. If thou be’st Prospero, 

Give us particulars of thy preservation; 

How thou hast met us here, who three hours since 
Were wreck’d upon this shore; where I have lost — 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is! — 

My dear son Fradinand. 

I am woo for't, sir. 

AUm. _ Irreparable is the loss, and paUence 
Says it is part her cure. 

iVos. I rather think 

You have not sought her help, of whose soft grace 


For the like loss 1 have her sovereign aid. 

And rest myself content. 

Alon. You the like loss I 

Pros. As great to me as late; and, supportable 
To make the dear loss, have I means mucn weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you, for I 
Have lost my daughter. 

Alon. A daughter? 

0 heavens, that they were living both in Naples, 

The king and queen there! that they were, I wish 
Myself were mudded in that oozy b^ 

Where my son lies. When did you lose your daughter ’ 
Pros. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much admire 
That they devour their reason, and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath: but, howsoe’er you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain 
That I am Prospero and that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan, who most strangely 
Upon this shore, where you were wreck’d, was landed. 
To be the lord on’t. No more yet of this; 

For ’tis a chronicle of day by day. 

Not a relation for a breakfast nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir; 

This ceU’s my court: here have 1 few attendants 
And subjects none abroad: pray you, look in. 

My dukedom since you have given me again, 

1 will requite you with as good a thing; 

At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye 
As much as me my dukedom. 

ffere Prospero discovers FERDINAND and MIRANDA 
playing at chess. 

Mvr. Sweet lord, you play me false. 

Per. No, my d^r’st love, 

I would not for the world. 

Mir. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should wrangle. 
And I would dall it fair play. 

Alon. If this prove 

A vision of the island, bne dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

Seb. A most high miracle! 

Fer. Though the seas threaten, they are merciful; 

I have cursed them without cause. [Kneels 

Alon. Now all the blessings 

Of a glad father compass thee about! 

Arise, and say how thou earnest here. 

Mir. 0, wonder I 

How many goodly creatures are there here! 

How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world. 

That has such people in’t! 

Pros. Tis new to tkee. 

Alon. What is this maid with whom thou wast at play ? 
Your eld’st acquaintance cannot be three hours; 

Is she the goddess that hath sever’d us. 

And brought us thus together? 

Fer. Sir, she il mortal ; 

But by immortal Providence she’s mine; 

I chose her when 1 could not ask my falher 
For his advice, nor thought I had one. She 
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan, 

Of whom so often I have heard renown. 

But never saw before; of whom I have 
Received a second life; and second father 
This la^y makes him to me. 

Alon. I am hers; 

But, O, how oddlv will it sound that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness! 
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Prot. . There, sir, stop; 

Let us not burthen our remembrance with 
A heaviness that's gone. 

Gon. I have inly wept. 

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods. 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown! 

B'or it is you that have chalk’d forth the way 
Which brought us hither. 

AUm. 1 say. Amen, Gonzalo ! 

Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
Should become kin^ of Naples? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy, and set it down 
With gold on lasting pillars: — In one voyage 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis, 

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife 
Where he himself was lost, Prospero his dukedom 
In a poor isle, and all of us ourselves 
When no man was his own! 

Alon. [To Fer. and J/tr.] Give me your hands; 
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart 
That doth not wish you joy ! 

Gon. Be it so! Amen! 



Rt-mltr Ariel, with the Master and Boatswain 
anuuedly foUomng. 


U, look, sir, look, sir ! here is more of us : 

1 .prophesied, if a gallows were on land. 

This fellow could not drown. Now, blasphemy. 

That swear’st grace o’erboard, not an oath on shore? 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? Wlin^ is the nows ? 

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found 
Our king and company; the next, our ship — 

Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split — 

Is tight and yare and bravely rigg’d as when 
We first put out to sea. 

Ari. [Aside to Pros.'\ Sir, all this service 
Have I done since ( went 

Proa. [Aside to Art.] My tricksy spirit! 

Alon. These are not natural events; they strengthen 
From strange to stranger. Say, how came you hither? 

Boats. If I did thmk, sir, 1 were well awake. 

I’d strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep. 

And — ^how we know not — all clapp’d under hatches; 
Where but even now with strange and several noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains. 

And more diversity of sounds, all horrible. 

We were awaked ; straightway, at liberty ; 


Where we, in all her trim, iroshly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship, our master 
Capering to eye her: on a trice, so please you. 

Even in a dream, were we divided from them 
And were brought moping hither. 

Ari. [AsSu to Proa.] Was’t well done? 

Proa. [Aside to Art] Bravely, my diligence. Thou 
shdt be firee. 

Alon. This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod 
And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct of: some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pos. Sir, my liege, 

Do not infest your mind with beating on 

The strangeness of this business; at pick’d leisure. 

Which shaU. be shortly, single I’ll resolve you. 

Which to you shall seem probable, of every 
These happen’d accidents; till when, be cheerful, 

And think of each thing well. [Aside to Art.] Come 
hither, spirit: 

Set Caliban and his companions free; 

Untie the spell. [Exit Art.] How fares my gracious sir? 
There are yet missing of your company 
Some few odd lads that you remember not. 

Re-enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and 
Trinculo, tn their stolen apparel. 

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no man 
take care for himself; for all is but fortune. Coragio, 
bully-monster, coragio! 

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in my 
head,* here’s a goodly sight. 

Co/. O Setebos, these be brave spirits indeed! 

How fine my master is! I am afraid 
lie will chastise me. 

Seb. Ha, ha' 

W'hat things are these, my lord Antonio* 

Will money buy ’em* 

Ant. Very like; one of them 

Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Proa. Mark but the badges of these men, my lords. 
Then say if they be true. This mis-shapen knave. 

His mother was a witch, and one so strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs. 

And deal in her command without* her power. 

These three have robb’d me; and this demi-devil— 

For he’s a bastard one — had plotted with them 
To take my life. Two of these fellows you 
Must know and own ; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

Cal. I shall be pinch’d to death. 

Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler* 

Seb. He is drunk now: where had he wine* 

AUm. And Trinculo is reeling ripe : where should they 
Find this grand lii^uor that hath gilded ’em ? 

How earnest thou in this pickle? 

Trin. I have been in such a pickle since I saw you 
last that, I fear me, will never out of my bones : I shall 
not fear fly-blowing. 

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano! 

Ste. O, touch me not ; lam not Stephano, but a crompi 

Pros. You’d be king o’ the isle, sirrah? 

Ste. I should have been a sore one then. 

Alon. This is a strange thing as e’er I look’d on. 

to Caliban. 

Pros. He is as disproportion’d in his manners 
As in his shape. Go, sirrah, to my cell; 

Take with you your companions; as you look 
To have my pa^on, trim it handsomely. 
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Cal. Ay, that 1 will; and I’ll be wise hereafter, 

And seek for grace. What a thrice-double ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a god. 

And worship this dull fool! 

Pm. Go to; away! 

Akn. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you found it. 

S^. Or stole it, rather. 

[Extwnt Cal., Ste., and Tnn. 

Pros. Sir, I invite your highness and your train 
To my poor cell, where you shall take your rest 
For this one night; which, part of it. I'll waste 
With such discourse as, I not doubt, shall make it 
Go quick away; the story of my life 
And the particular accidents gone by 
Since I came to this isle; and in the morn 
I’ll bring you to your ship and so to Naples, 

Where I have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solemnized; 

And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every third thought shall ^ my grave. 

Aim. I long 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely 

Prot. rU deliver all; 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales, 

And sail so expeditious, that sh^ catch 

Your royal fleet far off. [Aside to Art ] My Ariel, chick, 


That is thy charge; then to the elements! 

Be free, and fare thou well I Please you, draw near. 

[Eteant. 

EPILOGUE 

SPOKEN BY PROSPERO 

Now my charms are all o’erthrown. 

And what strength I have’s mine own. 

Which is most faint ; now, ’tis true, 

I must be here confined by you. 

Or sent to Naples. Let me not. 

Since I have my dukedom wt 
And pardon’d the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare island by your sjpell , 

But i-elease me from my bands 
With the help of your good hands: 

Gentle breath of yours my sails 
Must fill, or else my project fails. 

Which was to please. Now I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant; 

And my ending is despair, 

Unless I be relieved by pmyer, 

Which pierces so that it assaults 
Mercy itself and frees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon’d be. 

Let your indulgence set me free. 
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Lucetta, watting woman Co Julia. 

Servants, Afuswtans 

bCEKE.— Veroita; Hilar ; the/ronhen 
of Martua. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Verona. An open place. 


Eater Valentine and Pkoteus. 

Val. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus: 
Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits. 

Were't not imection chains thy tender days 
To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love, 

I rather vrould entreat thy company 
To see the wonders of the world abroad 
Than, living dully sluggardized at home. 

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 

But since thou lov’st, love stiU and thrive therein. 
Even as I would when I to love begin. 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine, adieu! 
Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply seest 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel: 

Wish me partaker in thy happiness 

When thou dost meet good hap; and in thy danger. 

If ever danger do environ thee. 

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 

For 1 will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 

Val. And on a love-book pray for my success? 
Pro. Upon some book I love ITl pray for thee. 
Val. TMt’s on some shallow story of deep love: 
How yonng Leander cross'd the Hellespont. 


Pro. That’s a deep story of a deeper love; 

For he was more than over shoes in love. 

Val. 'Tis true; for you are over boots in love. 

And yet you never swum the Hellespont. 

Pro. Over the boots? nay, give me not the boots. 
Val. No, I will not, for it ^ts thee not 
Pro What t 

Val. To be in love, where scorn is bought with groans , 
Coy looks with heart-sore sighs, one fading moment’s mirth 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : 

If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ; 

If lost, why then a grievous labour won ; 

However, but a folly bought with wit. 

Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me fool 
Val. So, by your circumstance,’ I fear you’ll prove. ' 

Pro. 'Tis love you cavil at: I am not Love. 

Val. Love is your master, for he masters you. 

And he that is so yoked by a fool, 

Methinks, should not be chronicled for wise 
Pro. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

Val. And writers say, as the most forward bud 
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Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turn’d to folly, blasting in the bud; 

Losing his verdure even in the prime. 

And all the fair effects of future hopes. 

But wherefore waste 1 time to counsel thee 
That art a votary to fond desire? 

Once more, adieu I my father at the rood 
Expects my coining, there to see me shipp’d. 

iVo. And thither will I bring thee. Valentine. 

Val. Sweet Proteus, no ; now let us take our leave. 
To Milan let me hear from thee by letters 
Of thy success in love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend; 

And 1 likewise will visit thee with mine. 

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan! 

Val. As much to you at home! and so, farewell. 

[Exit, 

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love: 

He leaves his friends to dignify them more; 

I leave myself, my friends and all, for love 
Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphosed me. 

Made me neglect my studies, lose my time. 

War with. good counsel, set the world at nought; 

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought. 

Enter Sperd. 

Speed. Sir Proteus, save you! Saw you my master? 

Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for Milan. 

Speed. Twenty to one then he is shipp’d already, 
And I have play’d the sheep in losing him. 

Pro. Indeed, a sheep doth very often stray. 

An if the shepherd be a while away. 

Speed. You conclude that my master is a shepherd then, 
and I a sheep ? 

Pro. I do. 

Speed. Why then, my horns are his horns, whether 1 
wake or sleep. 

Pro. A silly answer and fitting well a sheep. 

Speed. This proves me still a sheep. 

A'o. True; and thy master a shepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance. 

Pro. It shall go hard but I’ll prove it by another. 

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the 
sheep the shepherd; but 1 seek my master, and my 
master seeks not me: therefore I am no sheep. 

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd; the 
shepherd for food follows not the sheep: thou for wages 
followest thy master; thy master for wages follows not 
thee: therefore thou art a sheep. 

Speed. Such another proof u^l make me cry ‘baa.’ 

Pro. But, dost thou hear? gavest thou my letter to Julia? 

Speed. Ay, sir: I, a lost mutton, gave your letter to 
her, a laced mutton ; and she, a laced mutton, gave me, 
a lost mutton, nothing for my labour. 

Pro. Here’s too small a pasture for such store of muttons 

Speed. If the ground be overchaiged, you were best 
stick her. 

Pro. Nay: in that you are astray, ’twere best pound you. 

Spe^. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve me for 
carrying your letter. 

Pro. You mistake; 1 mean the pound — a pinfold. 

Speed. From a pound to a pin ? fold it over and over, 
Tis threefold too little for canying a letter to your lover. 

Pro. But .what said she? 

Speed. [fVrst noddmg\ Ay. 

Pro. Nod — Ay — ^why, that’s noddy. 

Speed. Yon mistool^ sir; I say she did nod: and 
you ask me if she did nod; and 1 say, *Ay.’ 


tltaodl*. 


Pro. And that set together is noddy.* 

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set it 
together, take it for your pains. 

Pro. No, no ; yori shall have it for bearing the letter. 
Speed. Well, I perceive I must be fain to bear with you. 
iVo. Why, sir, how do you bear with me? 

Sp^. Marry, sir, the letter, very orderly; having 
nothing but the word ‘noddy’ for my pains. 

Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit. 

Epeed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow purse. 
Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief: what 
said she? 


Speed. Open your purse, that the money and the 
matter may be both at once delivered. 

Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains. What said she ? 

Speed. Truly, sir, I think you’ll hardly win her. 

iVo. Why, couldst thou perceive so much from her ? 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her; 
no, not so much as a ducat for delivering your letter: 
and being so hard to me that brought your mind, I fcai 
she’ll prove as hard to you in telling your mind. Give 
her no token but stones, for she’s as haid as steel. 

Pro. What said she? nothing? 

Speed. No, not so much as ‘ Take this for thy pains.’ 
To testify your bounty, I thank you, you have testerned 
me; in requital whereof, henceforth carry your letter's 
yourself: and so, sir. I’ll commend you to my master. 

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from wreck. 
Which cannot perish having thee aboard. 

Being destined to a drier death on shore. [Exit Speed. 
I must go send some better mcss(*nger: 

I fear my Julia would not deign my lines, 

Beceiving them front such a worthless post. [Exit. 


Scene II . — The same. Garden of Juua’s house. 

Enter JuUA and Lucetta. 

Jul. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 

Woirldst thou then counsel me to fall in love? 

Lue. Ay, madam, so you stumble not unheedfully. 
Jul. Of all the fair resort of gentlemen 
'That every day with parle encounter me, 

In thy opinion, which is worthiest love? 

Zue. Please you repeat their irames. I’ll show my mind 
According to my shallow simple skill. 

Jul. What thiirk’st thou of the fair Sir Eglamour ? 
Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat and fine; 

But, were I you, ho never should be mine. 

Jul. What think’st thou of the rich Mercatio? 

Luc. Well of his wealth; but of himself, so so. 

Jul. What think'st thou of the gentle Proteus? 

Lue. Lord, Lord! to see what folly reigns in us! 
Jul. How now 1 what means this passion at his name ? 
Lue. Pardon, dear madam : tis a passihg shame 
That I, unworthy body as I am. 

Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen. 

Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest? 

Luc. Then thus: of many good, I think him best 
Jul. Your reason? 

Lue. I have no other but a woman’s ttason ; 

I think him so because I think him so. ' 

Jul. And wouldat thou have me cast my love on him? 
Lue. Ay, if you thought your love not cast away. 
Jul. Why he, of all the rest, hath never moved me. 
Lue. Yet he, of all the rest, I think, best loves ye. 
Jul. His little speaking shows his love but small. 
Lue. Fire that’s closest kept bums most of all 
Jid. They do not love that do not show their love. 
Lue. 0, uiey love least that let men know their love. 
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Jvl. I would rl knew hie mind. 

Lm. Peroee this paper, madam. 

JvX. 'To Julia.' Say, from whom? 

Iaui. That the contents will show. 

Jvl. Say, say, who gave it thee? 

Zuc. Sir Valentine's page ; and sent I think from Proteus 
He would have given it you; but I, being in the way. 
Did in your name receive it. pardon the fault, 1 pray 
Jul, Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker! 

Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ^ 

To whisper and conspire against my youth? 

Now, trust me, 'tis an office of great worth. 

And you an officer fit for the place. 

There, take the paper: see it & return'd. 

Or else return no more into my sight 
Zuc To plead for love deserves more fee than hate. 
JvX Will ye be gone? 

Zue. That you may ruminate. 

\Exti 

Jul. And yet 1 would I had o’erlooked the letter 
It were a shame to call her back again. 

And pray her to a fault for which I chid her. 

What a fool is she, that knows I am a maid. 


And would not force the letter to my view! 

Since maids, in modesty, say 'no' to that 
Which they would have the proiferer construe 'ay.' 
Fie, fie, how wayward is this foolish love 
That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse. 

And presently all humbled kiss the rod! 

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence. 

When willingly I would have had her here! 

How angrily I taught my brow to frown. 

When inward joy enforced my heart to smile! 

My penance is to call Lucetta back, 

And ask remission for my folly past 
What ho! Lucetta! 

Rf-eiUer Lucetta 

Luc What would your ladyship? 

Jul Is’t near dinner>time^ 

Luc I would it were. 

That you might kill your stomach on your meat, 
And not upon your maid. 

Jul. What is't that you took up so gingerly? 
Luc. Nothing. 

JvX. Why didst thou stoop, then? 



Lue. To take a paper up that I let fall. 

Jul. And is that paper nothing? 

Lue. Nothing concerning me. 

JvX. Then let it lie for those that it concerns 
Lue. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns. 
Unless it have a false interpreter. 

JvX. Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhyme 
Lue That I might sing it, madam, to a tune. 

Give me a note: your ladyship can set. 

JvX. As little % such toys as may be possible. 

Best sing it to the tune of ' Light o’ Love.’ 

Lue. It is too heavy for so light a tune. 

JvX. Heavy I behke it hath some burden then ? 

Lue. Ay, and melodious were it, would you sing it 
JvX. And why not you? 

Lue. I cannot retuih so high. 

Jvl. Let’s see your song. How now, minion! 

Lue. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out: 
And yet methinks I do not like this tune. 

Jvl. You do not? 

Lue. No, madam; it is too sharp. 

JvX. You, minion, are too saucy. 

Lue. Nay, now you ate too fiat 


And mar the concord with too harsh a descant: 

There wanteth but a mean to fill your song 
Jul. The mean is drown’d with your unruly bass 
Lue. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus. 

JvX. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me. 
Here is a coil with protestation' [Tears the letter. 

Go, get you gone, and let the papers lie: 

You would be fingering them, to anger me. 

Lue. [Asidt'\ She makes it strange; but she would 
be test pleased 

To be so anger’d with another letter. 

Nay, would I were so anger’d with the samel [Art? 

JvX. O hateful hands, to tear such loving words! 
Injurinus wasps, to feed on such sweet honey. 

And kill the bees that yield it with your stings! 

I’ll kiss each several paper for amends. 

Look, here is writ 'kind Julia.' Unkind Julia! 

As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

I throw thy name against the bruising stones, 
Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain. 

And here is writ ' love>wonnded Proteus.’ 

Poor wounded name! my bosom, as a bed. 

Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal’d. 
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And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 

But twice or thrice was 'Proteus’ written down. 

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away 
Till I have found each letter in the letter. 

Except mine own name: that some whirlwind bear 

Unto a ragged fearful-hanging rock 

And throw it thence into the raging sea! 

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ, 

'Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus, 

To the sweet Julia:' that I’ll tear away. 

And yet I will not, sith so prettily 
He couples it to his complaining names. 

Thus will I fold them one upon another; 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will. 

Bt~enter Lucetta. 

Lue. Madam, 

Dinner is ready, and your father stays. 

Jul. Well, let us go. 

Zuc. What, shall these papers lie like telltales here t 
JvX. If you respect them, best to take them up. 

Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down; 
Yet here they shall not lie, lor catching cold. 

Jul. I see you have a month’s mind to them. 

Lue. Ay, madam, you may say what sights you sec ; 
I see things too, although you judge 1 wink. 

Jvi. Come, come; will’t please you go? [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The same. Antonio’s home. 

Enter ANTONIO and Panituno. 

Ant. Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was that 
Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister? 

Pan. ’Twas of his nephew Proters, your son. 

Ant. Why, what of him ? 

Pan. He wonder’d that your lordship 

Would suffer him to spend his youth at home. 

While other men of slender reputation,* 

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out: 

Some to the wars, to try their fortune there; 

Some to discover islands far away; 

Some to the studious universities. 

For any, or for all these exercises. 

He said that Proteus your son was meet, 

And did request mo to importune you 
To let him spend his time no more at home. 

Which would be great impeachment to his age. 

In having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant. Nor need’st thou much importune me to that 
Whereon this month I have been hammering. 

I have consider’d well his loss of time 
And how he cannot be a perfect man. 

Not being tried and tutor’d in the world: 

Experience is industry achieved. 

And perfected by the swilt course of time. 

Then tell me. Whither were I best to send him ? 

Pan. 1 think your lordship is not ignorant 
How his companion, ;youthful Valentine, 

Attends the emperor in his royal court 
Ant. I know it well 

Pan. Twere good, I think, your lordship sent him 
thither: 

There shall he practise tilts and tournaments. 

Hear swMt discourse, converse with noblemen. 

And be in eye of every exercise 
Worthy has youth and nobleness of birth. 

AtU. I like thy counsel; well hast thon advised: 
And that thon mayst perceive how well I lil^e it 


The execution of it shall make known. 

Even with the speediest expedition 
I will dispatch him to the emperor’s court 

Pan. To-morrow, may it please you, Don Alphonso 
With other gentlemen of good esteem 
Are journeying to salute the emperor. 

And to commend their service to his will. 

Ant. Good company; with them shall Proteus go: 
And, in good time! now will we break with him. 

Enter Proteus. 

Pro. Sweet love! sweet lines! sweet life’ 

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart; 

Here is her oath for love, her honour’s pawn. 



O, that our fathen would applaud our loves. 

To seal our happiness with their consents! 

0 heavenly Julia! 

Ant. How now ! what letter are you reading there ^ 
Pro. Ma/t please your lordship, ’tis a word or two 
Of commen^tions sent from Valentine, 

Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the letter; let me see what news. 
Pro. Ther» is no news, my lord, but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well beloved 
And daily graced by the emperor; 

Wishing me with Itim, partner of his fortune. 

Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish? 

Pro. As one relying on your lordship’s will. 

And not depending on bis iriendly wish. 

Ant. My will is something sorted with 'his wish. 
Muse not that 1 thus suddenly proceed; 

For what I will, I will, and there an end. 

1 am resolved that thon shalt spend some time 
With Valentinus in the emperors court: 

What maintenance he from his friends receives, 
like exhibition thon shalt have from me. 

To-morrow be in readiness to go: 

Excuse if not» for I am peremptory. 

Pro. Hy lord, I cannot be so soon provided: 

Please yon, deliberate a day or two. 
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Ant. Look, what thou want’st shall be sent aiter thee : 
No more of stay! to-monrow thou must go. 

Come on, Panthino: you shall be emplo/d 

To hasten on his expedition. [Fxeunt Ani. and Pan. 

Pro. Thus have I shunn’d the fire for fear of burning. 
And drench’d me in the sea, where I am drown'd. 

I fear’d to show my father Julia’s letter, 

Lest he should take exceptions to my love; 

And with the vantage of mine own excuse 
Hath he excepted most against my love. 


O, how this spring of love resembleth 
The uncertain glory of an April day. 

Which now shows aU the beauty of the sun, 

And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 

Be-enter PsNTHiNO. 

Pan Sir Proteus, your father calls for you: 

Me IS m haste; therefore, 1 pray you, go. 

Pro. Why, this it is : my heart accords thereto. 

And yet a thousand times it answers ‘ no.’ [Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

Scene I. — Milan. The Duke’s palace. 


Enter VALENTINE and Spelu. 

Speed. Sir, your glove. 

Val. Not mine; my gloves arc on. 

Speed. Why, then, this may be yours, for Ais is but one. 

Val. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it’s mine : 

Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine 1 
Ah, Silvia, Sdvia! 

Speed. Madam Silvia I Madam Silvia! 

Val. How now, sirrah? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her? 

Speed. Your worship, sir; or else I mistook. i 

Val. Weil, you’ll still bo too forwa . '. 

&)eed. And yet I was last chidden for being too slow. 

VaL Go to, sir: tell me, do you know Madam Silvia? 

Speed. She that your womhip loves? 

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love ? 

Speed. Many, by these special marks ; first, you have 
learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreathe your arms, like a 
malecontent ; to relish a love-song, like a robin-redbreast; 
to walk alone, like one that had the pestilence ; to sigh, 
like a school-boy that had lost his A B C; to weep, 
like a young wench that had buried her grandam; to 
fast, like one that takes diet; to watch, like one that 
fears robbing ; to speak puling, like a beggar at Hallow- 
mas. You were wont, when you laughed, to crow Uke 
a cook ; when you walked, to walk like one of the lions; 
when you &8ted, it was presently after dinner; when 
you looked sadly, it was tor want of money: and now 


you are metamorphosed with a mistress, that, when 1 
look on you, I can hardly think you my master 

Val. Are all these things perceived m me ^ 

Speed, ^bey are all perceived without ye. 

Val. Without me? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you; nay, that’s certain, for, without 
you were so simple, none else would: but you are so 
without these follies, that these follies are within you 
and shine through you like the water in an urinal, that 
not an eye that sees you but is a physician to comment 
on your malady. 

Val. But t^ me, dost thou know my lady Silvia? 

Speed. She that you gaze on so as she sits at supper t 

Val. Hast thou observed that? even she, I mean. 

Speed. Why, sir, 1 know her not. 

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on her, and 
yet knowest her not? 

Speed. Is she not hard-favoured, sir? 

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well-favoured. 

Speed. Sir, I know ^t well enough. 

Val.’ What dost thou know? 

Speed. That she is not so fair as, of you, well 
favoured. 

Val. I mean that her beauty is exquisite, but her 
favour infinite. 

Speed. That’s because the one is painted, and the 
other out of all count 

Val. How painted? and how out of count? 

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her fair, that 
no man counts of her beauty. 
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Val How esteemest thou me ? I account of her beauty. 

Spud. Tou never saw her since she was deformed. 

Val. How long has she been deformed? 

Spud. Ever since you loved hei*. 

Val. I have loved her ever since I saw her; and 
still I see her beautiful. 

Spud. If you love her, you cannot see her. 

Val. Why? 

Spud. Because Love is blind. O, that you had mine 
eyes, or your own eyes hod the lighto they were wont to 
have when you chid at Sir Proteus for going ungartered ! 

Val. What should I see then? 

Spud. Tour own present folly and her passing defor- 
mity : for he, being in love, could not see to garter his hose ; 
and you, being in love, cannot see to put on your hose. 

Vcd. Belike, boy, then, you are in love; for last 
morning you could not see to wipe my shoes. 

Spud. True, sir ; I was in love with my bed : I 
thank you, you swinmd me for my love, which makes 
me the bolder to chide you for yours. 

Fit/. In conclusion, I stand affected to her. 

Spud I would you were set, so your affection would 
cease. 

Val. Last night she enjoined me to write some lines 
to one she loves. 

Spud. And have you? 

Val. I have. 

Spud. Are they not lamely writ? 

Val No, boy, but os well as 1 can do them. 
Peace I here she comes. 

Spud [AstcU] O excellent motion ! O exceeding 
puppet’ Now will he interpret to her. 

JSnler Silvia. 

Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-morrows. 

Spud. [Aside] O, give ye good even! hero's a million 
of manners. 

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two thousand. 

Spud. [Aside] He should give her interest, and she 
gives it him. 

Val. As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your letter 
Unto the secret nameless friend of yours; 

Which I was much nnwiUing to proceed in. 

But for my duty to your ladyship. 

Sil. I thank you, gentle servant: 'tis very clerkly* done. 

Val. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off; 

For being ignorant to whom it goes 
I writ at random, very doubtfully. 

Sil. Perchance you think too much of so much pains ? 

Val. No, madam; so it stead you, I will write. 
Please you command, a thousand times as much; 

And yet — 

Sil. A pretty period ’ Well, I guess the sequel ; 

And yet I will not name it; and yet I care not; 

And ^ take this again; and yet I thank you. 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. [Aside] And yet you will ; and yet another ‘yet.’ 

Val. What means your ladyship ? do you not like it ? 

Sil. Yes, yes : the lines are very quaintly* writ ; 

But since unwillingly, take them again. 

Nay, take them. 

Val. Madam, they ore for yon. 

Sil. Ay, ay: you writ them, sir, at my request. 

But I will none of them; they are for you; 

I would have had them writ more movingly. 

Val. Please you. I’ll write your ladyship another. 

Sil. And when it’s writ, for my sake retul it over, 
And if it please you, so ; if not, why, so. 

Val. If it please me, madam, what then ? 


Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour: 
And so, good morrow, servant [JSni. 

Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible. 

As a nose on a man's face, or a weathercock on a steeple ! 
My master sues to her, and she hath taught her suitor. 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 

O excellent device! was there ever heard a better, 

That my master, being scribe, to himself should write 
the letter? 

Val. How now, sir? what are you reasoning with 
yourself ? 

Speed. Nay, I was rhyming : 'tis you that have the reason. 
Val. To do what? 

Speed. To be a spokesman for Madam Silvia. 

Val. To whom? 

Speed. To yourself: why, she wooes you by a figure. 
Val. What figure? 

Speed. By a letter, 1 should say. 

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me? 

Speed. What need she, when she hath made you 
write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive the jest? 
Val. No, believe me. 

Speed. No believing you, indeed, sir. But did you 
perceive her earnest? 

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word. 

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter. 

Val. That’s the letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And that letter hath she delivered, and there 
an end. 

Val I would it were no worse. 

Speed. I’ll warrant you, 'tis os well: 

For often have you writ to her, and she, in modesty. 

Or else for want of idle time, could not again reply ; 

Or fearing else some messenger that might her mmd 
discover. 

Herself hath taught her love liimsclf to write unto her 
lover. 

All this I speak in print,* for in print I found it. * 

Why muse you, sir? 'tis dinner-time. 

Val. I have dined. 

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir; though the chameleon 
Love can feed on the air, I am one that am nourished 
by my victuals, and would fain have meat. O, lie not 
like your mistress; be moved, be moved. [ExeurU. 

Scene II. — Verona. Julia’s houu. 

Enter Proteus and Julia. 

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia 
Jvl. I must, where is no remedy. 

Pro. When jKissibly I can, I will return. 

Jvl. If you turn not, you will return the sooner. 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake. 

[Giving a ring. 

Pro. Why, then, we’ll make exchange; here, take 
you this. ' 

Jul. And seal the bargain with a holy ^tss. 

Pro. Here is my hand for my true constikney; 

And when that hour o’ersl^ me in the daj^ 

Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for tiiy sake. 

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance' 

Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness ! 

My father stays my coming; answer not; 

The tide is now: nay, not thy tide of tears; 

That tide will stay me longer than 1 should 

Julia, ftrewdl! [Eirif Julia. 

What, mne without a wordt 
Ay, so true love shodd do: it oaimot speak: 

For troth hath better deeds than words to gTace ib 
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’BkUt Panthiko. 

Pan. Sir Proteus, you are stay’d for. 

Pro. Go; I come, I come. 

Alas! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The same. A street. 

Enter Launce, leading a dag. 

Lavmae. Nay, ’twill be this hour ere I have done 
weeping; all the kind' of the Launces have this ’siadnd. 
very fault. I have received my proportion, like the 
prodigious son, and am going with Sir Proteus to the 
Imperial’s court. I think Crab my dog be the sourest- 
iiatured dog that lives: my mother weeping, my father 
wailing, my sister crying, our maid howling, our cat 
wringing her hands, and all our house in a great 
perplexity, yet did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one 
tear: he is a stone, a very pebble stone, and has no 
more pity in him than a dog: a Jew would have wept 
to have seen our parting; why, my grandam, having no 
eyes, look you, wept herself blind at my parting. Nay, 
I’ll show you the manner of it. This shoe is my 
father: no, this left shoe is my father: no, no, this lell 
shoe is my mother: nay, that cannot he so neither: 
yes, it is so, it is so, it hath the worser sole. This 
shoe, with the hole in it, is my mother, and this my 
father; a vengeance on’t! there ’tis: now, sir, this staff 
is my sister, f^r look you, she is as white as a lily and 
os small as a wand: this hat is Nan, our maid: I am 
the dog : no, the dog is himself, and I am the dog — 
Oh! the dog is me, and I am myself; ay, so, so. Now 
come 1 to my father ; Father, your blessing ; now should 
not the shoe speak a word for weeping: now should I 
kiss my father; well, he weeps on. Now come I to my 
mother ; 0, that she could speak now like a wood* *c~^ 
woman! Well, I kiss her; why, there 'tis; here’s my 
mother’s breath up and down. Now come I to my 
sister; mark the moan she makes. Now the dog all 
this while sheds not a tear, nor speaks a word ; but 
how I lay the dust with my tears. 

Enter Pantikno. 

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard ! thy master is 
shipped, and thou art to post after with oars. What’s 
the matter ? why weepest thou, man ? Away, ass I you’ll 
lose the tide, if you tarry any longer. 

Launce. It is no matter if the tied were lost; for it. 
IS the unkindest tied that ever any man tied. 

Pen. What’s the unkindest tide? 

Launce. Why, he that’s tied here — Crab, my dog. 

Pan. Tut, man, I mean thou’lt lose the flood, and in 
losing the flood, lose thy voyage, and, .a losing thy 
voyage, lose thy master, and, in losing thy master, lose 
thy service, and, in losing thy service — Why dost thou 
stop my mouth? 

Launce. For fear thou shouldst lose thy tongue. 

Pan. Where should I lose my tongue? 

Launce. In thy talc 

Pan. In thy tail! 

Launce. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the 
master, and the service, and the tied I Why, man, if the 
river were dry, I am able to fill it with my tears; if 
the wind were doum, I could drive the boat with 
my sighs. 

Pan. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to call thee. 

Lenuue. Sir, call me what thou daxest. 

Ptm. Wilt thou go? 

Launce. Wdl, I will go. [Exemt. 


Scene IY. — Milan. The Duke’s pedaee. 

Enter SiLvu, Valentine, Thubio, and Speed. 

Sil. Servant ! 

Val. Mistress ? 

Speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you. 

Vol. Ay, boy, it’s for love. 

Speed. Not of you. 

Val. Of my mistress, then. 

Speed. ’Twere good you knocked him. [Eeit. 

Sd. Servant, you are sad. 

Val. Indeed, madam, 1 seem so. 

Thu. Seem you that you are not? 

Val. Haply I do. 

TTiu. So do counterfeits. 

Val. So do you. 

Thu. What seem I that I am not? 

Val. Wise. 

Thu. What instance of the contrary? 

Val. Your foUy. 

Thu. And how c^uote you my folly ^ 

Val. I quote it in your jerkin. 

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 

Val. Well, then. I’ll double your folly. 

TTiu. How ? 

Sd. What, angry. Sir Thurio ' do you change colour 1 

Val. Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind of chameleon 

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood 
than live in your air. 

Val. You have said. sir. 

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 

Val. I know it well, sir; you always end ere you begin. 

SU. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and quickly 
shot off. 

Val. ’Tis indeed, madam; we thank the giver. 

Sd. Who is that, servant* 

Val. Yourself, sweet Isdy; for you gave the fire. 
Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyship’s looks, 
and spends what he borrows kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with me, I 
shall make your wit bankrupt. 

Val. I know it well, sir; you have an exchequer 
of words, and, I think, no other treasure to give your 
followers ; for it appears, by their bare liveries, that they 
live by your bare words. 

Sd. No more, gentlemen, no more: here comes my 
father. 

EeUer DuKE. 

Duke. Now, daughter SUvia, you are hard beset 
Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health : 

What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news? 

Val. My lord, I will be thankful 

To any happy messenger from thence. 

Jhdee. Know ye Dun Antonio, your countryman? 

Val. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy estimation; 

And not without desert so wdl reputed. 

Duke. Hath he not a son? 

Vid. Ay, my good lord; a son that well deserves 
The honour and regard of such a father. 

Duke. You know him well? 

Val. I know him as mysdf; for from our infancy 
We have conversed and spent our hours together: 

And though myself have been an idle truant^ 

Omitting the sweet benefit of time 
To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection. 

Yet hath Sir Proteus, for that^a his name, 
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Mode \ise and fair advantage of his days ; 

His years but young, but ms experience old; 

His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe; 

And, in a word, for ifar behind his worth 
Gomes all the praises that I now bestow. 

He is complete, in feature and in mind. 

With all 0 >od grace to ^ce a gentleman. 

Jhilee. Beshrew me, sir, but if be make this good. 

Ho is as worthy for an empress' love 
As meet to be an emperor’s counsellor. 

Well, sir, this gentleman is come to me. 

With commendation from great potentates; 

And here he means to spend his time awhile: 

I think 'tis no unwelcome news to you. 

Fa/. Should 1 have wish'd a thing, it had been he 
JDuie. Welcome him then according to his worth. 
Silvia, I speak to you, and you, Sir Thurio ; 

For Valentine, I need not cite him to it. 

I will send him hither to you presently. [Eut/ 

Val. This is the gentleman I told your ladyship 
Had come along with me, but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock'd in her crystal looks. 

Sil. Belike that now she hath enfranchised them 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

Voi. Nay, sure, I think she holds them prisoners still 
SU. Nay, then he should be blind ; and, being blind. 
How could he see his way to seek out youl 
Fa/. Why, lady. Love hath twenty pair of eyes 
Thu. 'fhey say that Love hath not an eye at all. 

Val. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself: 

Upon a homedy object Love can wink. 

SU. Have done, have done : here comes the gentleman 

Enter PnOTECS. [Exit Thurio. 

Val. Welcome, dear Proteus ! Mistress, 1 beseech you 
Confirm his welcome with some special favour. 

Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither. 

If this be he you oft have wish’d to hear from. 

Val. Mistress, it is: sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship. 
jS^. Too low a mistress for so high a servant; 

Pro. Not so, sweet lady: but too mean a servant 
To have a look of such a worthy mistress. 

Fa/. Leave off discourse of usability: 

Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant. 

Pro. My duty will I boast of; nothing else. 

SU. And duty never yet did want his meed: 

Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress. 

Pro. I'll die on him that says so but yourself. 

SU. That you are welcome? 

Pro. That you are worthless. 

Eerier Tiionio. 

Thu. Madam, my lord your father would speak with you 
SU. I wait upon his pleasure. Come, Sir Thurio, 

Go with me. Once more, new servant, welcome: 

I'll leave you to confer of home affairs; 

When you have done, we look to hear from you. 

Pro. We’ll both attend upon your ladysUp. 

[Extwnt SUvia and Thurio. 
Val. Now, tell me, how do all from whence you came ? 
Pro. Your friends are well and have them much 
commended. 

Val. And how do yours? 

Pn. I left them aU in health. 

VaL How does yoor lady ? and how thrives yom love ? 
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ; 

I know yon joy not in a love-disconne. 

VaL Ay, Proteos, but that life is idter'd ebw: 


I have done penance for contemning Love, 

Whose high imperious thoughts have punish’d me 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans. 

With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore sighs: 

For, in revenge of my contempt of love. 

Love Wh chased sleep from my enthralled eyes. 

And made them watchers of mine own heart’s sorrow. 

0 gentle Proteus, Love's a mighty lord 
And hath so humbled me as 1 confess 
There is no woe to his correction. 

Nor to his service no such joy on earth. 

Now no discourse, except it be of love ; 

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep. 

Upon the very naked name of love. 

Pro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye. 

Was this the idol that you worship so? 

Val. Even she; and is she not a heavenly saint? 
Pro. No; but she is an earthly paragon. 

Val. Call her divine. 

Pro. I will not flatter her. 

Vat. 0, flatter me; for love delights in praises. 

Pro. When I was sick, you gave me bitter pills. 

And I must minister the like to you. 

Val. Then speak the truth by her; if not divine. 
Yet let her be a principality. 

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my mistress. 

Val. Sweet, except not any; 

Except thou wilt except against my love. 

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own ^ 

Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too. 

She shall be dignified with this high honour — 

To bear my lady’s train, lest the base earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss. 

And, of so great a favour growing proud. 

Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower, 

And make rough winter everlastingly. 

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this ? 

Val. Pardon ine, Proteus: all 1 can is nothing 
To her whose worth makes other worthies nothing; 

She is alone. 

Pro. Then let her alone. 

Val Not for the world : why, man, she is mine own 
And I as rich in having such a jewel 
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 

Tlie water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 

Forgive me that I do not dream on thee. 

Because thou see’st me dote upon my love. 

My foolish rival, that her father likes 
Only for his possessions are so huge. 

Is gone with her along, and I must after; 

For love, thou know’st, is full of jealousy. 

Pro. But she loves you? 

Val. Ay, and yve are betroth'd : nay, more, our 
marriage-hour. 

With all the cunning manner of our flight,; 

Determine of; how I must climb her wiiiidow'. 

The ladder made of cords, and all the metfes 
Plotted and 'greed on for my happinesa 
Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber,' 

In these affairs to aid me with thy conned. 

Pro. Go on before; I shall inquire you,- forth: 

1 must unto the road,* to disembark ’ 

Some necessaries that I needs must use. 

And then I’ll presently attend you. 

Val. ^ill you make haste? 

Pro. ^ will [Eteii Valentine. 

Even as bne heat another heat expds, 

Or as one nail hr atrength drives out another, 
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So the remeinbranca^ of my former love 
Is by a newer object quite foxgottcn. 

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus* praise. 

Her true perfection, or my false transgression, 
That makes me, reasonless, to reason thus? 
She is fair; and so is Julia that I love — 
That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d; 
Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a fire, 
Hears no impression of the thing it was. 
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold, 

And that I love him not as I was wont. 

0, but I love his lady too, too much. 

And that’s the I'euson I love him so little. 
How shall I dote on her with more advice. 
That thus, without advice, begin to love her! 
’Tis but her picture I have yet beheld. 

And that hath dazzled my reason’s light ; 


But when I look on her perfections. 

There is no reason but I shall be blind 
If I can check my erring love, I will; 

If not, to compass her I’ll use my skill. [Exit 

ScEKE V — The same. A street. 

Enter Speed and Launce severally. 

Speed Launce * by mine honesty, welcome to Milan ‘ 

Launte Forswear not thyself, sweet youth, for I am 
not welcome. I reckon this always, that a man is never 
undone till he be hanged, nor never welcome to a place 
till some certain shot be paid, and the hostess say, 
‘ Welcome ” 

Speed. Come on, you madcap. I’ll to the alehouse 
with you presently ; where, for one shot of five pence, 
thou bhalt have five thousand welcomes But, sirrah, 



how did thy master part with Madam Julia? 

Launce. Marry, alter they closed in earnest, they 
parted very fairly in jest 

Speed. But shall she marry him ^ 

Launce No. 

Speed. How then ^ shall he many her ? 

Lavnee. No, neither 

Speed. Wliat, are they broken 'f 

Launce. No, they arc both as whole as a fish. 

Speed. Why, then, how stands the matter with them / 

Launu. Marry, thus: when it stands well with him, 
it stands well with her 

Speed. What an ass art thou ! I und^ * tand thee not. 

Launce. What a block ait thou, that thou canst not* 
My staff understands me. 

Speed. What thou sayest? 

Launce. Ay, and what 1 do too: look thee, I’ll but 
lean, and my sstaff understands me. 

Speed. It stands under thee, indeed. 

Launce Why, staud^under and under-stand is all one. 

Speed. But tell mo true, will’t be a match? 

Launce. Ask my dog : if he say ay, it will ; if he say 
no, it will ; if he shake his tail and say nothing, it will 

Spe/ed. The conclusion is then that it will. 

Launce. Thou shalt never get such a secret from me 
but by a parable. 

Spud. Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce, how 
sayest thou, that my master is become a notable lover? 

Launu. T never knew him otherwise. 


Speed. Than how? 

Launce A notable lubber, as thou reportest him to l>e 
Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistakest me 
Launce Why, fool, I meant not thee. I meant thy 
master. 

Speed. 1 tell thee, my master is l>ecome a hot lover 
Launce. Why, I tell thee, I care not though he burn 
himself in love. If thou wilt, go with me to the ale- 
liouse, if not, thou art an llebrew, a Jew, and not 
worth the name of a Christian. 

Speed Why ? 

LauTice. Because thou hast not so much charity in 
thee as to go to the ale with a Christian. Wilt thou go ? 
Speed. At thy service [Exeunt 

Scene VI — The same The Duke’s palace. 

Enter PROTEUS 

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn ; 

To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn ; 

To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn; 

And even that power which gave me first my oath 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury ; 

Love bade me swear and Love bids me forswear. 

0 sweet-suggesting* Love, if thou hast ainn'd, >T«ipiHif 
Teach mo, thy tempted subject, to excuse it I 
At first I did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worship a celestial sun. 

Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken. 

5 
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And he wants wit that wants resolved will 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better. 
Fie, fie, unreveiend tongue! to call her bad, 
Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr’d 
With twenty thousand souhconfirming oaths 
I cannot liave to love, and yet I do; 

But there I leave to love where I should love. 
Julia I lose, and Valentine I lose : 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself. 

If 1 lose them, thus find J, by their loss. 

For Valentine myself, for Julia Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a friend. 

For love is still most precious in itself. 

And Silvia — witness Heaven, that made her fair 
Shows Julia but a swarthy Ethiope. 

I will forget that Julia is alive. 

Remembering that my love to her is dead; 

And Valentine I'll hold an enemy. 

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter fnend. 

I cannot now prove constant to myself. 


Without some treachery used to Valentine. 

This night he meaneth with a corded ladder 
To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window, 

Myself in counsel, his competitor. 

Now presently I'll give her father notice 
Of their disguising and pretended flight; 

Who, all enraged, will banish Valentine, 

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter; 

But, Valentine being gone. I’ll qmckly cross 
By some sly trick Uunt Ihurio’s dull proceeding. 

Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift, 

.cVs thou hast lent me wit to plot this dnft! [EmL 

Scene VII — Vertma. Julia’s Jumse 

Enter Julia and Lucetta 

Jul Counsel, Lucetta; gentle gnl, assist me; 

And even in kind love I do conjure thee, 

\Vlio art the table wherem all my thoughts 
Are visibly charauter’d and engraved. 



To lesson me and tell me some good mean. 

How, with my honour, I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Proteus. 

Lue. Alas, the way is wearisome and long' 

JtU. A true-devot^ pUgnm is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps; 

Much less shall she that hath Love’s wings to fly, 

And when the flight is made to one so dear, 

Of such divine perfection, aa Sir Prot<>us. 

Im. Better forbear till Proteus make return. 

Jul. O, know’st thou not his looks are my soul’s food ? 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in. 

By lonmng for that food so long a time. 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love. 

Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow 
As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Lue. I do not seek to quench your love’s hot fire, 
But qualify the fire’s extreme rage, 
lest it diould bum above the bounds of reason. 


Jul. The more thou damm’st it up, the more it 
bums 

The current that with gentle murmur glides. 

Thou know’st, being stopped, impatiently doth rage; 

But when his fair course is not hindered. 

He makes sweet music with the enameU’d stoiies. 

Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 

And so by many winmng nooks he strays 
With wilUng sport to the wild ocean. 

Then let me ^o, and hinder not my course: 

I’ll be as patient as a gentle stream. 

And make a pastime of each weary step. 

Till the last step have brought me to m^ love; 

And there I’ll rest^ as after much turmoil 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Lue. But' in what habit will you go along? 

Jul. Not like a woman; for I womd prevent 
The loose encounters of lascivious men : 
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Gentle Lucetta, fit rtic with such weeds 
As may beseem some well-reputed page. 

Luc, Wliy, then, your ladyship must cut your hair. 
Jul No, girl; I'll knit it up in silken strings 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots. 

To be fantastic may become a youth 
Of greater time than I shall show to be. 

Imc, What fashion, madam, shall I make your breeclies ? 
Jul. That fits as well as ‘Tell me, good my lord. 
What compass will you wear your farthingale^' 

Why, even what fashion thou best likest, Lucetta. 

Luc. You must needs have them with a codpiece, 
madam. 

Jul. Out, out, Lucetta! that will be ill-favour'd. 

Luc. A round hose, madam, now’s not worth a pin. 
Unless you have a codpiece to stick pins on. 

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lovest me, let me have 
What thou thiiikest meet and is most mannerly. 

But teU me, wench, how will the world rej)ute mo 
For undertaking so unstaid a journey ? 

I fear me, it will make mo scandalized 
Luc. If you think so, then stay at home and go not 
Jul. Nay, that I will not. 

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 

If Proteus like your journey when you come. 


No matter who's displeased when you are gone: 

1 fear me. he will scarce be pleased withal. 

Jul. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear : 

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears, 

And instances of infinite of love, 

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men 
Jul. Base men, that use them to so base effect! 

But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birtli; 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles. 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate. 

His tears pure messengers sent from his heart, 

His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth 
Luc. Pray heaven he prove so, when you come to him ! 
Jul. Now, as thou lov st me, do him not that wrong 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth : 

Only deserve my love by loving him; 

And presently go with me to my chamber. 

To take a note of what I stand in need of, 

To furnish me upon my longing journey 
All that is mine 1 leave at thy dispose. 

My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hciict* 

Come, answer not, but to it presently * 

I am impatient of my tarriance. [Exeunt 





ACT 111. 

Scene I. — Milan. Hu Duke’s paiaee. 


Enter Duke, Thcrio, and Proteus. 

Duke, Sir Thurio, give ns leave, I pray, awhile; 

We have some secrets to confer alxiut. Thu. 

Now tell me, Proteus, what’s your will with me? 

Pro. My gracious lord, that which 1 would discover 
The law of friendship bids me to conceal, 

But when I call to mind your gracious favours 
Done to me, undeserving as 1 am, 

My duty pricks me on to utter tW 

Which else no wordly good should draw from me. 

Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentine, my friend. 

This night intends to steal away your daughter: 

Myself am one made privy to the plot 
I know you have determined to bestow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates; 

And should she thus be stol'n away from you, 

It would be much vexation to your age. 

Thus for my dut/s sake, I rather chose 
To cross my friend in his intended drift 
Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrows which would press you down, 

Being unprevented, to your timeless ^ve. 

Dike. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care; 
Which to requite, command me while 1 live. 

This love of theirs myself have often seen. 

Haply when they have judged me fast asleep. 

And oftentimes have purposed to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company and my court: 

But fearing lest my jealous aim* might err, *‘’"“ 
And so unworthily disgrace the man — 

A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d — 

I gave him gentle looks, thereby to find 
That which thyself hast now disclosed to me. 

And, that thou ma/st perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested, 

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower. 

The key whereof myself -have ever kept; 

And thence she cannot be conveyed away. 

Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devised a mean 
How he her chamber-window will aaoend. 

And with a corded ladder fetch her down; 

For which the youthful lover now is gone. 

And this way comes he with it presently; 


Where, if it please you, vou may intercept him 
But; good my lord, do it so cunningly 
That my discovery be not aimed at; 

For love of you, not hate unto my friend. 

Hath made me publisher of this pretence’ 

Duke. Upon mine honour, ho shall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 

iVo. Adieu, my lord; Sir Valentine is coming 

Enter Valentine. 

Duke. Sir Valeqtine, whither away so fast? » 

Val. Please it your giace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear my letters to my friends. 

And I am going to deliver them. 

]>uke. Be they of much import? 

Val. The tenour of them doth but signify 
My health and happy being at your court. 

Duke, Kay then, no matter, stay with me awhile; 

I am to break with tliee of some affairs 

That touch me ifear, wherein thou must be seci-et. 

’Tis not unknown to thee that 1 have sought 
To match my friend Sir Thurio to my daughter. 

Val. I know it well, my lord; and, sure, the match 
Were rich and honourable; besides, the ^ntleman 
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qusdities 
Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter: 

Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him? 

Duke. No, trust me; she is peevish, sullen, froward 
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty. 

Neither regaiding that she is my child. 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father; 

And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers. 

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her; 

And, where I thought the remnant of mine see 
Should have been cherish’d by her child-like duty, 

I now am full resolved to take a wife. 

And turn her out to who will take her in: 

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower; 

For mo and my possessions she esteems not. 

Val. Wliat would your Grace have me to do in this ? 
Duke. Thfre is a lady in Milan here 
Whom I affebt; hut she is nice and coy. 

And nought esteems my aged eloquence; 

Now therefore would I have thee to my tutor 
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(For long agone I h^ve forgot to court; 

Besides, the fashion of the time is changed), 

How and which way I may bestow myself, 

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

Vai, Win her with gifts, if she respect not woixla: 
Dumb jewels often, in weir silent kind. 

More than quick words do move a woman's mind. 

DuJee, But she did scorn a present that I sent her. 
VaL A woman sometimes scorns what best contents her. 
Send her another; never give her o’er; 

For scorn at first makes ufter-love the more. 

If she do frown, 'tis not in hate of you, 

But rather to beget more love in you : 

If she do chide, 'tis not to have you gone ; 

For why, the fools ai*c mad, if left alone. 

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; 

For ‘ get you gone,' she doth not mean ' away 1' 

Flatter and praise, commend, extol their graces; 

Though ne’er so block, say they have angels' faces. 

That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man, 

If with his tonrae he cannot win a woman. 

DvJce, But she I mean is promised by her friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 

And kept severely from resort of men, 

That no man hath access by day to her. 

VaL Why, then, I would resort to her by night. 
Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock'd and keys kept safe, 
That no man hath recoume to her by night. 

VaL What lets but one may enter at her window? 
Duke, ller chamber is aloft, far from the ground. 
And built so shelving that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 

VaL W hy, then, a ladder quaintly * made of cords, ^ euteriy 
To cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks, 

Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower, 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood, 

Advise me w'here I may have such a ladder. 

VaL AVheii would you use it ? pray, sir, tell me that 
Duke. This very night; for Love is like a child, 

That longs for every thing that ho can come by. 

VaL By seven o'clock I'll get you such a ladder. 
Duke. But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone : 

How shall I best convey the ladder thither? 

VaL It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it 
Under a cloak that is of any length. 

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the turn ? 
VaL Ay, my good lord. 

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak 

I'll get me one of such another length. 

VaL Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my lord. 
Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak? 

I pray thee, let mo feel thy cloak upon i. \ 

What letter is this same? What’s here? *To Silvia’! 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding. 

I’ll be so bold to break the seal for once. [Reads. 
‘My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 

And slaves they are to me that send them Hying. 

O, could their master ^>me and go as lightly. 

Himself would lodge where senseless they are lying! 
My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them ; 

While I, their king, that hither them importune, 

Do curse the grace that with such grace hath blcss’d them. 
Because myself do want my seiwants’ fortune: 

I curse myself, for they are sent by me, 

That they should harbour where their lord would be.' 
What's here? 

'Silvia, this night 1 will enfranchise thee.' 

'Tis so; and heras the ladder for the purpose. 


Why, Phaethon (for thou art Merops* son). 

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car. 

And with thy daring folly burn the world ? 

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee? 

Oo, base intruder! overweening slave! 

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates. 

And think my patience, more than thy desert. 

Is privilege for thy departure hence: 

Thank me for this more than for all the favours 
Which all too much I have bestow'd on thee. 

But if thou linger in my territories 

linger than swiftest expedition 

Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 

By heaven ! my wrath shall far exceed the love 
I ever bore my daughter or thyself. 

Be gone ! I will not hear thy vain excuse ; 

But as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from hence 

[Exit. 

VaL And why not death rather than living toniicut ^ 
To die is to be banish'd from myself; 

And Silvia is myself : banish'd from her 
Is self from self : a deadly banishment ! 

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen ? 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 

Unless it be to think that she is by, 

And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 

Except I bii by Silvia in the night, 

There is no music in the nightingale; 

Unless 1 look on Silvia in the day, 

'There is no day for me to look upon ; 

She is my essence, and I leave to be. 

If I be not by her fair influence 
Foster'd, illumined, cherish’d, kept alive. 

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom; 

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 

But fly 1 hence, I fly away from life. 

Enter PhOTKUS a7id Launce. 

Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out. 

Launce. Soho, soho! 

Pro. What seest thou? 

Launce. Him we go to find: there's not a hair on’s 
head but 'tis a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine ? 

VaL No. 

Pro. Who then? his spirit? 

VaL Neither. 

Pro. Whjit then ? 

Val. Nothing. 

Launce. Can nothing speak? Master, shall I strike? 
Pro. Whom wouldst thou strike? 

Launce. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, forbear. 

Launce. Why, sir, I’ll strike nothing: I pray you, — 
Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear. Friend Valentine, a word. 
Val. My ears are stopt and cannot hear go^ news. 
So much of bad already hath possess'd them. 

Pro. Then in dumb silence will 1 bury mine. 

For they are harsh, untuneable, and bad. 

Val. Is Silvia dead? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia, 

Hath she forsworn me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me. 

What is your news ? 

Laurue. Sir, there is a proclamation that you are 
vanished. 
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Pro. That thou art banished — 0, that’s the news' — 
From hence, from Silvia, and from mo thy friend. 

Val. O, I have fed upon this woe already. 

And now excess of it will make me surfeit 
Doth Silvia know that 1 am banished? 

Pro Ay, ay; and she liath offer'd to the doom — 
Which, unreversed, stands in effectual force — 

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears; 

Those at her father’s churlish feet she tender'd. 

With them, upon her knees, her humble self; 

Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so become them 

As if but now they waxed pale for woa 

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears. 

Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire; 

But Valentine, if he be ta’en, must die. 

Besides, her intercession chafed him so. 

When she for thy repeal was suppliant. 

That to close prison he commands her. 

With many bitter threats of biding there. 

Val No more , unless the next word that thou speak'st 
Have some malignant power upon my life. 

If so, I pray thee, breathe it m mine ear. 

As endmg anthem of my endless dolour 
Pro. Cease to lament for that thou oanst not help, 
nd study help for that which thou lament'st 
Time is the nurse and breeder of all good 
Here if thou stay, thou ranst not see thy love; 

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy hfe 
Hope IS a lover’s staff, walk hence with that. 

And manage it against des|)airing thoughts. 

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence , 

Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver’d 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love. 

The time now serves not to expostulate 
Come, I’ll convey thee through the city -gate. 

And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Of all that may concern thy love-affairs. 

As thou Invest Silvia, though not for thyself, 

Begard thy danger, and along with me ' 

Val. I pray thee, Tjiunce, an if thou see.st my boy. 
Bid him make haste and meet me at the North-gate. 
Pro. Go, sirrah, find him out Come, Valentine 
Val O my dear Silvia' Hapless Valentine* 

[Exeunt Val and Pro 
Launce I am but a fool, look you ; and yet I have the 
wit to think my master is a kind of a knave : but that’s 
all one, if he be but one kna'vu. He lives not now that 
knows me to be in love ; yet I am in love ; but a team of 
horse shall not pluck that from me ; nor who ’tis 1 love ; 
and yet 'tis a woman; but what woman, I will not tell 
myself; and yet 'tis a milkmaid; yet ’tis not a maid, for 
she hath had gossips ; yet 'tis a maid, for she is her master's 
maid, and serves for wages. She hath more qualities than a 
water-spaniel ; which is much in a bare Christian [Pulling 
outafoper.'] Hereisthecate-ldgofhercondition ‘Imprimis. 
She can fetch and carry.’ Why, a horse can do no more 
nay, a horse cannot fetch, but only carry ; therefore is she 
better than a jade. ' Item ; She can milk , ’ look you, a 
sweet virtue in a maid with clean hands. 

Enter Speed. 

Speed. How now, Signior Launce 1 what news with your 
mastership ? 

Launu. With my master’s ship? why, it is at sea. 
Speed. Well, your old vice still; mistake the word. 
What news, then, in your paper ? 
loMMe. The blackest news that ever thou hearde.<it 
Spud. Why, man, how black? 


Launce. Why, as black as ink. 

Speed. Let me read them. 

Launce Fie on thee, jolt-head! thou canst not read. 
Speed. Thou Host; I can 

Launce. 1 will try thee. Tell me this: who begot thee ? 
Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 

Launce. O illiterate loiterer! it was the son of thy 
grandmother! this proves that thou canst not read. 
Speed. Come, fool, come; try me in thy paper. 
Launce. There ; and Saint Nicholas be thy speed I 
Spud. [Reads] ‘Imprimis: She can milk’ 



Launu. Ay, that she can. 

Speed ‘ Item • She brews good ale ’ 

Launu And thereof comes the proverb • ‘ Blessing of 
your heart, you brew good ale’ 

Speed. ' Item : She can sew ’ ^ 

Launu. That's as much as to say. Can she so? 

Speed. ‘ Item : She can knit.’ 

Launce. What iicdd a man care for a stuck with a 
wench, when she can knit him a stock ' 

Spe^ ‘ Item • She can wash anti scoui ’ 

Launce A special virtue; for then she need not be 
washed and scoured 
Speed ‘ Item • She can spin ’ 

Launce. Then may I set the world on wheels, when 
she can spin for her living. 

Speed ‘Item She hath many namoleas virtues’ 
Launce That’s as much a.s to say, bastaid virtues , 
that, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore have 
no names 

Spud. ‘Here follow her vices’ 

Launu Close at the heels of her virtues. 

Speed ‘Item: She is not to bo kissed fisting, in 
respect of her breath.’ 

Launce Well, that fault may be mended with a 
breakfast Bead on. 

Spud ‘ Item . She hath a sweet mouth.’ 

Launce. That makes amends for her sour btleath. 
Speed. 'Item: She doth talk in her sleep.’ 

Launu. It’s no matter for that, so she sleip not in 
her talk. 

^>eed. ‘Item: She is slow in words.’ 

Launu. 0 villain, that set this down among her vices I 
To be slow in words is a woman's only virtue: I pray 
thee, out with’t, and place it for her chief virtue. 

Speed. ‘Item: She is proud.’ 

Launu. Out with that too : it was Eve’s legacy, and 
cannot be ta’en from her. 
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Speed, * Item : She hath no teeth.’ 

Launce, I care not for that neither, because I love crusts. 

Spe/ed, * Item : She is curst' 

Launce, Well, the best is, she hath no to bite. 

Speed, * Item : She will often praise her liquor.* 

LauTice. If her liquor be good, she shall: if she will 
not, I will; for good things should be praised. 

Speed, * Item : She is too liberal.' 

Launce, Of her tongue she cannot, for that’s writ 
down she is slow of; of her purse she shall not, for 
that I’ll keep shut: now, of another thing she may, and 
that cannot I help. Well, proceed. 

Speed, ‘ Item : She hath more hair than wit, and 
more faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults.’ 

Ijauivce, Stop there; I’ll have her: she was mine, 
and not mine, twice or thrice in that last article. 
Rehearse that once more. 

Speed, ‘Item: She hath more hair than wit,* — 

Launce, More hair than wit? It may be; 111 prove 
it. The cover of the salt hides the salt, and therefore 
it is more than tlie salt; the hair that covers the wit 
is more than the wit, for the greater hides the less. 
What’s next ^ 

Speed. ‘And more faults than hairs,* — 

Launce. That’s monstrous: O, that that were out! 

Speed. ‘ And more wealth than faults.’ 

Launce. Why, that word makes the faults gracious. 
Well, I’ll have her: and if it be a match, as nothing is 
impossible, — 

Speed, then ? 

Launce. Why, then will 1 tell thee — that thy master 
stays for thee at the North-gate. 

Speed. For me ^ 

Launce, For thee ! ay, who art thou ? he hath stayed 
for a iKjtter man than thee. 

Speed. And must 1 go to him ? 

Launce. Thou must run to him, for tliou hast stayed 
so long tliat going will scarce serve the turn. 

Spc^. Why didst not tell me sooner? pox of your 
love-letters I 

Launce. Now will he be swinged for reading rov 
letter; an unmannerly slave, that will thrust himself 
mto secrets! I’ll after, t<j rejoice in the boy’s correction. 

[Exit. 

Scene II. — The same. The Duke’s 
Enter Duke aiui TilURlo. 

Duke, Sir Thurio, fear not but that she will love you, 
Now Valentine is banish’d from her sight. 

Thu, Since his exile she hath despised me most. 
Forsworn my company, and rail’d at me, 

That I am desperate of obtaining her. 

Duke, This weak impress of love is as figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an hour’s heat 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose bis form. 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 

And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. 

Enter PuoTEUS. 

How now, Sir Proteus ! Is your countryman 
According to our proclamation gone? 

Pro, Gone, my good lord, 

Duke, My daughter takes his (ping grievously. 

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief. 

Duke, So I believe; but Thurio thinks not so. 
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee — 

For thou hast shown some sign of good desert — 

Makes me the better to confer with thee. 


Pro. I/jnger than I prove loyal to your grace. 

Let me not live to look upon your grace. 

Duke. Thou know’at how willingly I would effect 
Tlie match between Sir Thurio and my daughter. 

Pro. I do, my lord. 

Duke. And also, I think, thou art not ignorant 
How she opposes her against my will. 

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was here. 
Duke. Ay, and perversely she perse vers so. 

What might w'c do to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love Sir Thurio? 

Pro. The best way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent, 

Three things that 'women highly hold in hate. 

Duke. Ay, but she’ll think that it is spoke in hate. 
Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it: 

Therefore it must with circumstance be spoken, 

By one whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

Duke. Then you must undertake to slander him. 

Pro. And that, my lord, I shall be loath to do: 

’Tis an ill office for a gentleman, 

Especially against his very friend. 

Duke. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 
Your slander never can endamage him ; 



Therefore the office is indifferent, 

Being entreated to it by your friend. 

Pro. You have prevail’d, my lord: if I can do it 
By ought that I con speak in his dispraise, 

She shall not long continue love to him. 

But say this weed her love from Valentine, 

It follows not that she will love Sir Thurio. 

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love from him, 
I^t it should ravel and be good to none, 
iou must provide to bottom it on me; 

Which must be done by praising me as much 
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine. 

D%(ke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this kind, 
Because we know, on Valentine’s report, 

You are already Love's firm votary, 

And cannot soon revolt and change your mind. 

Upon this warrant shall you have access 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large; 

For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, 

And, for your friend’s sake, will be glad of you ; 

Where you may temper her by your persuasion 
To hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 

Pro. As much as I can do, I will effect; 

But you, Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough; 

You must lay lime to tangle her desiies 
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By wailful sonuets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full-fraught with serviceable vows 
Dube. Ay, 

Much is the force of heaven-bred poesy. 

Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacnfice your tears, your sighs, your heart; 
Write till your ink be dry, and with your tears 
Moist it again, and frame some feeliug line 
That may discover such int^ity: 

For Orpheus' lute was strung with poets’ sinews, 
Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones, 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands 
After your dire-lamenting elegies, 

V’lsit by night your lady's chamber-window 


With some sweet concert; to their instruments 
Tune a deploring dump: the night’s dead silence 
Will well become such swect-complaining grievance. 
This, or else nothing, will inherit her. 

D^ke. This discipline shows thou hast been in love. 
Thu. And thy advice this night I’ll put in practice. 
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver. 

Let us into the city presently 

To •sort some gentlemen well skill’d in music. 

1 have a sonnet that will serve the turn 
To give tlie onset to thy good advice 
Duke About it, gentlemen ' 

Pro We’ll wait upon your grace till after supper, 
And afterward determine our proceedings. 

Duke. Even now alxiut it ! 1 will pardon you {Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

Scene I — Hie frontiers of Mantua. A forest. 


Enter certain Outlaws. 

First Out. Fellows, stand fast; I see a passenger 
Sk. Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but down with 'em. 

Enter Valentine and Speed 

Third Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you have 
about ye: 

If not, we’ll make you sit, and rifle you 

Sir, we are undone! these am the villains 
That all the trav^ers do fear so much 
Vai. My friends, — 

First Out. That's not so, sir: we are your enemies 
See. Out. Peace! we’ll hear him. 

2%ird Out. Ay, by my beard, will we, for he's a 
proper man. 

Val. Then know that 1 have little wealth to lose 
A man I am crossed with adversity; 

My riches are these poor habiliments. 


Of which if you should here disfurnish me. 

You take the sum and sulistaiice that I have. 

Sec. Out. Whither travel yout 

Val To Verona 

First Out Whence came you ? 

Fat From Milan 

Third Out. Have you long sojourned there t 
Val. Some sixteen months, and longer ini^it have 
stay’d. 

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

First Out. What, were you banish’d thence * 

Val. I was. 

Sec Out For what offence 7 

Vcd. For that which now torments me to rehearse : 

I kill'd a man, whose death I much repent; 

But yet I slew him manfully in fight, 

Without false vantage or base treachery. 

FirH Out. Why, ne’er repent it, if it were done so. 
But were you banish'd for so small a fault i 
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Val. I was, and held me glad of such a doom. 

Sec, Out, Have you^the tongues? 

Val, My youthful travel therein made mo happy, 

Or else I often had been miserable. 

Third Old, By the bare scalp of Kobin IIood*s fat friar, 
This fellow were a king for our wild faction! 

First Out, We *11 have him. Sirs, a word. 

Speed, Master, be one of them; it*s an honourable 
kind of thievery. 

Val, Peace, villain! 

Sec, Out, Tell us this ; have you any thing to take to ^ 

Val, Nothing but my fortune. 

Third Out, Know, then, that some of us are gentlemen, 
Such as the fury of ungovern’d youth 
Thrust from the company of awful • men ; ® woniupfui 

Myself was from Verona banish’d 
For practising to steal away a lady, 

An heir, and near allied unto tlie duke. 

See, Out, And I from Mantua, for a gentleman. 
Whom, in my mood, 1 stabb'd unto the heart. 

First Out, And I for such like petty crimes as these. 
But to the purpose — for we cite our faults, 

That they may hold excus’d our lawless lives ; 


And paitly, seeing you are beautified 
With goodly shape, and by your own report 
A linguist and a man of such perfection. 

As we do in our quality* much want — •caiim*. 

See, Out, Indeed, because you are a banish'd man. 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you: 

Are you content to be our general ? 

To make a virtue of neces.sity 

And live, as we do, in this wilderness? 

Third Out, What say’st thou ^ wilt thou be of our 
consort ^ 

Say ay, and be the captain of us all . 

We’ll do tliee homage and be ruled by thee, 

Love thee as our commander and our king. 

First Out, But if thou scorn our courtesy, thou diest. 
Sec, Oat, Thou shalt not liye to brag what we have offer’d. 
Val I take your offer, and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no outrages 
On .silly women or poor passengers. 

Third Out No, we detest such vile base practices. 
Come, go w’lth us, we'll bring thee to our crew’s, 

And show thee aU the treasure we have got; 

Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose. \^ETeunt, 



SCLNE II. — Milan, Outside the Duke’s palace, under 
Silvia’s chamber. 

Enter PROTEUS. 

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine, 

And n^w I must be as unjust to Thurio. 

Under the colour of commending him, 

I have access my own love to prefer: 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy. 

To 1)6 corrupted with my worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her, 

^he twits me with my falsehood to my friend : 

When to her beauty I commend my vows, 

She bids me think how 1 have been forsworn 
In breaking faith with J^lia whom I loved. 

And notwithstanding all her sudden quips. 

The least whereof would quell a lover’s hope, 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love. 

The more it grows and fawneth on her still. 

But here comes Thurio: now must we to her window, 
And give some evening music to her car. 

Enter TitURlo and Musicians. 

Thu, How now, Sir Proteus, are you crept before us ? 


Pro, Ay, gentle Tliurio: for you know that love 
Will creep in service where it cannot go. 

Thu, Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love not here. 

Pro, Sir, but I do; or else I would be hence. 

TTiu, Who ? Silvia ? 

Pro, Ay, Silvia; for your sake. 

Thu, I thank you for your own. Now, gentlemen, 

T • t’s tune, and to it lustily awhile. 

Enter at a distance, Host, and JuUA in hoy*s clothes. 

Host, Now, my young guest, methinks you’re ally- 
cholly : I pray you, why is it ? 

Jul, Marry, mine host, because 1 cannot be merry. 

Host, Come, we’ll have you merry: I'll bring you 
where you shall hear music, and see the gentleman that 
you asked for. 

Jul, But shall I hear him speak ? 

Host, Ay, that you shall. 

Jul, That will he music. plays. 

Host, Hark, hark! 

Jul, Is he among these? 

Host, Ay : but, peace ! let’s hear 'em. 
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Song. 

Who is Silvia? what is she. 

That iJl our swains commend her? 
Holy, fair, and wise is she; 

The heaven such (pace did lend her. 
That she might admired he. 

Is shd kind as she is fair 7 
For heauty lives with kindness. 

Love doth to her ejres repair. 

To help him of 1^ blindness ; 

And, being help’d, inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let us sing. 

That Silvia is excelling; 

She excels each mortal thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling: 

To her let us garlands bring. 


ffost. How now! are you sadder than you were before ? 
How do you, man? the music likes^ you not. 



Jul. You mistake; the musician likes me not. 

Host. Why, my pretty youth? 

JtU. Ho pla^ false, father. 

ffost. How? out of tune on the strings? 

Jul. Not so; but yet so false that he grieves my 
very heart-strings. 

Ifoat. You have a quick ear. 

Jul, Ay, I would I were deaf; it makes me have a 
slow heart. 

ffost. I percei^ you deUght not in music. 

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars so. 

ffost. Hark, what fine change is in the music! 

Jul. Ay, that change is the spite. 

ffost. You would have them always play but one thing 

Jul. I would always have one play but one thing. 
But, host, doth this Sir Proteus that we talk on 
Often r^rt unto this gentlewoman? 

ffost. I tell you what Laonce, his man, told me: lie 
loved her out of all nick.* tawkipiac. 

Jul. Where is Launce? 

ffost. Gone to seek his dog; which ta-monow, by his 
master's co mm a n d, he must cany for a present to 
his lady. 


Jul. Peace! stand aside; the oomputy parts. 

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you: I will so plead 
That you shall say my canning drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet we? 

/Vo. At Saint Gregory's well. 

Thu. FarewelL [Illxeuni Thurio' and Ifusicuins. 

Enter Silvia above, at her window. 

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship. 

Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen. 

Who is that that spake? 

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart’s truth, 
You'd quickly learn to know him by his voice. 

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it 

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant 

Sil. What is your will? 

Pro. That I may compass yours. 

Sil. You have your wish ; my will is even this : 
That presently you hie you home to bed. 

Thou subtle, perjured, fi^e, disloyal man' 

Think’st thou I am so shallow, so conceitless, 

To be seduced by thy flattery, 

That hast deceived so many with thy vows ? 

Ketuni, return, and make thy love amends. 

For me, by this pale queen of night I swear, 

I am so far from granting thy i-equcst 
That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit, 

And by and by intend to chide myself 
Even for this time 1 spend in talking to thee. 

Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady ; 
But she is dead. 

Jul. [Aside.'\ Twere false, if I should speak it ; 

For I am sure she is not buried. 

Sil. Say that she be; yet Valentine thy friend 
Survives; to whom, thyself art witness, 

I am betroth’d: and art thou not ashamed 
To wrong him with thy importunacy^ 

Pro. I likewise hear that Valentine i.s clcad. 

Sil. And so stvppose am I; for in lus grave 
Assure thyself my love is buried. 
fVo. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth 
Sil. Go to thy lady’s giuve, and call hers thence ; 
Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine, 
i/ttf. [Asidt.l He heard not that. 

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate, 

Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love. 

The picture that is hanging in your chamlier ; 

To that I’ll speak, to that I’ll sigh and weep; 

For since the substance of your perfect self 
Is else devoted, I am but a shaoow; 

And to your shadow will I make true love. 

JiU. [Aside.] If 'twere a substance, you would, sure, 
deceive it. 

And make it but a shadow, as I am. 

Stl. I am very loath to be your idol, si»; 

But since your falsehood shall become you well 
To worship shadows and adore false shapes^ 

Send to me in the morning, and I’ll send It: 

And so, good rest. 

As wretches have o’er night 
That wait for execution in the mom. 

[Exeunt J*roteu$ and Sikiia severally. 
Jul. Host, will you go? 
ffost. By my halidom, I was fast asleep. 

Jvl. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus? 
ffost. Marry, at my house. Trust me, 1 think 'tis 
almost day. 

Jvl. Not so ; but it hath been the longest night 
, That e’er I watch’d, and the most heaviest [J&Munf. 
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ScENK III . — The same. 
jEnter Eglamour. 

Egl. This is the hour that Madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call and know her mind : 

There’s some great matter she’d employ me in. 

Madam, madam! 

Enter Silvia ahove. 

Sil. Who calls ? 

Egl. Your servant and your friend, 

One that attends your ladyship’s command. 

Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good morrow. 
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself: 

According to your ladyship's impose,* tBiddm* 

I am thus early come to know what service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman — 

Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not — 


Valiant, wise, remorseful,* well accomplish’d. * ’ ** 

Thou art not ignorant what dear good will 
1 bear unto the banish’d Valentine, 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhors. 

Thyself hast loved ; and I have heard thee say 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart 
As when thy lady and thy true love died. 

Upon whose grave thou vow’dst pure chastity. 

Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, 

'I’o Mantua, where 1 hear he makes abode; 

And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 

1 do desire thy worthy company. 

Upon whose faith and honour I repose. 

Urge not my father’s anger, Eglamour, 

But think upon my grief, .a lady’s gnef. 

And on the justice of mj flying hence. 

To keep me from a mo.st unholy match. 

Which Heaven and fortune still reward with plagues. 



I do desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows os the sea of san'ds. 

To bear me company and go with mo: 

If not, to hide what I have said to thee. 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

Epl. Madam, 1 pity much your grievances; 

Which since I know they virtuously are placed, 

I give consent to go along with you. 

Recking as little what betideth me 
As much I wish all good befortune yoiL 
When will you go? 

SU. This evening coming. 

Egl. Where shall I meet you? 

Sil. At Friar Patrick’s cell. 

Where I intend holy confession. 

Egl. I will not fail your ladyship. Good morrow, 
gentle lady. 

SU. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour. [Exeunt severally. 


Scene IV.— 27ie same. 

Enter LaUKCE, with his dog. 

Lnunce. When a man’s servant shall play the cur 
with him, look you, it goes hard : one that I brought up 
of a puppy ; one that I saved from drowning, when three 
or four of his blind brothers and sisters went to it. I 
have taught him, even as one would say precisely, ‘thus 
I would teach a dog.’ I was sent to deliver him as a 
present to Mistress Silvia from my master; and 1 came 
no sooner into the dining-chamber but he steps me to her 
trencher and steals her capon’s leg. 0, ’tis a foul thing 
when a cur cannot keep himself in all companies! 1 
would have, as one should say, one that takes upon him to 
be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all tilings. 
If I had not had more wit than he, to take a fault upon 
me that he did, I think verily he had been hanged for’t ; 
sure as I live, he had suffered for’t : you shall judge. He 
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thrusts me himsdf into the company of three or four 
gentlemanlike dogs, under the duke’s table: he had not 
been there — ^bless the mark ! — a pissing while, but all the 
chamber smelt him. ‘Out with the dog!’ says one: 
‘What cur is that?’ says another: ‘Whip him out,’ says 
a third : ‘ Hang him up,’ says the duke. I, having been 
acquainted with the smell before, knew it was Cr^, and 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs: ‘Friend,’ 
quoth I, ‘you mean to whip the dog?' ‘Ay, marry, do 
I’ quoth he. ‘You do him the more wrong,’ quoth I; 
’’twas I did the thing you wot of.’ He makes me no 
more ado, but whips me out of the chamber. How many 
masters would do this for their servant? Nay, I'll be 
sworn, I have sat in the stocks for puddings he hath 
stolen, otherwise he had been executed; I have stood on 
the pillory for geese he hath killed, otherwise he had 
suffered foFt. I^ou thinkest not of this now. Nay, I 
remember the trick jrou served me when I took my leave 
of Madam Silvia : did not I bid thee still mark me and 
do as I do? when didst thou see me heave up my leg 
and make water against a gentlewoman’s fartliingale ? 
didst thou ever see me do such a trick? 

EiUer Proteus and Julia. 

Pro. Sebastian is th^ name? I like thee well. 

And will employ thee m some service presently. 

Jvd. In what you please: I’ll do what I can. 

Pro. I hope thou wilt. [To Launu-I How now, you 
whoreson peasant! 

Where have you been these two days loitering? 

Launce Marry, sir, I carried Mistress Silvia the dog 
you bade me. 

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel ? 

Launce. Marry, she says your dog was a cur, and tells 
you currish thanks is good enough for such a present. 

Pro. But she received my dqg? 

Launce. No, indeed, did she not : here have I brought 
him back again. 

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this from me ? 

Launu. Ay, sir; the other squirrel was stolen from 
me by the hangman’s boys in the market-place ; and then 
I offered her mine own, who is a dog as big as ten of 
yours, and therefore the gift the greater. 

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again. 

Or ne’er return a»in into my sight. 

Away, 1 say ! stay st thou to vex me here ? [Exit Launce. 
A slave, that still an end* turns me to shame! *****- 
Sebastian, I have entertained thee. 

Partly that I have need of such a youth 
That can with some discretion do my business. 

For ’tis no trusting to yond foolish lout; 

But chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour. 

Which, if my augu^ deceive me not. 

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth: 

Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 

Go presently and take this ring with thee. 

Deliver it to Madam Silvia: 

She loved me well, deliver’d it to me. 

JW. It seems you loved not her, to leave her token. 
She is dead, bdike? 

Pro. Not so; I think she lives. 

JvX. Alas ! 

Pro. Why dost thou cry 'alas’? 

Jul. I cannot choose but pity her. 

Pro. Wherefore shouldst thou pity her? 

Jvi. Because methinks that she loved you as well 
As you do love your lady Silvia: 

She dreams on him that has foigot her love; 

You dote on her that cares not for your love. 


’Tis pity love should be so contrary; 

And thinking on it makes me cry ‘alas!’ 

Pro. Well, give her that ring and therewithal 
This letter. That’s her chamber. Tell my lady 
I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber. 

Where thou shalt find me, sad and solitary. [Exit. 

Jul. How many women would do such a message? 
Alas, poor Proteus! thou hast entertain’d 
A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs. 

Alas, poor fool! why do I pit^ him 
That with his very heart despiseth me? 

Because he loves W, he despiseth me; 

Because I love him, I must pity him. 

This ring I gave him when he parted from me, 

To bind him to remember my good will; 

And now am I, unhappy messenger. 

To plead for that which I would not obtain. 

To carry that which I would have refused. 

To praise his faith which I would have dispraised. 

I am my master’s true confirmed love; 

But cannot be true servant to my master. 

Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 

Yet wiU I woo for him, but yet so coldly 

As, Heaven it knows, I would not have him speed. 

Enter Silvia, attended. 

Gentlewoman, good day! I pray you, be my mean 
To bring me where to speak with Madam Silvia. 

SU. What would you with her, if that I be she? 

Jul. If you be she, I do entreat your patience 
To hear me speak the message I am sent on. 

SU. From whom? 

Jul. From my master. Sir Proteus, madam. 

SU. 0, he sends you for a picture. 

Jul. Ay, madam. 

SU. Ursula, bring my picture there. 

Go, give your master this: tell him from me. 

One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget. 

Would better fit his chambw than this shadow. 

Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter. 

Pardon me, madam; I have unadvised 
Deliver'd you a paper that I should not: 

This is the letter to your ladyship. 

SU. I pray thee, let me look on that again. 

Jul. It may not be; good madam, pardon me. 

SU. There, hold! 

I will not look upon your master’s lines: 

I know they are stuff’d with protestations 
And full of new-found oaths; which he will break 
As easily as I do tear his paper. 

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring. 

SU. The more shame for him that ne sends it me; 
For I have heard him say a thousand times 
His Julia gave it him at his departure. 

Though his false finger have profaned the ring, 

Mine shall not do bis Julia so much wrong. 

Jul. She thanks you. 

SU. What sa/st thou? ‘ 

Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender h|r. 

Poor gentlewoman! my master wrongs her mucU. 

SU. Dost thou know her? 

Jvl. Almost as well as I do know myself: 

To think upon her woes I do protest 
That I have wept a hundred several times. 

SU. BdBce she thinks that Proteus hath forsook her. 
Jvl. I think she doth, and that's her cause of sorrow. 
SU. Is she not passing fair? 

Jvl. She hath oMn fairer, madam, than she is; 
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When she did think my master loved her well, 
She, in my jud^ent, was as fair as you ; 

But since she did n^leht her looking-glass, 

And threw her sun-expelling mask away. 

The air hath starved the roses in her cheeks 
And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face. 

That now she is become as black as I. 

Sil. How tall was she? 

JuL About my stature; for at Pentecost, 
When all our pageants of delight were play’d. 


Our youth got me to play tne woman’s part. 
And I was trimm’d in Madam Julia’s gown, 
Wliich served me as fit, by all men’s judgments, 
As if the garment had been made for me: 
Therefore I know she is about my height. 

And at that time T made her weep agood,* ^ 
For I did play a lamentable part: 

Madam, ’twas Ariadne passioning 
For Theseus’ perjury and unjust flight; 

Which I so lively acted with my t^rs 



Tliat my poor mistress, moved therewithal, 

Wept bitterly, and would I might be dead 
If I in thought felt not her very sorrow. 

Sil. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth. 

Alas, poor lady, desolate and left! 

I weep myself to think upon thy words. 

Here, youth, there is my purse; I give thee tliis 
For thy sweet mistress' sake, because thou lov’st her. 
Farewell. [Erit Silvia, with attendant. 

Jul. And she shall thank you for’t, if e’er you know her. 
A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful ! 

I hope my master's suit will bo but cold. 

Since she respects my mistress’ love so much. 

Alas, how love can trifle with itself! 

Here is her picture: let me sec; I think. 

If I had such a tire, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers ; 

And yet the painter flatter'd her a little, 


I Unless I flatter with myself too mucli 
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow ; 

If that be all the difference in his love. 

I’ll get me such a colour’d periwig 
Her eyes are grey os glass,* and so are mine; 

Ay, but her forehead’s low, and mine’s as high 
What should it be that he respects in her 
But I can make respective in myself, 

If this fond Love were not a blinded god? 

Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up. 

For ’tis thy rival. O thou senseless form. 

Thou shalt be worshipp’d, kiss’d, loved and adored! 

And, were there sense in his idolatry. 

My substance should be statue in thy stead. 

I’ll use thee kindly for thy mistress’ sake. 

That used me so; or else, by Jove I vow, 

I should have scratch’d out your unseeing eyes. 

To make my master out of love with thee ! [Exit. 


ACT V. 


Scene T. — Milan, An abbey. 


Enter Eolamoxhi. 

SgL The sun begins to gild the western sky: 
And now it is about the very hour 


Tliat Silvia, at Friar Patrick’s cell, should meet me. 
She will not fail, for lovers break not hours, 

Unless it be to come before their time; 

So much they spur their expedition. 
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See where she comes. 

Enter Silvia. 

Lady, a happy evening! 
SU. Amen, amen! Go on, good l^lomour, 
Out at the postern by the abbey -wall; 

I fear I am attended by some spies. 



Egl. Fear not: the forest is not three leagues off; 

If we recover that, we are sure enough. {Exeunt. 


Scene II . — The same. T/ie Duke’s palace. 

Enter Tiiumo, Photeus, and Julia 

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit? 

Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was, 

And yet she takes c.xccptious at your person 
Thu. ‘What, that my leg is too long? 

Pro. No ; that it is too little. 

Thu. I’ll wear a boot, to make it somewhat rounder 
Jvd. But love will not be spurr’d to uhat it 

loathes 

Thu. What says she to my face? 

Pro. She says it is a fair one. 

Thu. Nay, then, the wanton lies , my face is black. 
Pro. But pearls are fair; and the old saying i.s. 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies' eyes. 

Jul. [Aside] ’Tis true ; such pearls as put out ladies’ eyes , 
For I had rather wink than look on them. 

Thu How likes she my discourse i 
Pro. m, when you talk of war. 

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and peace ? 
Jvi. [Aside] But better, indeed, when you hold your peace. 
Thu. What says she to my valour i 
Pro. 0, sir, she makes no doubt of that 
Jvl. [Aside] She needs not, when she knows it cowardice. 
Thu. What says she to my birth? 

Pro. That you are well derived. 

Jul. [Aside] True; from a gentleman to a fool. 

Thu. Considers she my possessions? 

Pro. O, ay ; and pities them. 

Thu. Wherefore ? 

Jvl. [.Aside 1 That such an ass should owe' them. '®'"- 
Pro. That they are out by lease. 

Jul, Here comes the duke. 

Enter Duke. 

Dyke. How now. Sir Proteus! how now, Thurio! 
Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late ? 

^u. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I. 


Duke. Saw you my daughter? 

Pro. Neither. 

Duke. Why then, 

She’s fled unto that peasant Valentine; 

And Eglamour is in her company. 

’Tis true; for Friar Laurence met them both. 

As he in penance wander’d through the forest , 

Him he knew well, and guess’d uiat it was she. 

But, being mask’d, he was not sura of it. 

Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even, and there she was not; 
These likelihoods coiilirm lier lliglit from hence 
Therefore, I pmy you, stand not to discourse. 

But mount you presently, and meet with mo 

Upon the lising of the mountain-foot 

That leads toward Mantua, whither they are fled : 


Despatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow mo. [A'j'i?. 

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl, 

That flies her fortune when it follows her. 

I’ll after, more to bo revenged on Eglamour 
Than for the love of reckless Silvia (Axi/ 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia’s love 
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her [Exit. 

Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that love 
Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love [Exit 


Scene III . — The frontiers of Mantua. 

The fared. 

Enter Outlaws with Silvia 

First Out. Como, come. 

Be patient ; we must bring you to our captain 
Sil. A thousand more mischancos than this one 
Have Icarn’d me how to brook this patiently. 

Fee. Out. Come, bring her away. 

First. Out. Wliere is the gentleman that was with her i 
Third Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath outrun us^ 
But Moyses and Valerius follow him 
do thou with hor to tire west end of tho wood , 

There is our captain : we’ll follow him that’s fled , 

Tho thicket is beset, he cannot ’scape. 

First Out Come, 1 must bring you to our captain’s cave : 
Fear not , he bears an honourable mind. 

And will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee' [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — Another part of the forest. 

Enter Valentine. 

Val. How use doth breed a habit in a man' 

This shadowy desert, unfrequented wood.s, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns: 

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any. 

And to the nightingale’s complaining notes 
Tune my distresses and record my woes. 

0 thou that dost inhabit in my breast. 

Leave not the mansion so long tenantless. 

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall 
And leave no memory of what it was! 

Repair me with thy presence, Siivia; 

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain ! 

WJiat halloing and what stir is this to-day? 

These are my mates, that make their wills their law. 
Have some unhappy passenger in chase. 

They love me well; yet 1 have much to do. 

To keep them from uncivil outn^s. 

Withdraw thee, Valentine: who’s this comes here? 

[iSI?^ oxide. 
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Enter Pboteus, Silvia, and Julia. 

JVo. Madam, this service I have done for you 
(Though you respect not aught your servant doth). 

To hazard life end rescue you from him 

That would have forced your honour and your love. 

Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look; 

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg. 

And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give. 

Val. [Aside.'] How like a dream is this 1 see and hear ' 
I.ove, lend mo patience to forbear awhile. 

Sil O miserable, unhappy that I am! 

Pro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came; 

But by my coining 1 have made you happy. 

Sil By thy approach thou mak’st me most unhappy. 
Jul. [Aside!] And me, when he approacheth to your 
presence. 

Sil. Had I been seized by a hungry lion, 

I would have been a breakfast to the beast. 


Bather than have false Proteus rescue me. 

0, Heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 

Whose hfe’s as tender to me as my soul! 

And full as much, for more there cannot be, 

I do detest false, peijured, Proteus. 

Tlicrefoi'e be gone; solicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to death. 
Would 1 not undergo for one calm look! 

O, ’tis the curse in love, and still approved* 

When women cannot love where they're beloved ! 

Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he's beloved. 
Bead over Julia's heart, thy hist best love. 

For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith 
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths 
Descended into peijury, to love me. 

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou'dst two; 

And that’s far worse than none ; better have none 
Tlian plural faith, which is too much by one: 

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend! 



Pro In love 

Who respects friend? 

SU. All men but Proteus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form. 

I’ll woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end. 

And love you 'gainst the nature of love — force ye. 

Sil. O Heaven I 

Pro. I’ll force thee yield to my desire. 

'Pal. Buffian, let go that rude uncivil touch. 

Thou friend of an ill fashion! 

Pro. Valentine ! 

Fo/. Thou common friend, that’s without faith or love. 
For such is a friend now; treacherous man! 

Thou hast beguiled my hopes; nought but mine eye 
Could have persuaded me: now I dare not say 
I have one mend alive; thou wouldst disprove me. 
Who should ^ trusted, when one’s own right hand 
Is peijured to the bosom? Proteus, 

I am Sony I must never trust thee more. 


But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 

The private wound is deepest; 0 time most accurst. 
'Mongst all foes that a friend should be the worst! 

Pro. My shame and guilt confounds me. 

Forgive me, Valentine: if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 

I tender’t here; I do as truly suffer 
As e’er I did commit. 

'Pal. Then 1 am paid; 

And once again I do receive thee honest. 

Who by repentance is not satisfied. 

Is nor of heaven nor earth; for these are pleased. 

By penitence the Eternal’s wrath’s appeased: 

And, that my love may appear plain and free, 

All that was mine in Silvia I give thee. 

Jvt. 0 me unhappy! [&ooons. 

Pro. Look to the roy. 

Pal. Why, boy! why, wag! how now! what’s the 
matter? Look up: speak. 

Jvi. 0 good sir, my master chaiged me to deliver 
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a ring to MaHam Silvia, which, out of my neglect, was 
never done. 

/Vo. Where is that ring, boy? 

Jul. Here ’tis; this is it. 

Pro. How, let me see: 

Why, this is the ring I gave to Julia. 

Jttl. O, cry you mercy, sir, I have mistook; 

Tliis is the ring you sent to Silvia. l<S%ows another riruf. 

Pro. But how earnest thou by this ring ? At my depart 
I gave this unto Julia. 

Jul. And Julia herself did give it me; 

And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 

Pro. How! Julia! 

Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths. 

And entertain’d 'em deeply in her heart. 

How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root ! 

0 Proteus, let this habit make thee blush! 

Be thou ashamed that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment, if shame live 
In a disguise of love : 

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds. 

Women to change their shapes, ttum men their minds. 
Pro. Than men their minds! ’tis true. O heaven! 
were man 

But constant, he were perfect. That one error 

Fills him with faults ; makes him run through all the sins ; 

Inconstancy falls off ere it begins. 

What is in Silvia’s face, but 1 may spy 
More fresh in Julia’s with a constant eye ? 

Val. Come, come, a hand from either: 

Let me be blest to make this happy close; 

Twere pity two such Mends should be long foea 
Pro. B^ witness, Heaven, I have my wish for ever. 
Jul. And I mine. 

Enter Outlaws, viith DcKE and Tiil'Rlo. 

Otttlaica. A prize, a prize, a prize! 

Val. Forbear, forbear, I say ! it is my lord the duke. 
Your grace is welcome to a man disgraced, 

Banishe<l Valentine. 

DuJee. Sir Valentine! 

Thu. Yonder is Silvia; and Silvia’s mine. 

Fa/. Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy death; 
Come not within the measure of my wrath; 

Do not name Silvia tliine : if once again, 


Verona shall not hold thee. Here she stands: 

Take but possession of her with a touch : 

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love. 

Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I : 

I hold him but a fool, that will endanger 
His body for a girl that loves him not: 

I claim her not, and therefore she is thine. 

IhJu. The more degenerate and base art thou. 

To make such means for her as thou hast done 
And leave her on such slight conditions. 

Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 

And think thee worthy of an empress’ love: 

Know then, 1 hero forget all former griefs. 

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again. 

Plead a new state in thy unrival’d merit. 

To which I thus sultscribc: Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a gentleman and well derived ; 

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserved her. 

Val. I thank your grace ; the gift hath made mu happy. 
I now beseech you, for your daughter’s sake. 

To grant one b^n that I shall ask of you. 

J>uke. I grant it, for thine own, whate’er it be. 

Val. These banish’d men that I have kept withal 
Are men endued with worthy qualities: 

Forgive them what they have committed here 
And let them be recall’d from their exile: 

They are reformed, civil, full of good. 

And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 

Puke. Thou hast prevail’d ; I pardon them and thee ; 
Dispose of them as thou know’st their deserts. 

Come, let us go; we will include all jars 
With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity. 

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our discourse to make your grace to smile. 

What think you of this page, my lord ? 

Duke. I think the boy hath grace in him ; he blushes. 
Val. I warrant you, my lorrl, more grace tlian boy. 
Puke. What mean you by that saying? 

Val, Please you. I’ll tell you os we pass along, 

That you wiU wonder what hath fortuned. 

Come, Proteus; ’tis your penance but to hear 
The story of your loves discovered: 

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours; 

One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. [Exeunt. 
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ACT 1 

Scene 1 — IVuidsor. Before Page’s house. 


Filter Justice Shallow, Slendek, ami Sni Hugh Evans 

Shal. Sir Hush, persuade me not; I will make a 
Stai -chamber matter of it: if he were twenty Sir John 
Falstaffs, he shall nut abuse Hubert Shallow, csqiurc 

iSleii. In the county of Gloucester, justice uf peace 
and ‘Ooram/ 

Shal Ay, cousin Slender, and' Custaloriim.’* icuMoiiotaionini. 

Slen. Ay, and ‘Bato-lorum’ too; and a gentleman 
Ixirn, master parson; who writes himsdf 'Armigero' in 
any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation, ‘ \rniigero.’ 

SJutl. Ay, that I do; and have done any time these 
three hundred ycara. 

Slen. All his successors gone before him hath done’t; 
and all his ancestors that come after him may: they 
may give the dozen white luces in their coat. 

Shal. It is an old coat. 

Evans. The dozen white louses do become an old 
coat well ; it agrees well, passant ; it is a familiar beast 
to man, and signifies love. 

SheJ. The luce is the fresh fish; the salt fish is an 
old coat. 

Slen. I may quarter, coz. 

Shal. You may, by mairying. 

Evans. It is mairing indeed, if he quarter it. 


Shal. Kot a whit. 

Evans. Yes, py’r lady; if he has a quarter of your 
coat, there is but three skirts for yoursell, in my simple 
conjeotuies: but that is all one. If Sir John Falstaff 
have committed disparagements unto you, I am of the 
church, and will be glad to do my beneiolence to make 
atonements and compromises between you. 

Shal. The council shall hear it; it is a riot 

Evans, It is not meet the council hear a not ; there 
is no fear of Got in a liot: the council, look you, shall 
desire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot; 
take your vizaments in that 

Shal. Ha! o’ ray life, if I were young again, the 
sword should end it. 

Evans. It is petter that iriends is the sword, and end 
it: and there is also anotlier device in my prain, which 
peradventure prings gout discretions with it: there is 
Anne Page, winch is daugliter to Master Thomas Page, 
winch is pretty virginity. 

Slen, hlistress Anne Page ? She has brown hair, and 
speaks small like a woman. 

Evans. It is that fery person for all the ’orld, as just 
as you will desire , and seven hundred pounds of moneys, 
and gold and silver, is her grandsii'e upon his death’s- 
bed — Got deliver to a joyful resurrections 1 — ^give, when 
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she is able to overtake seventeen years old; it were a 
goot motion if we leave our pnbbles and prabbles, and 
desire a marriage between Master Abraham and Mistress 

Anne Page. , , i 

S/e?i, Did lier grandsire leave her seven hundred pound f 
Imrans. Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny. 
S/en I know the young gentlewoman ; she has ^od gifts. 
EraTi^ Seven hundred pounds, and possibilities, is 
goot gifts 

Shal Well, let us sec honest Master Page. Is Fal- 
staff there ^ 

Evans. Shall I tell you a lie? I do despise a liar 
as I do despise one that is false, or as I despise ono 
that is not true. The knight, Sir John, is there; and, 

I beseech you, be ruled by your well-willers. I will 
peat the door for Master Page. [A^nocis] What, hoa! 
Got pless your house here! 

Ptiffe. [ ir ithi7i ] Who*s there ? 

Enter Page. 

Evarui. Hero is Got*s plessing, and your friend, and 
Justice Shallow; and here young Master Slender, that 
peradventures shall tell you another tale, if matters grow 
to your likings. 

Page. I am glad to see your worships well I thank 
you for my venison, ilaster Shallow 
Sfuil Master Piige, I am glad to see you much good 
do it your good heart ' I wished your venison better , 
it wa.s ill killeil. How doth gooil Stistress Page ? and I 
thank you always with my heart, la’ witli my heart 
Page Sir, 1 thank you. 

S/ial. Sir, I tliank you; by yea anti no, I do 


Fagc. I am glad to see you, good Master Slender. 

Slc?i. How does your fallow greyhound, sir ? I heard 
say he was outrun on Cotsall. 

Page. It could not be judged, sir. 

Sle7i. You'll not confess, you'll not confess. 

Shal. That he will not Tis your fault, 'tis your 
fault; 'tis a good dog 

Page. A cur, sir. 

Shal. Sir. he's a good dog. and a fair dog: can there 
be more said? he is good and fair. Is Sir John Fal- 
staff here? 

Page. Sir, he is within ; and I would I could do a 
good office between you. 

Evans. It is spoke as a Christians ought to speak. 

ShaL He hath wronged me. Master Page. 

Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it 

Shal If it be confessed, it is not redre.ssed : is not 
that so, IHaster Page ? He hath wronged me ; indeed 
he hath; at a word, he hath, believe me: Kobert Shal* 
low, esquire, saith, he is wronged. 

Page. Here comes Sir John. 

Enter SiR JoHX Falstaff, B.vrdolph, Nym, and Pistol 

Fal. Now. Master Shallow, you’ll complain of me to 
the king^ 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, killed niy 
deer, and broke open my lodge 

Fal. But not kissed your keeper's daughter ^ 

Shal Tut, a pin^ this shall be answered. 

Fal. I will answer it straight, I have done all tins. 
That IS now answered. 

Shal. The council shall know this 



Fal. 'Twere better for you if it were known in counsel : 
you’ll be laughed at. 

Evans. Pauca verba, Sir John ; goot worts. 

Fal. Good worts! good cabbage. Slender, I broke 
your head: what matter have you against me? 

Slcn. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head against 
you ; and against your coney-catching rascals, Bardolph, 
Nym, and Pistol. 

Bard. You Banbury cheese I 

Slcn. Ay, it Ls no matter. 

Pist. How now, Mephostophilus ! 


Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Nym. Slice, I say! pauca, pauca: slice! that’s my 
humour. 

Slen. Where's Simple, my man ? Can you tell, coulin ^ 

Evans. Peace, I pray you. Now let us understknd. 
Them is three umpires in this matter, as I understand; 
that is, Master Page, fidelicet Master Page; and ^ere 
is myself, fidelicet myself; and the three party is, lastly 
and finally, mine host of the Garter. 

Page. We three, to hear it and end it between them. 

Evans. Fery goot: I will make a prief of it in my 





SIR JOHN f/lSTAFF OH A VISIT TO HIS FRIEND PAGE AT WINDSOR 

Mary Wftrs of Wmdsar Act I 


Act I.] 


THE MERKY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


51 


note-book; and we will afterwards *ork upon the cause 
with as great discreetly^ as we can. 

FaL Pistol ! 

Pi&L He hcai’S with ears. 

Evans, The tevil and his tarn! what phrase is this, 
‘He hears wuth ear*? why, it is affectations. 

FaL Pistol, did you pick Master Slender’s purse? 

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he (or I would I might 
never come in mine own great chamber again else) of 
seven groats in mill-sixpences, and two Edward shovel- 
boards, that cost me two shillings and two pence apiece 
of Yead Miller, by these gloves. 

FaL Is this true, Pistol ? 

Evans, No; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 

Fist, Ha, thou mountain-foreigner! Sir John and 
master mine, 

I combat challenge of this latten bilbo.* *Abunt«troni 
Word of denial in thy labros* here! 

Word of denial: froth and scum, thou liestl 

SleTi, By these gloves, then, *twas he 

Nym, Ife avised, sir, and pass good humours: I 
will say ‘ marry trap * with you, if you run the nut- 
hook’s* humour on me; that is the very note of it. ^c^****!***’* 

Sleii, By this hat, then, he in the red face had it ; 
for though I cannot remember what I did when you 
made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an ass. 

FaL What say you, Scarlet and John? 

Bard, Why, sir, for my part, I say the gentleman 
had drunk hinxself out of his five sentences. 

Evans. It is liis live senses: fie, what the ignorance is! 

Bard, And being fap, sir, was, as they say, cashiered ; 
and so conclusions passed tlie careires.* • ^ btiunour 

Slen, Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but *tis no 
matter : I’ll ne’er be drunk whilst I live again, but in 
honest, civil, godly company, for this trick: if I be 
drunk, I’ll be drunk with those that have the fear of 
God, and not with dnuiken knaves. 

Evans. So Got ’udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 

FaL You hear all these matters denied, gentlemen; 
you hear it. 

Enter Anne Page, with xome; Mistress Ford and 
Mistress Page, /ollowbig. 

Faye, Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we’ll drink 
within. [Exit Anne Faye, 

SUn. O heaven! this is Mistress Anne Page. 

Faye. How now, Mistress Ford! 

FaL Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very well 
met : by your leave, good mistress. [JSTtsses her, 

Faye, Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome. Come, 
we have a hot venison pasty to dinner; come, gentV- 
men, I hope we shall drink down all unkindness. 

[Exeunt all except Shal., Slev ami Evans. 

Slen, I had rather than forty shillings I had my 
Book of Songs and Sonnets here. 

Enter SIMPLE. 

How now. Simple! where have you been? I must 
w’ait on myself, must I? You have not the Book of 
Kiddles about you, have you ? 

Sim. Book of Biddles! why, did you not lend it to 
Alice Shortcake upon All-hallowmas lost, a fortnight 
afore Michaelmas? 

Shal, Come, coz; come, coz; we stay for you. A 
word with you, coz; marry, this, coz: there is, as 
’twerc, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by 
Sir Hugh here. Do you understand me? 

Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable; if it be 
so, I shall do that that is reason. 

Shal. Nay, but undei-stand me. 


Slen. So I do, sir. 

Evans, Give ear to his motions. Master Slender: I will 
description the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen, Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow says : I 
pray you, pardon me; he’s a justice of peace in his 
country, simple though I stand here 

Evans But that is not the (question : the question 
is concerning your marriage. 

Shal. Ay, there’s the point, sir. 

Evans, Marry, is it; the very point of it; to Mistress 
Anne Page. 

Slen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her upon any 
reasonable demands. 

Evans. But can you affection the ’ornan ? Ixt us 
command to know that of your mouth or of your lips, 
for divers philosopliers hold that the lips is parcel of 
the mouth. Therefore, precisely, can you carry your 
good will to the maid? 





Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love her? 

Slen, I hope, sir, I >vill do as it shall become one 
that would do reason. 

Evans, Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies ! you must speak 
possitable, if you can carry her your desires towards her 

Shal, That you must. Will you, upon good dowry, 
marry her? 

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that, upon your 
request, cousin, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet coz : what 
I do is to pleasure you, coz. Can you love the maid ? 

Slen, 1 will marry her, sir, at your request: but if 
there he no great love in the beginning, yet heaven 
may decrease it upon bettei acquaintance, when wx are 
married and have more occasion to know one another; 
I hope, upon familiarity will grow more contempt : hut 
if you say, ‘Marry her,’ I will marry her; that I am 
freely dissolved, and dissolutely. 

Evans, It is a fery discretion answxr; save the faui’ 
is in the *ort ‘ dissolutely :' the ’ort is, according to our 
meaning, ‘resolutely:* liis meaning is good. 

Shal. Ay, I think my cousin meant well. 

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, 

Shot. Here comes fair Mistress Anne. 
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Re-enter Anne Page. 

Would I were young, for your sake, Mistress Anne! 

Anne. The dinner is on the table ; my father desires 
your worships’ company. 

Shal. I will wait on him, fair Mistress Anne 

£mn$. Od’s plessed will ' I will not be absence at 
the grace. [Ejceunt Shallow and JEvans. 

Anne. Will’t please your worship to come in, sir? 

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; I am 
veiy well 

Anne. The dinner attends you, sir. 

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forsooth. 
Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon my 
cousin Shallow. Simple."] A justice of peace 

sometimes may be beholden to his friend for a man. 
I keep but three men and a boy yet, till my mother 
be dead: but what though? yet I live like a poor 
gentleman born. 

Anne. I may not go in without your worship: they 
will not sit till you come. 

Slen. 1’ faith. I’ll eat nothing; I thank you as 
much as though I did. 


for it is a 'oman that altogether’s acquaintance with 
Mistress Anne Page: and the letter is, to desire and 
require her to solicit your master’s desires to Mistress 
Anne Page. I pray you, be gone: I will make an end 
of my dinner ; there’s pippins and cheese to come. 

[Exeunt 

Scene III . — A room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstafe, Host, Bard6lph, Nym, Pistol, 
and Robin. 

Fal. Mine host of the Garter! 

Host. What says ray bully-rook? speak scholarly and 
wisely 

Pal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away some of my 
followers. 

Host. Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier : let them wag , 
trot, trot. 

Fal. I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Thou’rt an emperor, Csesar, Keisar, and Pheezar. 
1 will entertain Bardolph ; he shall draw, he shall tap : 
said I well, bully Hector? 

Fal. Do so, good mine host. 


Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in. 

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you. I 
bruised my shin th’ other day with playing at 
sword and dagger with a master of fence; three 
veneys* for a dish of stewed prunes; 
and, by my troth, I cannot abide the smell of hot 
meat since. Why do your dogs bark so ^ be there 
bears i’ the town? 

Anne. I think there are, sir; I heard them 
talked of 

Slen. I love the sport well ; but I shall as 
soon quarrel at it as any man in England. You 
are afraid, if you see the bear loose, are you not \ 

Anne. Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen. That’s meat and drink to me, now. I 
have seen Sackerson loose twenty times, and have 
taken him by the chain ; but, I warrant you, the 
women have so cried and shrieked at it, that 
it passed : but women, indeed, cannot abide ’em ; 
they are very ill-favoured rough things. 

Be-enter Page. 

Page. Come, gentle Master Slender, come ; 
we stay for you. 

Slen. Ill eat nothing, I thank you, sir 

Page. By cock and pie, you shall not choose, 
sir! come, come. 



/Sen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

Po^. Come on, sir. 

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

Anne. Not I, sir; pray you, keep on. 

Slen. Truly, I vrill not go first; truly, la! 1 will 
not do yon that wrong. 

Anru. I pray you, sir. 

Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly than troublesome. 
You do yourself wrong, indeed, la! [Exeunt 

Scene II . — The acme. 

Enter SiB Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Evans. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius’ 
howe which is the way: and there dwells one Mistress 
Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurse, or his 
dry nurse, or his cook, or his laundry, his washer, and 
his wringer. 

Sim. Well, sir. 

Evarw. Nay, it is petter yet Give her this letter; 


Host. I have spoke; let him follow. [To Bard.] Let me 
see thee froth and lime : I am at a word ; follow. [Exit. 

Fal. Bardolph, follow him. A tapster is a good trade ; 
an old cloak makes a new jerkin; a withered serving- 
man a fresh tapster. Go; adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that ‘I have desired ; I will thrive. 
Pist. 0 base Hungarian wight! wilt thou the spigot 
wield ? [Exit Saraplph 

Nym. He was gotten in drink: is not the huiiour 
conceited ? , 

Fal. 1 am glad I am so acquit of this tinder<^x: 
his thefts were too open ; his filching was like aiif un- 
skilful singer; he kept not time. 

Nym. 'The good humour is to steal at a minute’s ‘rest 
Pitt. ' Convey,’ the wise it call. ‘ Steal I’ foh 1 a fico 
for the phrase! 

Fal. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels. 

Pist. Why, toon, let kibes’ ensue. »ckiauB« 

Fal. There i.< no remedy; I must coney-catch; I 
must shift. 
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Pist Young ravens must have food. 

FaL Which of you know Ford of this town^ 

Pist, I ken the wight: he is of substance good 
FaL My honest lads, 1 will tell you what I am about. 
Piat Two yards, and more. 

Fal No quips now. Pistol ! Indeed, I am in the waist 
two yards atout; but I am now about no waste; I am 
about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love to Ford’s 
wife; 1 spy entertainment in her; she discourses, slic 



carves, she gives the leer of invitation: I can construe 
the action of her ftiniihar style; and the hardest voice 
of her behaviour, to l^e Englished rightly, is, * I am Sir 
John Falstaflfs.’ 

PisL He hath studied her will, and translated her 
will, out of honesty into English. 

Nym, The anchor is deep: will that humonr pass? 

FaL Now, the report goes she has all the rule of 
her husband's purse: he hath a legion of angels. 

PisL As many devils entertain; and *To her, boy,' say I. 

Nym. The liuinour riso<^ , it is good : humour me the 
angels. 

FaL I have writ me here a letter to hei . and here 
another to Page’s wife, who even now gave me good 
eyes too, examined my parts with most judicious mil- 
lades:* sometimes the beam of her view gilded 
my foot, sometimes my portly belly. 

Piat. Then did the sun on dunghill shine. 

Nym. I thank thee for that humour. 

FaL 0, she did so course o’er my exteriors with such 
a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did seem 
to scorch me up like a burning-glass! Here's another 
letter to her: she bears the purse too; she is a region 
in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be cheater to 
them both, and they shall be exchequers t' me ; they 
shall be my East and West Indies, and I will trade to 
them both. Go, bear thou this letter to Mistiness Page, 
and thou this to Mistress Fonl: we will thrive, lads, 
we will thrive. 

Piat Shall I Sir Pandarus of Tixiy become, 

And by my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer take all ! 

Nym. I will run no liase humour: here, take the 
humour-letter; 'I will keep the ’haviour of reputation. 

Fnl. [To Bohin.'\ Hold, sirrali, bear you these letters 
tightly ; 

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. 

Rogues, hence, avaunt I vanish like hailstones, go ; 
Trudge, plod away o* the hoof ; seek shelter, pack I 
Falstaff will learn the humour of the age, 

French thrift, you rogues; myself and skirted page. 

[Ejsmni Falataff and Jtobin. 


Piat. Let vultures gripe thy guts! for gourd and 
fullam» holds, .ratacdi-. 

And high and low beguiles the rich and poor; 

Tester I'll have in pouch when thou shalt lack. 

Base Phrygian Turk! 

Nym. I have operations in my head, which be 
humours of revenge. 

Piat. Wilt thou revenge ? 

Nym. By welkin and her star! 

Pist. With wit or steel ^ 

Wym With both the humours, I : 

I will discuss tile humour of this love to Page. 

P 28 t. And I to Ford shall eke unfold 
How Falstaff, varlet vile, 

His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 

And his soft couch defile. 

Nym. My humour shall not cool: I will incense 
Page to deal with poison; I will possess him with 
yellowness, for the revolt of mine is dangerous: that 
IS my true humour. 

Pist. Thou art the Mars of malecontents ; I second 
thee ; troop on [Exeunt. 

ScEXE IV. — A room in Doctor Caius’ Jumae. 

Enter Mistress Quickly, Simple, and Rugby. 

Quuk. What, John Rugby ! I pray thee, go to the 
casement, and see if you can see my master, Master 
Doctor Caius, coming. If he do, i* faith, and find any 
body in the house, here will be an old abusing of God’s 
patience and the king’s English. 

Pug. I’ll go watch. 

Quick. Go; and we’ll have a posset for't soon at 
mght, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire [Exit 
Pugby.] An honest, willing kind fellow, as ever servant 



shall come in house withal, and, I warrant you, no tell- 
tale nor no breed-bate: his worst fault is, that he is 
given to prayer; he is something peevish that way; 
but nobody but has his fault ; but let that pass. Peter 
Simple, you say your name is? 

Sim, Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quick. And Master Slender’s your master? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth. 
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Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard, like a 
glover's paring-knife? 

Sim. No, forsooth: he hath but a little wee face, 
with a little yellow beard, a Cain-coloured beard. 

Quidc. A softly-sprighted man, is he not? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth: but he is as tall a man of his 
hands as any is between this and his head ; he hath 
fought with a warrener. 

Quxek. How say you ? O, I should remember him : docs 
he not hold up his head, as it were, and strut in his gait ? 

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he. 

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse 
fortune ! Tell Master Parson Evans I will do what I can 
for your master: Anne is a good girl, and I wish — 

Re-enter Rugby. 

Rug. Out, alas! here comes my master. 

Quick. We shall all be shent’ Run in here, ’ 
good young man; go into this closet: he will not stay 
long. Simple in the closet.] What, John Rugby ! 

John! what, John, I say! Go, John, go inquire for my 
master; I doubt he be not well, that ho comes not 
home.-^Sin^'in^.] And down, down, adown-a, &c. 

Enter DOCTOR Cajus. 

Cains. Vat is you sing? I do not like dese toys. 
Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet un boitier 
vert, a box, a green-a box: do intend vat I speak? a 
green-a box. 

Quidk. Ay, forsooth; I'll fetch it you. [Aside.] I 
am glad he went not in himself: if he had found the 
young man, he would have been horn-mad. 

Cains. IFe, fe, fe, fe! ma foi, il fait fort chaud. Je 
m'en vais a la cour — la grande affaire. 

Quick. Is it this, sir? 

Cains. Oui ; mette le au mon pockH : depdche, 

quickly. Vere is dat knave Rugby ? 

Quick. What, John Rugby ! John ! 

Rug. Here, sir ! 

Cains. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack 
Ru^by. Come, take-a your rapier, and come after my 
hem to the court. 

Rug. Tis ready, sir, here in the porch. 

Cains. By my trot, 1 tarry too long. Od's me! 
Qu'ai-j'oublid ! dete is some simples in my closet, dat I 
vill not for the varld I shall leave behind 

Quick. Ay me, he’ll find the young man there, and 
be mad! 

Caius. 0 diable, diable! v'at is in my closet? Villain! 
larron I [Pulting l^mple out.] Rugby, my rapier ! 

Quick. Good master, be content. 

Cains. Wherefore shall I be content-a? 

Quide. The young man is an honest man. 

Gains. What shw de honest man do in my closet? 
dere is no honest man that shall come in my closet. 

Quick. I beseech you, be not so phlegmatic. Hear 
the truth of it; he came of an errand to me from 
Parson Hugh. 

Oaitts. YelL 

Sim Ay, forsooth; to desire her to — 

Quidc. Peace, I pray you. 

Cains. Peace-a your tongue. Speak-a your talc. 

Sim To desire this honest gentlewomi.n, your maid, 
to speak a good word to Mistress Anne Page for my 
master in the way of marriage. 

QuieL This is all, indeed, la! but I’ll ne’er put my 
fiium in the fire, and need not. 

Uaius. Sir Hugh send-a you? Rugby, baillez me 
some paper. Tarry you a little a-while. [Wrties. 

Quick. [Aside to Simple.] I am ^ad he is so quiet: 


if he had been throughly moved, you should have 
heard him so loud and so melancholy. But notwith- 
standing, man. I'll do your master what good 1 can: 
and the very yea and the no is, the French doctor, my 
master — I may call him my master, look you, for 1 
keep his house; and I wash, wring, brew, bake, scour, 
dress meat and drink, make the beds, and do all myself — 



Sim [Aside to Quiekig.] ’Tis a great chaige, to 
come under one body’s hand. * **•” 

Quick. [Aside to Simple.] Are you avised o’ that 
you shall find it a great charge: and to be up early 
and down late; but notwithstanding (to tell you in 
your ear; I would have no words of it), my master 
himself is in love with Mistress Anne Page: but not- 
withstanding that (I know Anne’s mind), tliat’s neither 
here nor there. 

Caius. You jack’nape, give-a this letter to Sir Hugh; 
by gar, it is a shallcnge : 1 will cut his troat in de 
park; and I will teach a scurvy jack-a-nape priest to 
meddle or make. You may be gone; it is not good 
you tarry here. By gar, I will cut all his two stones; 
by gar, he shall not have a stone to throw at his dog. 

[Exit Simple. 

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his Mend. 

Cains. It is no matter-a ver dat: do not you tell-a 
me dat I shall have Anne Page for myself? By gar, I 
vill kill de Jack priest; and 1 have appointed mine 
host of de Jarteer to measure our weapon. By gar, I 
will myself have Anne Page. 

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be well. 
We must give folks leave to prate: what, the good-jer! 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court with me. By gar, if 
I have not Anne Page, 1 shall turn your head out of my 
door. Follow my heels, Rugby. [Exeunt Caius and ifu^. 

Quick. You shall have An fool’s-head of your own. 
No, I know Anne’s mind for that: never a womtn in 
Windsor knows more of Anne’s mind than I doj nor 
can do more than I do with her, I thank heaven. 

Fent. [WUhin.] Who's within there? ho! 

Quick. Who’s there, I trow 7 Come near the house, 
I pray you. 

ErUer Fenton. 

Femi. How now, good woman! how dost thou? 

Quick. The better that it pleases your good worship 
to ask. i 

Fent. What news? how does pretty Mistress Anne? 

Quide. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and honest. 
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and mntle; and one that is your friend, I can tell you 
that oy the way ; I praise heaven for it. 

Fenf. Shall I do any good, thiukest thou? shall I 
not lose my suit ? 

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above: but 
notwithstanding. Master Fenton, I’ll be sworn on a 
book, she loves you. Have not your worship a wart 
above your eye ? 

Fent. Yes, marry, have I ; what of that * 

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith, it is 
such another Nan; but, I detest, an honest maid as 
ever broke bread; we had an hour’s talk of that wart. 
I shall never laugh but in that maid’s company ? But, 


indeed, she is given too much to allicboly* and musing: 
but lor you — well, go to. 

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day. Hold, there’s 
money for thee ; let me have thy voice in my behalf : 
il thou seest her before me, commend me. 

Quick. Will 1 ? i’ faith, that w'e will ; and I will 
tell your worship more of the wart the next time we 
have confidence; and of other wooers. 

FcTit. Well, farewell ; I am in great haste now. 

Quick. Farewell to your worship. [Exit Fentoni] 
Truly, an honest gentleman ; but Anne loves him not ; 
for I know Anne’s mind as well as another does. Out 
upon’tl what have I forgot? [ExU. 



ACT II. 

Scene I — Before Pace's house. 


Enter Mistress Page, vnth a letter. 

Mrs. Page. What, have I scaped love-letters in the 
holiday time of my beauty, and am I now a subject- for 
them? Let me see. [iJernis. 

‘ Ask me no reason why I love you ; for though 
Love use Reason for his physician, he adn i him. not 
for his counsellor. You are not young, no more am I; 
go to then, there’s sympathy: you are merry, so am I ; 
ha, ha! then there’s more sympathy; you love sack, 
and so do I ; would you desire better sympathy ? let 
it suffice thee. Mistress Page — at the least, if the love 
of soldier can suffice — that I love thee. I will not say, 
pity me; ’tis not a soldier-like phrase; but I say, love 
me. By me. 

Thine own true knight, 

By day or night. 

Or any kind of light. 

With all his might 

For thee to fight. John Falstaff.’ 

What a Herod of Jewry is this! 0 wicked, wicked 
world 1 One that is well-nigh worn to pieces with age. 


to show himself a young gallant! What an unweighed 
liehaviour hath this Flemish drunkard picked — with the 
devil’s name ! — out of my conversation, that he dares in 
this manner assay me ? Why, he hath not been thrice 
in my company ! What should I say to him ? I was 
tbr-n frugal of my mirth : Heaven forgive me ! Why, 
I’ll exhibit a bill in the parliament for the putting 
down of fat men. How shall I be revenged on him? 
for revenged I will be, as sure as his guts are made of 
puddings. 

Etvtcr Mistress Ford. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page ' trust me, I was going to 
your house. 

Mrs. Page. And, trust me, I was coming to you. 
You look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe that; I have to 
show to the contrary. 

Mrs. Page. Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs. Fc^. Well, I do then ; yet I say I could show 
you to the contraiy. O Mistress Page, give me some 
counsel! 
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Mrs. Page. 'What’s the matter, woinaa? 

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one trifling 
respect, I could come to such honour! 

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman ! take the honour. 
What is it? dispense with trifles; what is it? 

Mrs. Ford. If 1 would but go to hell for an eternal 
moment or so, 1 could be knighted. 

Mrs. Page. What? thou liest! Sir Alice Ford! 
These knights will hack ; and so thou shouldst not alter 
the article of thy gentry. 

Mrs. Ford. We bum daylight: here, read, read; 
perceive how I might be knighted. 1 shall think the 
worse of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make 
difference of men’s liking: and yet he would not swear; 
praised women’s modesty; and gave such orderly and 
well-behaved reproof to all uncomcliness, that I would 
have sworn his disposition would have gone to the 
truth of his words ; but they do no more adhere and 
keep place together than the Hundredth Psalm to the 
tune of ‘Green Sleeves.’ What tempest, I trow, threw 
this whale, with so many tuns of oil in his belly, 
ashore at Windsor? How shall I be revenged on him? 
I think the best way were to entertain him with hope, 
till the wicked Are of lust have melted him in his own 
grease. Bid you ever hear the like? 

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter, but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs! To thy great comfort in this 
mystery of ill opinions, here’s the twin-brother of thy 
letter: but let thine inherit first; for, 1 protest, mine 
never shall. I warrant he hath a thousand of these 
letters, writ with blank space for different names — sure, 
more — and these are of the second edition: he will 
print them, out of doubt; for he cares not what he 
puts into the press, when he would put us two. I had 
rather be a giantess, and lie under Mount Pelion. Well, 
I will find you twenty lascivious turtles ere one chaste 
maa 

Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very same; the very 
hand, the very wo^s. What doth he think of us? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not: it makes me almost 
ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. I’ll entertain 
myself like one that I am not acquainted withal ; for, 
sure, unless he know some strain * in me, * 
that I know not myself, he would never have boarded 
me in this fury. 

Mrs. Ford. ‘Boarding,’ call you it? I’ll be sure to 
keep him above deck. 

Mrs. Page. So will I: if he come under my hatches, 
I’ll never to sea again. Let’s be revenged on him : let’s 
appoint him a meeting; give him a show of comfort in 
his suit and lead him on with a fine-baited delay, till 
he hath pawned his horses to mine host oi the Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, 1 will consent to act any villany 
against him, that may not sully the chariness of our 
honesty. O, that my husband saw this letter! it would 
give eternal food to his jealousy. 

Mrs. Page. Why, look where he comes; and my 
good man too: he's as far from jealousy as I am from 
giving him cause ; and that, I hope, is au immeasurable 
distance. 

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs. Page. Let’s consult toother against this greasy 
knight Come hither. \They retire. 

Enter Ford with Pistol, and Page with Nru. 

Ford. Well, I hope it be not so. 

Pist. Hope is a ciirtal dog in some affairs : 

Sir John affects thy wife. 

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young. 


[Act II. 

I^st. He wooes both high and low, both rich and poor. 
Both young and old, one with another, Foid; 

He loves the gallimauiry: Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife I 

Pist. With liver burning hot Prevent: or w thou, 
Like Sir Actieon he, with Ringwood at thy he^ : 

O, odious is the name! 

Ford. What name, sir? 

Pist. The horn, 1 say. Farewell. 

Take heed, have open eye, for thieves do foot by night: 
Take heed, ere summer comes or cuckoo-biixls do sing. 
Away, Sir Corporal Nyni! 

Believe it. Page; he speaks sense. [Exit. 

Ford. [Aside.] I will be patient ; I will find out this. 
ATym. [To Page.] And this is true; I like not the 
humour of lying. He hath wronged me in some humours: 
I should have borne the humoured letter to her; but 1 
have a sword and it shall bite upon my necessity. He 
loves your wife; there’s the short and the long, hly 
name is Corporal Nym; I speak and I avouch; ’tis 
true: my name is Nym, and Falstaff loves your wife. 
Adieu. I love not the humour of bread and cheese, and 
there’s the humour of it. Adieu. [Exit. 

Page. ‘The humour of it.’ quoth a’! here’s a fellow 
frights English out of his wits. 



Ford. I will seek out Falstaff. 

Page. I never heanl such a drawling, affecting rogua 

Ford. If I do find it: well. 

Page. I will not believe such a Catalan, though the 
priest o’ the town commended him for a true man. 

Ford. ’Twas a graxl sensible fellow: well. 

Page. How now, Meg! 

[Mrs. Page and Mrs. Ford come forward. 

Mrs. Page. Whither go you, George? Hark ybu. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank ! why art thou 
melancholy ? 

Ford. I melancholy! I am not melancholy. Gft you 
home, go. 

Mrs. Ford. 'Faith, thou host some crotchets thy 
head. Now, will you go, Mistress Page? 

Mrs. P(we. Have with you. You'll come to dinner, 
Geoige. [Aside to Mrs. Ford^ Look who comes ybnder: 
she shall be our messenger to this paltry knight 

Mrs. Ford. [Aside to Mrs. Page.] Trust me, I thought 
on her: she’ll fit it 

Elder Mistress Quickly. 

Mrs. Page You are come to see my daughter Anne? 
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Quick. Ay, forsooth; and, I pray, how does good 
Mistress Anne ? 

Mrs, Page, Go in with us and see : wc have an 
hour's talk with you. 

\Exc%int Mrs. Page, Mi's. Ford, and Mrs. QuuUjf 

Page. How now, Master Ford ! 

Foi'd. You hcar(l wliat this knave told me. did you not? 

Page. Yes: and you heard what the otlier told me? 

Ford. Do you think there is truth in tlieni? 

Page. Hang 'em, slaves! I do not think the knight 
would offer it: but these that accuse him in his intent 
towards our wives are a yoke of liis discarded men , 
very rogues, now they be out of service. 

Ford. Were they his men? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Ford. I like it never the better for that. Docs lie 
lie at the Garter^ 

Page. Ay. many, does hc\ If he should intend this 
voyage towards my wife, 1 would turn her loose to him, 
and what he gets more of her than sharp words, let it 
lie on my heml. 

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife; but I would be 
loath to turn them together. A man may be too con- 
fident: I would have nothing he on my head: I cannot 
be thus satisfied. 

Page. I/)ok where my ranting liost of the Garter 
comes: there is either liquor in his pate or money in 
his purse when he looks so merrily. 

Enter Host. 

How now, mine host^ 

Host. How now, bully-rook * thou’rt a gentleman 
Cavaleiro-justice, I say! 

Enter Shallow. 

Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow. Good even and 
twenty, good Master Page! Master Page, will you go 
with us? we liave sport in hand. 

Host. Tell him, cavaleiro-justice; tell him, bully-rook. 

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir 
Hugh the Welsh piicst and Cuius the French doctor. 

Ford. Good mine host o' the Garter, a woid with you 

[Drawing him aside. 

Host. AVhat sayest thou, my bully-rook? 

Shal. [To Page^ Will you go with us to behold it^ 
My merry host hath had the measuring of their weapons, 
and, 1 think, hath appointed them contrary places; for, 
believe me, 1 hear tlic parson is no jester. Hark, I will 
tell you what our sport shall he. [They converse apart 

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my 
guest-cavalier ? 

Ford. None, I protest: but I'll give you a pottle 
burnt sack to give me recourse to him, and tell him my 
name is Brook ; only for a jest. 

Host. My hand, bully; thou shalt have egress and 
regress ; said I well ? and thy name shall be Brook. 
It is a meri’y knight. Will you go, rayn-heers? 

Shal. Have with you, mine host 

Page. I have heard the Frenchman hath good skill 
ill his rapier. 

Shal. Tut, sir, I couhl have told you more. In 
these times you stand on distance, your passes, stocca- 
docs, and I know not what : *tia the heart, Master Page ; 
'tis here, 'tis here. I have seen the time, with my long 
sword I would have made you four tall fellows skip 
like rats. 

Host. Here, boys, here, here ! shall we wag ? 

Page. Have with you. I had rather hear them scold 
than fight [Exeunt Host, Shallow, and Page. 

Fom. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands so 


firmly on his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put off my 
opinion so easily: she was in his company at Pagers 
house; and what they made there, I know not. Well, I 
will look further into 't : and I have a disguise to sound 
Fcilstaff. If 1 find her lionest, 1 lose not my labour/ 
if she be otherwise, 'tis labour well bestowed. [Exit 

Scene II — A room in the Gaiter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Pistol. 

Fal. 1 will not lend thee a penny. 

Pist. Why, llieri the world’s mine oyster, 

Which 1 with .sword will ojicn 

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, sir, you 
should lay my countenance to pawn : I liave grated 
uj)on my good friends for three reprieves for you and 
your coacli-fellow Nyni ; or else you liad looked through 
the grate, like a geminy of baboons. I am damned in 
hell for swearing to gentlemen my friends, you were 
good soldiers and tall fellows; and w’hen Mistress Brid- 
get lost the handle of her fan, I took't upon mine 
liunour tliou hadst it not. 



Pist. Didst not thou share ? hadst thou not fifteen 
pence? 

Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason; thinkest thou HI 
endanger my soul gratis? At a word, hang no more 
about me, I am no gibbet for you. Go. A short knife 
and a throng ! To your manor of Pickt-hatch ^ Go. 
You’ll not bear a letter for me, you rogue! you stand 
upon your honour! Why, thou unconfinable baseness, 
it is as much as I can do to keep the terms of my 
honour precise : I, I, I myself sometimes, leaving the fear 
of God on the left hand and hiding mine honour hi my 
necessity, am fain to shuffle, to hedge, and to lurch ; and 
yet you, rogue, will ensconce your rags, your cat-a- 
mountain looks, your red-lattice phrases,* and 
our bold-beating oaths, under the shelter of your 
onour ! You will not do it, you ! 

Pist. I do relent: what would thou more of man? 

Enter RoBiN. 

Pob. Sir, here's a woman would speak with you. 

Fal. Let her approach. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Quick. Give your worship good morrow. 

Fal. Good morrow, good wife. 

Quick. Not so, an’t please your worship. 

Fal, Good maid, then. 

Quidc. 1*11 be sworn, 
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As my mother was, the first hour I was bom. 

Fal. 1 do believe the swearer. What with me? 

Quick. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word or two ? 

Fal. Two thousand, fair woman; and I’ll vouchsafe 
thee the hearing. 

Quick. There is one Mistress Ford, sir — I pray, come 
a little nearer this ways — I myself dwell with Master 
Doctor Caius. 

Fal. Well, on: Mistress Ford, you say — 

Quick. Your worship says very true: I pray your 
worship, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears; mine own people, 
mine own people. 

Quick. Are they so 7 God bless them and make them 
his servants ! 

Fal. Well, Mistress Ford : what of her ? 

Quick. Why, sir, she’s a good creature. Lord, I^ord! 
your worship’s a wanton! Well, heaven forgive you 
and all of us, I pray! 

Fal. Mistress Ford; come. Mistress Ford — 



Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long of it; 
jm have brought her into such a canaries* as 
’tis wonderful. The best courtier of them all, when the 
court lay at Windsor, could never have brought her to 
such a canary. Yet there has been knights, and lords, 
and gentlemen, with their coaches, I warrant you, coach 
after coach, letter after letter, gift after gift; smelling so 
sweetly, all musk, wd so rushling, I warrant you, in 
silk and gold ; and in such alligant terms ; and in such 
wine and sugar of the best and the fairest, that would 
have won any woman's heart; and, I warrant you, they 
could never get an eye-wink of her: I had myself 
twenty angels given me this morning; but I defy all 
angels, in aiw such sort, as they say, but in the way of 
honesty: and, I warrant you, they could never get her 
so much as sip on a cup with the proudest of them all : 
and yet there has been earls, nay, which is more, pen- 
sionera; but, I warrant you, all is one with her. 

FW. But what says she to me? brief, my good 
she-Mercuiy. 


Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter, for tlie 
which she thanks you a thousand times ; and she gives 
you to notify that her husband will be absence from 
his house between ten and eleven. 

Fal. Ten and eleven? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth; and then you may come and 
see the piettue, she says, that you wot of: Master Ford, 
her husband, will be from home. Alas ! the sweet woman 
leads an ill life with him: he’s a very jealousy man: 
she leads a very frampold'^ life with him, t c«t»»ii«royi 
good heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven. 'Woman, commend me to her; 
I will not fail her. 

Quick. Why, you say well. But I have another 
messenger to your worship. Mistress Page hath her 
hearty commendations to you too: and let me tell you 
in your ear, she’s as fartiious a civil modest wife, and 
one, 1 tell you, that will not miss you morning nor 
evening prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe’er be the other: 
and she bade me tell your worship that her husband is 
seldom from home; but she hopes there will come a 
time. I never knew a woman so dote upon a man: 
surely I think you have charms, la; yes, in truth. 

Fal. Not I, I assure thee: setting the attraction of 
my good parts aside, I have no other charms. 

Quick. Blessing on your heart for’t! 

Fal. But, I pray thee, tell me this: has Ford’s wife 
and Page's wife acquainted each other how they love me ? 

Quick. That were a jest indeed ! they have not so 
little grace, I hope : that were a trick indeed ! But 
Mistress Page would desire you to send her your little 
page, of all loves: her husband has a mar^'ellous in- 
fection to the little page; and truly Master Page is an 
honest man. Never a wife in Windsor leads a better 
life than she does : do what she will, say what she 
will, take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise when 
she list, all is as she will: and truly she deserves it^ 
for if there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is one. 
You must send her your page; no remedy. 

Fal. Why, I will 

Quick. Nay, but do so, then: and, look you, he may 
come and go Itetween you both; and in any case have 
a nay-word, that you may know one another’s mind, and 
the boy never need to understand any thing; for 'tis 
not good that children should know any wickedness: 
old folks, you know, have discretion, as they say, and 
know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to them both: 
there’s my purse; I am yet thy debtor. Boy, go along 
with this woman. [Exeunt Afistress Quickly and JSpfrtn.] 
This news distracts me! 

Fist. This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers: 

Clap on more sails; pwsue; up with your fights: 

Give fire: she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all! [Exd. 

Fal. Sayest thou so, old Jack? go thy ways{ I’ll 
make more of thy old body than 1 have done. W’ill 
they yet look after thee? Wilt thou, after the expense 
of so much money, bo now a gainer? Good bojy, I 
thank thee. Let them say 'tis grossly done; so It be 
fairly done, no matter. ^ 

Enter Baroolph. 

f 

Bard, _ Sir John, there's one Master Brook felow 
would fain speak with you, and be acquainted with you ; 
and hath sent your worship a morning’s draught of sack. 

Fal. Brook is his name? 

Bard. Ay, sir. 

Fal. Call him in. [Eseit Bardtdfh.'\ Such Brooks are 
welcome to me, that o’erflow such liquor. Ah, ha I 
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Mistress Ford and Mistress Page, have I encompassed 
you? go to; via! 

Be-evUer Bardolph, with Ford disguised. 

Ford. Bless you, sir! 

Fal. And you, sir! Would you speak with me? 

Ford. 1 make bold to press with so little preparation 
upon you. 

Fal. You’re welcome. What’s your will? 

Give us leave, drawer. [Exit Bardolph. 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent much; 
my name is Brook. 

Fal. Good Master Brook, I desire more acquaintance 
of you. 

Ford. Good Sir John, I sue for yours : not to charge 
you; for I must let you understand I think myself in 
better plight for a lender than you are : the which hath 
something emboldened me to this unseasoned intrusion; 
for they say, if money go before, all ways do lie open. 

Fal. Money is a go(^ soldier, sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here 
troubles me: if you will help to bear it. Sir John, take 
all, or half, for easing me of the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, I know not how 1 may deserve to be your 
porter. 



Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the 
hearing. 

Fal. Speak, good Master Brook: I shall be glad to 
be your servant 

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar. I will be brief 
with you; and you have been a man long known to 
mo, though 1 had never so good means, as desire, to make 
•myself acquainted with you. I shall discover a thing 
to you, wherein I must very much lay ope mine own 
imperfection: but, good Sir John, as you have one eye 
upon my follies, as you hear them unfolded, turn another 
into the register of your own ; that I may pass with a 
reproof the easier, sith you youi’self know how easy it 
is to be such an offender. 

Fal. Very well, sir; proceed. 

Ford. Them is a gentlewoman in this town ; her 
husband’.s name is Ford. 

Fal. Well, sir. 

Ford. I have long loved her, and, I protest to you, 
bestowed much on licr; followed her with a dotinu 
observance; engrossed opportunities to meet her; fee’d 
every slight occasion that could but niggardly give me 
sight of her; not only bought many presents to give 
her, but have given largely to many to know what she 
would have given; briefly, I have pursued her as love 


hath pursued me, which hath been on the wing of all 
occasions. But whatsoever I have merited, either in my 
mind or in my means, meed, I am sure, I have received 
none; unless experience be a jewel that 1 have pur- 
chased at an infinite rate, and that hath taught me to 
say this: 

'Love like a shadow flies w^hen substance love pursues; 
Pursuing that that flies, and flying what pursues.’ 

Fal. Have you received no promise of satisfaction at 
her hands ? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you importuned her to such a purpose? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your love, then ? 

Ford. Like a fair house built on another man's ground ; 
so that I have lost my edifice by mistaking the place 
where I erected it. 

Fal. To what purpose have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When I have told you that, 1 have told you 
all. Some say, that though she appear honest to me, 
yet in other places she enlargeth her mirth so far that 
there is shrewd construction made of her. Now, Sir 
John, here is the heart of my purpose: you are a 
gentleman of excellent breeding, admirable discourse, of 
great admittance, authentic in your place and person, 
generally allowed for your many war-like, court-like, and 
learned preparations. 

Fal.. O, sir! 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it. There is money; 
spend it, spend it; spend more; spend all 1 have; only 
give me so much of your time in exchange of it, as to 
lay an amiable siege to the honesty of this Ford's wife : 
use your ait of wooing; win her to consent to you: if 
any man may, you may as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of your 
affection, that I should win what you would enjoy? 
Methinks you prescribe to yourself very preposterously. 

Ford. O, understand my drift. She dwells so secuiely 
on the excellency of her honour, that the folly of my 
soul dares not present itself: she is too bright to be 
looked against. Now, could I come to her with any 
detection in my hand, my desires had instance and 
argument to commend themselves: I could drive her 
then from the ward of her purity, her reputation, her 
marriage-vow, and a thousand other her defences, which 
now are too too strongly embattled against me. What 
say you to’t, Sir John? 

Fal. Master Brook, I will fiT-st make bold with your 
money; next, give me your hand; and last, as I am a 
gentleman, you shall, if you will, enjoy Ford's wife. 

Ford. 0 good sir! 

Fal. I say you shall. 

Ford. Want no money. Sir John ; you shall want none. 

Fal. Want no Mistress Ford, Master Brook ; you 
shall want none. I shall be with her, I may tell you, 
by her own appointment; even as you came in to me, 
her assistant or go-between parted from me: 1 say I 
shall be with her between ten and eleven; for at that 
time the jealous rascally knave her husband will be 
forth. Come you to me at night; you shall know how 
I speed. 

Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do you 
know Ford, sir? 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldl^ knave ! I know him 
not: yet I wrong him to call him poor; they say the 
jealous wittolly knave hath masses of money; for the 
which his wife seems to me well-favoured. I will use 
her as the key of the cuckoldly rogue’s coffer; and 
there’s my harvest-home. 
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Ford. I would you knew Ford, sir, that you might 
avoid him if you saw him. 

Fai. Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue ! I will 
stam him out of his wits; I will awe him with my 
cudgel! it shall hang like a meteor o’er the cuckold’s 
horns. Master Brook, thou shalt know I will predomi- 
nate over the peasant, and thou shalt lie with his wife. 
Come to me soon at night. Ford's a knave, and I will 
aggravate his style; thou, Master Brook, shalt know 
him for knave and cuckold. Como to me soon at 
night. [Exit. 

Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is this ! My 
heart is ready to crack with impatience. Who says 
this is impi'ovident jealousy ? my wife hath sent to 
him; the hour is fixed; the match is made. Would 
any man have thought this? See the hell of having a 
false woman! My bed shall be abused, my coders 
ransacked, my reputation gnawn at; and 1 shall not 
only receive this villanous wrong, but stand under the 
adoption of abominable terms, and by him that dues 
me this wrong. Terms! names! Amaimon sounds well; 
Lucifer, well; Barbason, well; yet they are devils’ 
additions, the names of fiends : but Cuckold ! Wittol- 
cuckold ! the devil himself hath not such a name. Page 
is an ass, a secure ass: he will trust his wife; he wUl 
not be jealous. I will rather trust a Fleming with my 
butter. Parson Hugh the Welshman with my cheese, an 
Irishman with my aqua-vitae bottle, or a thief to walk 
my ambling gelding, than my wife with herself: then 
she plots, then she ruminates, then she devises; and 
what they think in their hearts they may effect, they 
will break their hearts but they will effect. God be 
praised for my jealousy! Eleven o’clock the hour. 1 
will prevent this, detect my wife, be revenged on Fal- 
staff, and laugh at Page. 1 will about it; better three 
hours too soon than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie ! 
cuckold! cuckold! cuckold! [Exit. 

Scene III. — A field near Windsor. 

Enter Caivs and Rugby. 

Cains. Jack Rugby ! 

Rug. Sir ? 

Cains. Vat is de clock, Jack? 

Rug. ’lis past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh promised 
to meet. 

Cains. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no 
come ; he h^s pray his Pible well, dat he is no come : 
by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug. He is wise, sir; he knew your worship would 
kill him, if he came. 

Cains. By gar, de herring is no dead so os 1 vill 
kill him. Take your rapier. Jack ; I vill tell you how 
1 vill kill him. 

Rug. Alas, sir, 1 cannot fence. 

Caivs. ViUany, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear; here’s company. 

Enter Host, Shallow, Slender, and Page. 

Host. Bless thee, bully doctor! 

Shot. Save you. Master Doctor Caius! 

Page. Now, good master Doctor! 

iSZejt. Give you good morrow, sir. 

Cains. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for.? 

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin.* 
to see thee traverse; to see thee here, to see thee 
there ; to see thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, 
thy distance, thy montant Is be dead, my Ethiopian ? 


is he dead, my Francisco? ha, bully! What says my 
.dSsculapius ? my Galen ? my heart of elder ? ha, is be 
dead, bully Stale? is he dead? 

Cains. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of de 
vorld; he is not show his face. 

Host. Thou art a Castalion-King-Urinal. Hector of 
Greece, my boy! 

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me have stay six 
or seven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no come. 

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor: he is a 
curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies ; if you should 
fight, you go against the hair of your professions. Is it 
not true. Master Page? 

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a 
great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Slial, Bodykins, Master Page, though I now be old 
and of the peace, if I see a sword out, my finger 
itches to make one. Though we are justices and 
doctors and churchmen. Master Page, we have some 
salt of our youth in us; we are the sons of women, 
Master Page. 

Page. ’Tis true. Master Shallow. 

SImI. It will be found so. Master Page. Master 
Doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am 
sworn of the peace: you have showeil yourself a wise 
physician, and Sir Hugh hath shown himself a wise 
and patient churchman. You must go with me, master 
doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest-justice. A word, Mounseur Mock- 
water. 

Cains. Mock-vater! vat is dat? 

Host. Mock-water, in our English tongue, is valour, 
bully. 

Caivs. By gar, den, I have as mush mock-vater as 
de Englishman. Scurvy jack-dog priest! by gar, me 
vill cut his ears. 

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

Cains. Clapper-de-claw ! vat is dat? 

Host. That is, he will, make thee amenda 

Cains. By gar, me do look he shall clapper-de-claw 
me; for, by gar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I wiU provoke him to’t, or let him wag. 

Cains. Me tank you for dat. 

Ho^. And, moreover, bully, — but first, master guest, 
and Master Page, and eke Cavaleiro Slender, go you 
through the town to Frogmore. [Aside to them. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? 

Host. He is there: see what humour he is in; and 
I will bring the doctor about by the fields? 'VViU it 
do well? 

Shal. ' We will do it. 

Page, Shal., and S^en. Adieu, good master doctor. 

[Exeunt Page, Shallovf, and Slender. 

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de priest; for he dpeak 
for a jack-an-ape to Anne -Page. 

Host. Let him die: sheathe thy impatience, tfirow 
cold water on thy choler: go about the fields wit^ me 
through Frogmore: I will bring thee where Miftress 
Anne Page is, at a farm-house a-feasting; and 'thou 
shalt woo her. Cried I aim? said I well? 

Caius. By gar, me dank you for dat : by gar, I love 
yon; and I shall procure-a you de good guest, de earl, 
de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 

Host. For the which I will be thy adversary toward 
Anne Page. Said I well? 

Caius. By gar, 'tis good; veil said. 

Ho^. Let us wag, then. 

Caivs. Come at my heels. Jack Rugl^. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I . — A field near Frognicre, 


Enter Silt Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Evans, I pray you now, good Master Slender*s serv- 
ing-man, and friend Simple by your name, which way 
have you looked for Master Caius, that calls himself 
doctor of physic ? 

Sim, Marry, sir, the pittie-ward, the park-ward, every 
way ; old Windsor way, and every way but the town way. 

Evans, I most fehemently desire you you will also 
look that way. 

Sim. I will, sir. [Exit 

Evans. Tless my soul, how full of chollors I am, 
and trempling of mind! I shall be glad if he have 



deceived me. How melancholies I am! I will knog 
his urinals about his knave’s costard when I have good 
opportunities for the 'ork, Tless my soull [Sings. 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls 

Melodious birds sings madrigals; 

There will we make our peds of roses, 

And a thousand fragrant posies. 

To shallow — 

Mercy on me ! T liavc a great dispositions to cry. [Sings. 

Melodious birds sing madrigals — 

When as I sat in Pabylon — 

And a thousand vagram posies. 

To shallow, &c. 

Re-enter Simple, 

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Evans. He’s welcome. 

To shallow rivers, to whoso falls — 

Heaven prosper the right! Wliat weapons is he? 

Sim. No weajions, sir. There comes my master, 
Master Shallow, and another gentleman, from Frogmore, 
over the stile, this way. 

Evans. Pray you, give me my gown ; or else keep 
it in your arms. 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Shal IIow now, master parson 1 Good morrow, good 
Sir Hugh. Keep a gamester irom the dice, and a good 
student from his bo<^, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. [Aside!] Ah, sweet Anne Page! 

Page. ’Save you, good Sir Hugh ! 


Evans. ’Pless you from his mercy sake, all of you’ 

Shal. What, the sword and the word! do you study 
them both, master parson ^ 

Page. And youthful still ! in your doublet and hose 
this raw rlieumatic day! 

Eva'tcs. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you to do a good office, 
master parson. 

Evam. Fery well: what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, who, 
lielike having received wrong by some person, is at 
most odds with his own gi^ivity and patience that ever 
you saw. 

Shal. I have lived fourscore years and upward; 1 
never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, 
so wide of his own respect. 

Evans. What is he? 

Page. 1 think you know him: Master Doctor Caius, 
the renowned French physician. 

Evans. Got’s will, and his passion of my heart! I 
had as lief you would tell me of a mess of porridge. 

Page. Why ? 

Evans. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen ; and he is a knave besides, a cowardly knave, 
as you would desires to be acquainted withal. 

Page. I warrant you, he’s the man should fight 
with him. 

Slen. [Aside.] 0 sweet Anne Page! 

Shal, It appears so by his weapons. Keep them 
asunder: here comes Doctor Caius. 

Enter Host, Caius, ami Rugby. 

Page, Nay, good master pareon, keep in your weapon 

Shal. So do you, good master doctor. 

Host. Disarm them, and let them question : let them 
keep their limbs whole and hack our English. 

Caius. I pray you, Ict-a me speak a word with your 
ear. Vherefore vill you not meet-a me ? 

Evans. [Aside to Caius.] Pray you, use your patience 
ill good time. 

Caius. By gar, you arc dc coward, de Jack dog, 
John ape. 

Evans. [Aside to Caius.] Pray you, let us not be 
laughing-stocks to other men’s humours; I desire you 
in friendship, and I will one way or other make you 
amends. [Aloud.] 1 will knog your urinals about your 
knave’s cogseomb for missing your meetings and ap- 
pointments. 

Caius. Diable! Jack Rugby, mine host de Jarteer, 
have I not stay for liim to kill him ? have I not, at 
de place I did appoint? 

Evans. As I am a Christian soul now, look you, this 
is the place appointed: I’ll be judgment by mine host 
of the Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say. Gallia and Gaul, French and 
Welsh, soul-curer and body-curer! 

Caius Ay, dat is very good; excellent. 

Host. Peace, I say ! hear mine host of the Garter. 
Am I politic? am I subtle? am I a Machiavel? Shall 
I lose my doctor? no; he gives me the potions and 
the motions. Shall I lose my parson, my priest, my 
Sir Hugh? no; he gives me the proverbs and the no- 
verbs. Give me thy hand, terrestrial; so. Give me 
thy hand, celestial; so. Boys of art, I have deceived 
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you both; 1 have directed you to wrong places: your 
hearts aue mighty, your skins are whole, and let burnt 
sack be the issue. Come, lay their swords to pawn. 
Follow me, lads of peace; follow, follow, follow. 

Siial, Trust me, a mad host Follow, gentlemen, follow. 

SUn. [Aside.] O sweet Anne Page! 

[Exeunt Shallow, Slender, Page, and Host. 

Cains. Ha, do I perceive dat? have you make-a de 
sot of us, ha, ha? 

Evans. This is well; he has made us his vloutiog- 
sUw.* I desire you that we may be friends ; * ‘ *'** ^* — ^ ^ - 
and let us knog our piains tocher to be revenge on 
this same scall, scurvy, cogging companion, the host of 
the Garter. 

Cains. By gar, with all my heart He promise to 
bring me where is Anne Page ; by gar, he deceive me too. 

Evans. Well, I will smite Us noddles. Pray you, 
foUow. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A street. 

Enter MrsTRBSS Page and Robin. 

hfrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant; you 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a leader. 
Whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your 
master's heels? 

JZoi. 1 had rather, forsooth, go before you like a 
man than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. O, you are a flattering boy: now I see 
you'll be a courtier. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Well met, Mistress Page. Whither go you t 

Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife. Is she at 
home? 

Ford. Ay; and as idle as she may hang together, 
for want of company. I think, if your hustonds were 
dead, you two would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be sure of that — two other husbands. 

Ford. "Wliere had you this pretty weathercock ? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name 
is my husband had him of. What do you call your 
knight's name, sirrah? 

Bob. Sir John Falstaif. 

Ford. Sir John Falstaff! 

Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never bit on’s name. 
There is such a league between my good man and he! 
Is your wife at home indeed? 

Ford, Indeed she is. 

Mrs. Page. By your leave, sir: T am sick till I see 
her. [Exeunt Mrs. Page and Eobin. 

Ford. Has Page any brains ? hath he any eyes ? 
hath he any thinking? Sure, they sleep; he hath no 
use of them. Why, this boy will caiiy a letter twenty 
mile, as easy as a cannon will shoot point-blank twelve 
score. He pieces out his wife’s inclination; he gives 
her folly motion and advantage : and now she’s going 
to my wife, and Falstaff’s boy with her. A man may 
hear this shower sing in the wind. And FalstafTs boy 
with her! Good plots, they are laid; and our revolted 
wives share damnation toother. Well; I will take 
him, then torture my wife, pluck the borrowed veil of 
modestjr from the so seeming Mistress Page, divulge 
Page himself for a secure and wilful Actseon; and to 
Aese violent proceedings all my neighbours shall cry 
aim. [Cloede heard^ The clock dves me my cue, and 
my assurance bids me search: were I shall find Fal- 
stalT: 1 shall be rather praised for this than mocked; 
for it is as positive as the earth is firm that Falstaif is 
there: I will go. 


Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host, Sir Hugh 
Evans, Caius, and Rucnr. 

Slud., Page, Ac. Well met. Master Ford. 

Ford. T^t me, a good knot: I have good cheer at 
home; and I pray you all go with me. 

Shot. 1 must excuse myself. Master Ford. 

Slen. And so must I, sir: we have appointed to 
dine with Mistress Anne, and I would not break with 
her for more money than I’ll speak of. 

Shed. We have lingered about a match between Anne 
Page and my cousin Slender, and this day we shall 
have our answer. 

Slen. I hope I have your good will, father Page. 

Page. You have. Master Slender ; 1 stand wholly for 
you ; but my wife, master doctor, is for you altogether. 

Cains. Ay, be-gu; and de maid is love-a me: my 
nursh-a Quickly t3l me so mush. 

Host. What say you to young Master Fenton? ho 
capers, he dances, ho has eyes of youth, he writes verses, he 
speaks holiday, he smells April and May : he will carry’t, 
he will carry’t; ’tis in his buttons; he will cany’t 

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you. The gentle- 
man is of no having: he kept company with the wild 
prince and Poins ; he is of too high a region ; he knows 
too much. No, he shall not knit a knot in his fortunes 
with the finger of my substance: if he take her, let 
him take her simply; the wealth I have waits on my 
consent, and my consent goes not that way. 

Ford. I beseech you heartily, some of you go home 
with me to dinner: besides your cheer, you shall have 
spoi-t; I will show you a monster. Master doctor, you 
shall go ; so shall you, Master Page ; and you. Sir Hugh. 

Shal. Well, fare you well: we shall have the freer 
wooing at Master Page's. [Exeunt Shallow and Slender. 

Cains. Go home, John Rugby; I come anon. 

[Exit Rugby.. 

Host. Farewell, my hearts: I will to my honest 
knight Falstaff, and drink canary with him. [Exit. 

Ford. [Aside.] I think 1 shall drink in pipe-wine first 
with him; I’ll make him dance. Will you go, gentles? 

All. Have with you to see this monster. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — A room in Ford’s house. 

Enter Mistress Ford and Mistress Page. 

Mrs. Ford. What, John ! What, Robert I 

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly! Is the buck-basket — 

Mrs. Ford. I warrant. What, Robin, I say! 

Enter Servants with a basket. 

Mrs. Page. Come,*^come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs. Page. Give your .men the charge; we must 
be brief. 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John and 
Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-house and 
when I suddenly call you, come forth, and without any 
pause or staggering take this basket on your shouMera: 
that done, trudge with it in aB haste, and carl^ it 
among the whitsters' in Datchet-mead, and 
there empty it in the muddy ditch close by the Thames 
side. 

Mrs. Page. You will do it? 

Mrs. Ford. I ha* told them over and over : th^ lack 
no direction. Be^gone, and come when you are called. 

[Exeunt Semants, 

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin. 
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Enter Bobin. 

Mrt. Ford. How now, my eyas-musket! what news 
with you ? 

Bcb. My master, Sir John, is come in at your back- 
door, Mistress Ford, and requests your company. 

Mrt. Page. You little Jack-a-Lent, have you been 
true to us 7 

Bob. Ay, I'll be sworn. My master knows not of 
your being here, and hath threatened to put me into 
everlasting liberty if I tell you of it ; for he swears 
he’ll turn me away. 

Mrt. Page. Thou’rt a good boy : this secrecy of thine 
shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee a new 
doublet and hose. I’ll go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do so. Go tell thy master I am alone. 

Rohin.^ Mistress Page, remember you your cue. 

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not act it, hiss me. 

[Exit. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to, then : we'll \tse this xmwholesome 
humidity, this gross watery pumpiou ; we'll teach him 
to know turtles from jays. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fad. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel ? Why, 
now let me die, for I have lived long enough : this is 
the period of my ambition : 0 this blessed hour ! 

Mrs. Ford. 0 sweet Sir John ! 

Fal. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate. 
Mistress Ford Now shall I sin in my wish : I would 
thy husband were dead : I'll speak it before the best 
lord ; I would make thee my lady. 



Mrs. Ford. I your lady. Sir John! alas, I should be 
a pitiful lady. 

Fai. Let the court of Franco show me such another. 
I see how thine eye would emulate the diamond ; thou 
hast the right arched beauty of the brow that becomes 
the sWp-tire,* the tire-valiant, or any tire of 
Venetian admittance. 


Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief. Sir John : my brows 
become nothing else ; nor that well neither. 

Fal. By the Lord, thou art a traitor to say so : thou 
wouldst make an absolute courtier ; and the firm fixture 
of thy foot would give an excellent motion to thy gait 
in a semi-circled farthingale. 1 see what thou wert, if 



Fortune thy foe were not. Nature thy friend. Come, 
thou canst not hide it. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there’s no such thing in me 

Fal. What made me love thee 7 let that persuade 
thee there’s something extraordinary in thee. Come, I 
cannot cog and say thou art this and that, like a many 
of these lisping hawthorn buds, that come like women 
in men’-s apparel, and smell like Bucklersbury in simple 
time; I cannot: but 1 love thee; none but thee; and 
thou deservest it. 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, sir. I fear you love 
Mistress Page. 

Fal. Thou mightst as well say I love to walk by 
the Counter-gate, which is as hateful to me as the reek 
of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love you; 
and you shall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind ; I’ll deserx'e it. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do ; or else 
I could not be in that mind. 

Btd). [IKttAtn.] Mistress Ford, Mistress Ford! here’s 
Mistress Page at the door, sweating and blowing, and 
looking wildly, and would needs speak with you presently. 

Fal. She shall not see me: I xvill ensconce me 
behind the arras. 

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so : she’s a very tattling 
woman. [Faistaff hides himself. 

Be-tnter Mistress Page and Robin. 

What’s the matter! how now! 

Mrs. Page. 0 Mistress Ford, what have you done! 
You’re shamed, you’re overthrown, you’re undone for ever! 

Mrs. Ford. What’s the matter, good Mistress Page! 

Mrs Page. O well-a-day, Miafa^ Fordl having an 
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honest man to your husband, to give him such cause of 
suspicion 1 

Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion? 

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion 1 Out upon 
you! how am I mistook in you! 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas, what's the matter? 

Mrs. Page. Your husband’s coming hither, woman, 
with all the officers in Windsor, to search for a gentle- 
man tliat he says is here now in the house by your 
consent, to take an ill advantage of his absence; you 
are undone. 

Mrs. Ford. 'Tis not so, I hope. 

Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that you liave 
such a man here! but ’tis most certain your husband’s 
coming, with half Windsor at his heels, to search for 
such a one. I come before to tell you. If you know 
yourself clear, why, I am glad of it; but if you have a 
friend here, convey, convey him out. Be not amazed ; 
call all your senses to you; defend your reputation, or 
bid farewell to your go^ life for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What shall I do ? There is a gentleman, 
my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own shame so 



much as bis peril : I had rather than a thousand pound 
he were out of the house. 

Mrs. Page. For shame ! never stand ' you had rather’ 
and 'you had rather:’ your husband’s hero at hand; 
bethink you of some conveyance: in the house you 
cannot hide him. O, how have you deceived me! 
lx)ok, here is a basket: if he be of any reasonable 
stature, he may creep in here; and throw foul linen 
upon him, as if it were going to bucking: or — ^it is 
whiting time — send him by your two men to Datchet-mead. 

Mrs. Ford. He’s too big to go in there. What shall I do? 

Fad. [Coming fomxird.'\ Let me see’t, let me see’t, 
0, let me see't! I’ll in. I’ll in. Follow your friend’s 
counsel. I’ll in. 

Mrs. Pa^, What, Sir John Falstaff ! Are these your 
letters, knight? 

Fad. I love thee. Help me away. Let me creep in 
here. I’ll never — 

^hts into the heaket ; they eowr him vrUh fvuX linen, 

Mrs. Pam.^ Help to cover your master, boy. Call 
your men, Mistress Ford. You dissembling knight ! 

Mrs. Ford. What, John ! Robert ! John ! 

[Eaai Bobin. 

Bernier Servants. 

Oo take up these clothes here quickly. Where’s tho 


cowl-staff? look, how you dnimble! Carry them to tho 
laundress in Datchet-mead; quickly, coma 

Etdcr Fobd, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Pray you, come near; if I suspect without 
cause, why then make sport at me ; then let me be your 
jest; I deserve it. How now! whither bear you this? 

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither they 
bear it? You were best meddle w'ith buck- washing. 

Ford. Buck! I would 1 could wash myself of the 
buck ! Buck, buck, buck ! Ay, buck ; I warrant you, 
buck; and of the season too, it shall api)car. [Exeunt 
Servants with tlu }>asleet.'\ Gentlemen, I have dreamed 
to-night; I’ll tell you my dream. Here, here, here bo 
my keys : ascend my chambers ; search, seek, find out : 
I’ll warrant we’ll unkennel the fox. I,et me stop this 
way first. [Locking the door.'] So, now uncaj»e’ 

Page. Good Master Ford, be contented: you wrong 
yourself too much. 

Ford. True, Master Page. Up, gentlemen ; you shall 
see sport anon: follow me, gentlemen. [Ex^t. 

Evans. This is fery fantastical humours and jealousies. 

Caixis. By gar, 'tis no the fashion of France; it is 
not jealous in France. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the issue of 
his search. Paffe, Caius, and Evans 

Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me better, that 
njy husband is deceived, or .Sir John. 

Mrs Page. AVhat a taking was he in when your 
husband asked who was in the basket! 

Mrs. Ford. 1 am half afraid he will have need of 
washing; so throwing him into the water will do him 
a benefit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal ! I M’ould all 
of the same strain were in the same distress. 

Mrs Ford. I think my husband hath some special 
suspicion of Falstaff ’s being here ; for I never saw him 
so gross in his jealousy till now. 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that; and we 
will yet have more tricks with Folstt^ : his dissolute 
disease will scarce obey this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion. Mistress 
Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing into the water: 
and give him another hope, to betray him to another 
punishment ? 

Mrs. Page. We will do it: let him be sent for 
to-morrow, eight o’clock, to have amends. 

Re-enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. I cannot find him: may be the knave bragged 
of that he could not compass. 

Mrs. Page. [Aside to Mrs. Ford!\ Heard you that? 

Mrs. Ford. You use me ivell. Master Ford, do you? 

Ford. Ay, I do so. 

Mrs. Ford, Heaven make you better than your 
thoughts ! 

Ford. Amen 1 

Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong. Master Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay; I must bear it. 

Evans. If there be any pody in the house, and in 
the chambers, and in the coffers, and in the prdsses, 
heaven forgive my sins at the day of judgment! 

Caius. By gar, nor I too: there is no bodies. 

Page. Fie, fie. Master Ford! are you not ashamed? 
What spirit, what 'devil, suggests this ima^nation? I 
would not have your distemper in this kind for the 
wealth of Windsor Castle. 
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Ford. ’Tis my fault, Master Page: 1 suffer fur it. 

Evans. You suffer for a pad conscience: your wife is 
as honest a 'omans as i will desires among five thousand, 
and five hundred too. 

Caius. By gar, I see 'tis an honest woman 

Ford. Well, I promised you a dinner. Come, come, 
walk in the Park : I pray you, pardon me ; I will 
hereafter make known to you why I have done this. 
Come, wife ; come. Mistress Page. 1 pray you, pardon 
me; pray heartily, pardon me. 

Page. Let’s go in, gentlemen; hut, trust me, we'll 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to my 
house to breakfast: after, we’ll a-birding together; I 
have a fine hawk for the bush. Shall it be so? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Evans. If there is one, I sliall make two in the 
company. 

Caius. If dere be one or two, I shall make-a the turd. 

Ford. Pray you, go. Master Page. 

Evans. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow on 
the lousy knave, mine Host. 

Caivs. Hat is good; by gar, with all my heart! 

Evans. A lousy knave, to have his gibes and his 

mockeries. [Eoceunt. 

Scene IV . — A room in Page’s hornse. 

Enter Fenton and Anne Page. 

Feni. I see I cannot get thy father’s love; 

Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 

Anns. Alas, how then? 

Fent. Why, thou must be thyself, 

lie doth object I am too great of birth; 

And that, my state being gall’d with my expense, 

I seek to heal it only by his wealth: 

Besides these, other bars he lays before me. 

My riots past, my wild societies; 

And tells me ’tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee but as a property. 

Anne. May Ite he tells you true. 

FerU. No. heaven so speed me in my time to come! 
Albeit I will confess thy father’s wealth 
Was the Ant motive that I woo'd thee, Anne: 

Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold or sums in sealed bags; 

And ’tis the very riches of thyself 
That now I aim at. 

Anns. Gentle Master Fenton, 

Yet seek m^ father’s love; still seek it, sir: 

If opportunity and humblest suit 

Cannot attain it, why, then — ^hork you hither! 

[They converse apart. 

Enter SHALLOW, Slender, and Mistress Quickly. 

ShaL Break their talk. Mistress Quickly : my kinsman 
shall speak for himself. 

Slen. I’ll make a shaft or a bolt on’t:* 

'slid, ’tis but venturing. 

Shal. Be not dismayed. 

Sien. No, she shall not dismay me: I care not for 
that, but that I am afeard. 

Quick. Hark ye; Master Slender would speak a 
word with you. 

Arme. I come to him. [AsUU.'l This is my father’s 
choice. 

0, what a world of vile ill-favour’d faults 
LmIcs handsome in three hundred pounds a year! 

Qu/iek. And how does good Master Fenton? Fray 
you, a word with you. 


Shot. She’s coming; to !ier, coz. 0 boy, thou hodst 
a father! 

Slen. I had a father. Mistress Anne; my uncle can 
tell you good jests of him. Fray you. uncle, tell 
Mistress Anne the jest, how my father stole two geese 
out of a pen, good uncle. 

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 

Slen. Ay, that I do; as well as I love any woman 
in Gloucestershire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 
Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail,* ■*»• 

under the degree of a squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 
jointure. 

Anne. Good Master Shallow, let him woo for himself 
Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for 
that good comfort. She calls you, coz: I’ll leave you. 
Anne. Now, Master Slender, — 

Slen. Now, good Mistress Anne. 

Anne. What is your will? 

Slen. My will! ’od’s heartlings, that's a pretty jest 
indeed! I ne’er made my will yet, I thank heaven; I 
am not such a sickly creature, I give heaven praise. 
Anne. I mean. Master Slender, what would you with me ? 
SUn. Truly, for mine own part, I wo^d little or 
nothing with you. Your father and my uncle hath made 
motions: if it be my luck, so; if not, happy man be 
his dole! They can tell you how things go better than 
I can: you ntay ask your father; here he comes. 

Enier Page and Mistress Page. 

Page. Now, Master Slender : love him, daughter Anne. 
Why, how now! what does Master Fenton here? 

You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house: 

I told you, sir, my daughter is disposed of 
Fent. Nay, Master Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs. Page. Good Master Fenton, come not to my child. 
Page. She is no match for you. 

Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 

Page. No, good Master Fenton. 

Come, Master Shallow; come, son Slender, in. 

Knowing my mind, you wrong me. Master Fenton. 

[Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 
Quick. Speak to Mistress Page. 

Fent. Good Mistress Page, for that I love your daughter 
In such a righteous fashion as I do. 

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and manners, 

I must advance the colours of my love. 

And not retire : let me have your good will. 

Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yond fool. 
Mrs. Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a better husband. 
Quitik. That’s my master, master doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i’ the earth. 
And bowl’d to death with turnips! 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself, good Master 
Fenton, 

I will not be your friend nor enemy: 

My daughter I question bow she loves you. 

And as I find her, so am I affected. 

Till then farewell, sir: she must needs go in; 

Her father will be angry. 

Fent. Farewell, gentle mistress: farewell. Nan. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Page and Anne. 
Quick. This is my doing, now: ’Nay,’ said I, 'will 
3 'ou cast away your child on a fool, and a physician? 
Look on Master Fenton:’ this is my doing. 

Fent. I thank thee; and I pray thee, once to-night 
Give my sweet Nan this ring: there’s for thy pains. 
Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune! [JSrif 
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Fenton.^ A kind heart he hath: a woman would run 
through fire and water for such a kind heart. But yet 
I would my master had Mistress Anne; or 1 would 
Master Slender hod her; or, in sooth, I would MasUw 
Fenton had her: I will do what I can for them all 
three; for so I have promised, and I’ll be as good as 
my word ; but speciously for Master Fenton. Well, I 
most of another errand to Sir John Falstaff from my 
two mistresses : what a beast am I to slack it ! [Exit. 

Scene V. — A room, in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Bakdolpii. 

Fal. Bardolph, I say — 

Bard. Here, sir. 

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of sack; put a toast in’t. 
[Emt jSarrfo/jA.] Have I lived to lie carried in a basket, 
like a barrow of butcher’s offal, and to be thrown in the 
Thames? Well, if I be served such another trick, I’ll 
have my brains ta’en out and buttered, and give them 
to a dog for a new-year's gift. The rogues slighted me 
into the river with as little remorse as they would have 
drowned a blind bitch’s puppies, fifteen i’ the litter: and 
you may know by my size that I have a kind of alacrity 
in sinking ; if the bottom were as deep as hell, I should 
down. I had been drowned, but that the shore was 
shelvy and shallow — a death that I abhor; for the water 
swells a man; and what a thing should I have been 
when 1 had been swelled ! 1 should have been a moun- 
tain of mummy. 

Be-enter Bardolph loith sack. 

Bard. Here’s Mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with you. 



Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the Thames 
water; for iny belly’s as cold as if 1 had swallowed 
snowballs for pills to cool the reins. Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman! 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Qui^ By your leave; I cry you mercy: give your 
wonhip good morrow. 


Fal. Take away these chalices. Go brew mo a pottle 
of sack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, sir? 

Fal. Simple of itself; I'll no pnllet-spenn in my 
brewage. [j^t Bardolph.] How now! 

Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from 
Mistress Ford. 

Fal. Mistress Ford ! I have had ford enough ; I was 
thrown into the ford ; I have my belly full of lord. 

Quick. Alas the day! good heart, that was not her 
fault : she does so take on with her men ; they mistook 
their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish woman’s 
promise. 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would yearn 
your heart to see it. Her husband goes this morning 
a-birding; she desires you once more to come to her 
between eight and nine : I must cany her word quickly : 
she’ll make you amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Weil, I w'ill visit her: tell her so; and bid her 
think what a man is: let her consider his frailly, and 
then judge of my merit. 

Quick. I will tell her. 

Fal. Do so. Between nine and ten, sayest thou? 

Quick. Eight and nine, sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone: I w'ill not miss her. 

Quick. Peace be with you, sir. [Exit. 

Fal. I marvel I hear not of Master Brook; he sent 
me word to stay within : I like his money well. O, 
here he comes. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Bless you, sir! 

Fal. Now, Master Brook, you come to know what 
hath passed between me and Ford’s wife? 

Ford. That, indeed. Sir John, is my busines.s. 

Fal. Master Brook, 1 will not lie to you: I was at 
her house the hour she appointed me. 

Ford. And sped you, sir? 

Fal. Very ill-favouredly. Master Brook. 

Ford. How so, sir? Did she change her determination ? 

Fal. No, Master Brook ; but the peaking Comuto her 
husband. Master Brook, dwelling in a continual 'larum of 
jealousy, comes me in the instant of our encounter, after 
we had embraced, kissed, protested, and, as it were, spoke 
the prologue of our comedy ; and at his heels a rabble 
of his companions, thither provoked and instigated by 
his distemper, and, forsooth, to search his house for his 
wife’s love. 

Ford. What, while you were there? 

Fal. While I w'as there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could not find 
you? 

Fal. You shall hear. As good luck would have it, 
comes in one Mistress Page; gives intelligence of Ferd's 
approach; and, in her invention and Ford’s wife’s dis- 
traction, they conveyed me into a buck-basket 

Ford. A buck-basket! 

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket ! rammed me in ^ith 
foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul stockings, greasy 
napkins; that. Master Brook, there was the ranihest 
compound of villanous smell that ever offended no^l. 

Ford. And how long lay you there? i 

Fal. Nay, you shall hear. Master Brook, what I have 
suffered to bring this woman to evil for your good. 
Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple of irord’s 
knaves, his hinds^ were called forth by their mistress to 
carry me in the name of fool clothes to Datchet-kne : 
they took me on their shoulders ; met the jealous knave 
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their master in the door, who asked them once or twice 
what they had in their basket : 1 quaked for fear, lest 
the lunatic knave wbuld have searched it; but fate, 
ordaining he should be a cuckold, held liis hand. Well: 
on went he for a search, and away went I for foul 
clothes. But mark the sequel. Master Brook: I suiTered 
the pangs of three several deaths; first, an intolerable 
fright, to be detected with a jealous rotten bell-wether; 
next, to be compassed, like a good bilbo, in the circum- 
ference of a peck, hilt to point, heel to head ; and then, 
to be stopped in, like a strong distillation, with stinking 
clothes that fretted in their own grease; think of that 
— a man of my kidney — think of that; that am ns 
subject to heat as butter ; a man of continual dissolution 
and thaw: it was a miracle to ’scape suffocation. And 
in the height of this bath, when I was more thaii half 
stewed in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be thrown into 
the Thames, and cooled, glowing hot, in that surge, like 
a horse-shoe; think of that — ^hissing hot — think of that. 
Master Brook. 

Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for my sake 
you have suffered all this. My suit then is desperate; 
you'll undertake her no more? 

Fed, Master Brook, I will be thrown into i^tna, as 1 


have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. Her 
husband is this morning gone a-birding; I have received 
from her another embassy of meeting; 'twixt eight and 
nine is the hour. Master Brook. 

Ford. 'Tis past eight already, sir. 

Fal. Is it ? I will then address me* to my * 
appointment. Come to me at your convenient leisure, 
and you shall know bow I speed ; and the conclusion 
shall be crowned with your enjoying her. Adieu. You 
shall have her. Master Brook; Master Brook, you shall 
cuckold Ford. [Eseit. 

Ford. Hum ! ha ! is this a vision ? is this a dream ? 
do I sleep ? Master Ford, awake 1 awake. Master Ford ! 
there’s a hole made in your best coat. Master Ford. 
This 'tis to be married ! this ’tis to have linen and buck- 
basket.s' Well, I will proclaim myself what I am: I will 
now take the lecher ; he ‘ is at my house ; he cannot 
’scape me ; ’tis impossible he should ; he cannot creep 
into a halfpenny purse, nor into a pepper-box : but, lest 
the devil tliat guides him should aid him, 1 will search 
itnpo.ssible places. Though what I am I cannot avoid, 
yet to be what 1 would not shall not make me tame: 
if I have horns to make one mad, let the proverb go 
w'ith me: I’ll be horn-mad. [Exit. 


ACT IV. 


Scene I. — A street. 


Enter MiSTttESS Page, Mistbess Quickly, and 
William Page. 

Mrs. Page. Is he at Master Ford’s already, think’st 
thou? 

Quick. Sure, he is by this, or will be presently: but 
truly, he is very courageous mad about bis throwing into 
the water. Mistress F<ml desires you to come suddenly. 

Mrs. Page. I ’ll be with her by and by ; 1 'll but bring 
my young man here to school. Look, where his master 
comes; ’tis a playing-day, I sec. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans. 

How now. Sir Hugh ! no school to-day ? 

Evans. No ; Master Slender is let the boys leave to play. 

Quick. Blessing of his heart! 

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, iny husband says my son profits 
nothing in the world at his book. 1 pray you, ask him ' 
some questions in his accidence. 

Evans. Como hither, William; hold up your head ; come. 

Mrs. Page. Come on, sirrah ; hold up your head ; 
answer your master, be not afraid. 

Evans. William, how many numbers is in nouns? 

Will. Two. 

Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one number 
more, because they say, ’’Od’s nouns.’ 

Evans. Peace your tatUings ! What is ‘fair,’ William? 

Will. Fulcher. 

Quick. Polecats! there ore fairer things than pole- 
cats, sure. 

Evans. You are a ve^ simplicity ’oman: I pray 
you, peace. What is ‘ lapis,’ William ? 

WiU. A stone. 

Evans. And what is *a stone,’ William? 

Wm. A pebble. 

Evans. No, it is ‘lapis:’ I pray you, remember in 
your prain. 

W^ Lapis. 

Evans. That is a good William. What is he. William, 
that does lend articles? 


Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronouu, and be 
thus declined, Singulariter, nominative, hie, h®c, hoc. 

Evans. Nominativo, hig, hag, hog; pray you, mark: 
genitivo, hujus. Well, what is your accusative cose? 
WiU. Accusativo, hinc. 



Evans. I pray you, have your remembrance, child: 
accusativo, hung, hang, hog. 

Quick. ‘ Hang-hog’ is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 
Evans. Leave your prabbles, ’uman. What is the 
focative case, William? 

WUl. O, — vocative, 0. 

Evans. Bemember, William; focative is caret 
Quick. And that’s a good root 
Evans. 'Oman, forbear. 

Mrs. Page. Peace! 

Evans. What is your genitive cose plural, William? 
Will. Genitive case! 
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Evans. Ay. 

Will. Geuitire — ^horam, harum, honim. 

Quick. Vengeance of Jenny's easel fie on her! never 
name her, child, if she be a whore. 

Evans. For shame, 'oman. 

Quick. You do ill to teach the child such words : he 
teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll do fast 
enough of themselves, and to call ‘horam:' fie upon you! 

Evans. 'Oman, art thou lunatics ? host thou no 
understandings for thy cases and the numbers of the 
genders? Thou art as foolish Christian creatures as I 
would desires. 

Mrs. Fage. Prithee, hold thy peace. 

Evans. Show me now, William, some declensions of 
your pronouns. 

Will. Forsooth, I have foigot. 

Evans. It is qui, qu», quoil: if you forget your 
'quies,' your 'qums,' and your ‘quods,’ you must .be. 
preeches. Go your ways, and play; go. 

Mrs. Page. He is a better scholar than I thought 
he was. 

Evans. He is a good sprag^ memory. Fare- 
wdl. Mistress Page. 

Jfcfrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. [Exit Sir Hugh. 
Get you home, boy. Come, we stay too long. [ExcutU. 

ScEiTE II . — A room in Ford’s house. 

Enter Falstaff aruf Mistress Ford. 

Pal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten up my 
sufferance. I see you are obseqiuous in your love, and 
I profess requital to a hair's-breadth ; not only. Mistress 
Ford, in the simple office of love, but in all the 
accoutrement, complement, and ceremony of it. But 
are you sure of your husband now? 

Mrs. Ford. He’s a-birdmg, sweet Sir John. 

Mrs. Page. [Within.'\ What, ho, gossip Ford! what, ho! 

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber. Sir John. 

[EobU Falstaff. 

Enter Mistress Page. 

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart! who’s at home 
besides yourself? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs. Page. Indent 

Mrs. i^oro. No, certainly. [Aside to her.'] Speak loader. 

Mrs. Page. Truly, I am so glad you have nobody here. 

Mrs. Ford: Why ? 

Mrs.. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in his old 
lanes again: he so takes on yonder with my husband; 
so Tads against aQ married mankind; so curses all 
Eve’s daughters, of what complexion soever; and so 
buffets himself on the forehead, crying, ‘Peer out, peer 
out!’ that any madness I ever yet Iwheld seemed but 
tameness, civility, and patience, to this his distemper he 
is in now: I am glad the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him? 

Mrs. Page. Of none but him; and swears he was 
carried out, the last time he searched for him, in a 
basket; protests to my husband he is now here; and 
hath drawn him and the rest of their company from 
their sport, to make another experiment of his suspi- 
cion: but 1 am glad the knight is not here; now he 
shall see his own foolery. 

Mrs. Ford. How near is lie. Mistress Page? 

Mrs. Page. Hard by; at street end; he will be 
here anon. 

Mrs. Ford. 1 am undone! The knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why, then you axe utterly shamed, and 


he’s but a dead man. What a woman are you! Away 
with him, away with him! better shame than murder. 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go? how should I 
bestow him? Shall I put him into the basket again? 

Be-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. No, I’U come no more i’ the basket. May I 
not go out ere he come? 

Mrs. Page. Alas, three of Master Ford’s brothers 
watch the door with pistols, that none shall issue out; 
otherwise you might slip away ere he came. But what 
make you here? 

Fal. What shall I do ? I’ll creep up into the chimney. 

Mn. Ford. There they always use to discharge their 
birding-pieccs. Creep into the kiln-hole. 

Fal. Whera is it? 

Mrs. Ford. He will seek there, on my word. Neither 
press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but he hath an 
abstract for the remembrance of such places, and goes 
to them by bis note : there is no hiding you in the house. 

Fal. I’ll go out then. 

Mrs. Page. If you go out in your own semblance, 
you die, Sir John. Unless you go out disguised — 

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him? 

Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know not! There is no 
woman’s gown big enough for him; otherwise he might 
put on a hat, a muffier, and a kerchief, and so escape. 

Fal. Good hearts, devise something: any extremity 
rather than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of Brent- 
ford, has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serv’e him ; she’s as 
big as lie is: and there’s her thrummed hut and her 
muffler too. Run up. Sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet Sir John: Mistress Page 
and I will look some linen for your head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ! we’ll come dress you straight; 
put on the gown the while. [Exit Falstaff. 

Mrs. Ford. I would my husband would meet him in 
this shape : he cannot abide the old woman of Brentford ; 
he swears she’s a witch ; forbade her my house, and 
hath threatcued to beat her. 

Mrs. Page Heaven guide him to thy husband’s cudgeL 
and the devil raide his cudgel afterwards! 

Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coming? 

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he; and talks of 
the basket too, howsoever he hath had intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. Well try that; for I’ll appoint my men 
to carry the basket again, to meet him at the door with 
it, as they did last time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he’ll be here presently: let^s go 
dress him like the witch of Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford. I’ll first direct my men what they shall 
do with the basket Go up; I’ll bring linen for him 
straight [Exit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet! we ciunot 
misuse him enough. 

We’ll leave a proof, by that which we will do, ’ 

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too: 

We do not act that often jest and laugh; ’• 

’Tis old, but true. Still swine eat all the draff. 

Ee-enter Mistress Ford vAth two Servants. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again on ‘your 
shoulders: your master is hard at door; if he bid^you 
set it down, obey him: quickly, despatch. [EisU. 

First Serv. «Joiae, come, take it up. 

See. Serv. Fray heaven it be not fiill of knight again. 

First Serv. I hope not; I had as lief bear so much lead 
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Enter FoBD, Page, Shallow, Caius, and Sir 
Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Master Paj?e, have 
you any way then to unluol me again ? Set down the 
basket, villain! Somebody call my wife. Youth in a 
bfwket! 0 you panderly rascals! there’s a knot, a 
ging,* a pack, a conspiracy against me: now shall 
the devil be shamed. What, wife, I say! Come, come 
forth! Behold what honest clothes you send forth to 
bleaching ! 

Page. Wliy, this passes, Master Ford; you are not 
to go loose any longer; you must be pinioned. 

Evans. Why, this is lunatics! this is mad as a mad 
dog! 

Sluil. Indeed, Master Ford, this is not well ; indeed. 

Ford. So say I too, sir. 

Re-enter Mistress Ford. 

Come hither. Mistress Ford; Mistress Ford, the honest 
woman, the modest wife, the virtuous creature, that hath 
the jealous fool to her husband! I suspect without 
cause, mistress, do I ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be iny witness you do, if you 
suspect me in any dishonesty. 

Ford. Well said, brazen-face ! hold it out. Come 
forth, sirrah ! [Palling clotlics out of the basket. 

Page. This passes ! 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not ashamed? let the clothes alone. 

Ford. I shall find you anon. 

Evans. ’Tis unreasoniablc ! Will you take up your 
wife’s clothes ? Come away. 

Ford. Empty the basket, I say! 

Mrs. Fo7d. Why, man, why ? 

Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, here was one 
conveyed out of my house yesterday in this basket: 
why may not he be there again ? In my house I am 
sure he is: my intelligence is true; my jealousy is 
reasonable. Pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall die a 
flea's death. 

Page. Here's no man. 

Sluil. By my fidelity, this is not vrcll, Master Ford ; 
this wrongs you. 

Evans. Master Ford, you must pray, and not follow 
the imaginations of your own heart: this is jealousies. 

Ford. Well, he's not here I seek for. 

Page. No, nor nowhere else but in your brain. 

Ford. Help to search my house this one time. If I 
find not what I seek, show no colour for my extremity ; 
let me for ever be your table-sport; let them say of 
me, ‘ As jealous as Ford, that searched a hollow walnut 
for his wife’s leman.’" Satisfy me once 9 Fftnimow. 
more; once more search with me. 

Mrs. Ford. What, ho, Mistress Page! come you and 
tlie old woman down; my husband will come into the 
chamber. 

Ford. Old woman! what old woman's that? 

Mrs. Fofd. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of Brentford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean! 
Have I not forbid her my. house ? She corned of errands, 
does she ? We are simple men ; we do not know what’s 
brought to pass under the profession of fortune-telling. 
She works by charms, by spells, by the figure, and such 
daubery as this is, beyond our element: vfe know 
nothing Come down, you witch, you hag, you; come 
down, I say! 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband! Good gentle- 
men, let him not stnke the old woman. 


Re-enter Falstapf in woman's clotius, and 
Mistress Page. 

Mrs. Page. Come, Mother Prat; come, give me your hand. 

Ford. I’ll prat her. [Beating him!] Out of my door, 
you witch, you hag, you baggage, you polecat, you 
ronyon! out, out! I'll conjure you. I'll fortune-tell 
you. [Eont Falstaff. 

Mrs. Page. Arc you not ashamed ? I tliink you have 
killed the poor woman. 

Mrs. Fmd. Nay, he will do it. 'Tis a goodly credit 
for you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch! 

Evans. By yea and no, I think the 'oman is a witch 
indeed: I like not when a ’onian has a great peard; I 
sp)' a great peard under his muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I beseech you 
follow; see but the issue of my jealousy: if I cry out 
thus upon no trail, never trust mo when I open again. 

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further: come, 
gentlemen. [Exeunt Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, and Evans. 

Mrs. Page. Trust me. lie beat him most pitifully. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mas.s, that he did not; he 
beat him most unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. I’ll have tlie cudgel hallowed, and hung 
o’er the altar; it hath done meritorious service. 

Mrs. Ford. What think you ? may we, with the 
warrant of womanhood and the witness of a good con- 
science, pursue him with any further revenge? 

Mrs Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, scared 
out of him : if the devil have him not in fee-simple, 
with fine and recovery, he will never, I think, in the 
way of waste, attempt us again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we have 
served him? 

Mrs. Page, Yes, by all means ; if it be but to scrape 
the figures out of your husband's brains. If they can 
find in their hearts the poor unvii’tuous fat knight shall 
be any further afflicted, we two will still be tlic ministers. 

Mrs. Ford. I’ll warrant they 11 have him publicly 
shamed : and methinks there would be no period to 
the jest, should he not be publicly shamed. 

Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then; shape 
it: 1 would not have things cool. [Exeunt. 

Scene HI . — A room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Host and Bardolph. 

Bard. Sir, the Germans de^^ire to have three of your 
horses: the duke himself will be to-morrow at court, 
and they are going to meet him. 

Host. What duke should tlmt be comes so secretly? 
I hear not of him in the court. Let me speak witli 
the gentlemen: they speak English? 

Bald. Ay, sir; I’ll call them to you. 

Host. They shall have my horses ; but I’ll make them 
pay; III sauce them: they have had my house a week 
at command: I have turned away my other guests: 
they must come off; I’ll sauce them. Come. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — A room in Ford's house. 

Enter Page, Ford, Mistress Page, Mistress Ford, 
and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Evans. 'Tis one of the best discretions of a *oman 
as ever I did look upon. 

Page. And did he send you both these letters at an instant ? 

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou wilt; 
I rather will suspect the sun with cold. 
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Than thee with wantonness : now doth thy honour stand, 
In him that was of late an heretic, 

As firm as faith. 

Page. Tis well, 'tis weU; no more: 

Be not as extreme in submission as in oiiencc. 

But let our plot go forwanl: let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us public sport. 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow. 

Where we may take him and disgrace him for it. 

Ford. There is no better way than that they spoke of. 

Page. How? to send him word tiiey’ll meet him in 
the park at midnight ? Fie, fie ! he’ll never come. 

Evane. You say he has b^n thrown in the rivers and 
has been grievously peaten as an old 'oman: inethinks 
there should be terrors in him that ho should not come ; 
methinks his flesh is punished, he shall have no desires. 

Pa^. So think I 

Mn. Ford. Devi.se but how you’ll use him when he comes. 
And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes that Herne the 
hunter. 

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 

Doth all the winter-time, at still midnight. 

Walk round about an oak, with great rsgg'd horns; 

And there he blasts the tree, and takes* the cattle, * 

And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a chain 
In a most hideous and dreadful manner: 

You ^ve heard of such a spirit; and well you know 
The superstitious, idle-headed, eld 
Beceived and did deliver to our age 
This tale of Heme the hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak: 

But what of this? 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our devic*; 

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come: 
And in this shape when you have brought him thither. 
What shall be done with him? what is your plot? 

Mrs. Page. That likewise have we thought upon, and thus : 
Nan Page my daughter, and my little son. 

And three or four more of their growth, we’ll dress 
Like urchins, ouphes,* and fairies, green and white, * 

With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads. 

And rattles in their hands: upon a sudden. 

As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met. 

Let them from forth a sawpit rush at once 
With some diffused* song: upon their sight, 

We two in great amazedness will fly: 

Then let them all encircle him about 
And, fairy-like, to-pinch the unclean knight. 

And ask him why, that hour of fairy revel. 

In their so sacred paths he dares to tr^ 

In shape profaihs. 

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth. 

Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound. 

And bum nun with their tapers. 

Mrs. Page. The truth being known, 

We’ll all present ourselves, dis-hora the spirit. 

And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford, The children must 

Be practised well to this, or theyTl ne’er do’t. 

Evans. I will teach the children their ^haviours; 
and I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to burn the 
knight with my taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent. I’ll go and buy them 
vizards. 

Mrs. Pa^ My Nan shall be the queen of all the 
Finely attired in a robe of white. 


Page. That silk will I go buy. [.dstrfa] And in that tire 
Shall Master Slender steal my Nan away. 

And marry her at Eton. Go send to Falstaff straight. 

Ford. Nay, I’ll to him again in name of Brook: 
He’ll tell me all his purpose: sure, he’ll come. 

Mrs. Page. Fear not you that. Go get us properties 
And tricking for our fairies. 

Evans. Liit us about it: it is admirable pleasures, 
and fery honest knaveries. [Exeunt Page, Ford, and Evans. 

Mrs. Page. Go, Mistress Ford, 

Send Quickly to Sir John, to know his mind. 

[Exit Mrs. Ford. 

I’ll to the doctor: he hath my good will. 

And none but he, to many with Nan Page. 

That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot; 

And he my husband best of all affects. 

The doctor is well inoney’d, and his friends 
Potent at court: he, none but he, shall have her. 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her. [JEnf. 

Scene V . — A room in the Garter Inn. 

Elder Host and SIMPLE. 

Host. What wouldst thou have, boor? what, thick- 
skin? speak, breathe, discuss; brief, short, quick, snap. 

Sim. Many, sir, I come to speak with Sir John 
Falstaff from Master Slender. 

Host. There’s his chamber, his house, his castle, his 
standing-bed and truckle-bed; ’tis painted about with 
the story of the Prodigal, fresh and new. Go knock 
and call; he’ll speak like an Anthropophaginian unto 
thee: knock, I say. 

S\m. There’s an old woman, a fat woman, gone up 
into his chamber: I’ll be so bold as stay, sir, till she 
come down; I come to speak with her, indeed. 

Host. Ha! a fat woman! the knight may be robbed: 
I’ll call. Bully knight! Bully Sir John! speak from 
thy lungs military: art thou there? it is thine host, 
thine E]>hcsian, calls. 

Fal. [Above.] How now, mine host! 

Host. Here’s a Bohemian -Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat w'oman. Let her descend, bully, let her 
descend; my chambers are honourable: fie! privacy? fie' 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman even 
now with me; but she’s gone. 

Sim. Pray you, sir, was’t not the wise woman of 
Brentford ? 

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, mussel-shell: what would 
you with her? 

Stm. My master, sir. Master Slender, sent to her, 
seeing her go through the streets, to know, sir, whether 
one Nym, sir. that beguiled him of a chain, had the 
chain or no. 

Fal. I spake with tho old woman about it. 

Sim. And what says she, I pray, sir? 

Fai, Marry, she says that the very same nifn that 
beguiled Master Slender of his chain cozened him of it. 

^m I would I could have spoken with the woman 
herself; I had other things to have spoken with her 
too from hint 

Fal. 'What are they? let us know. 

Host. Ay, come; quick. 

Sim I may not conceal them, sir. 

Host. Conceal them, or thou diest 

Sim Why, sir, they were nothing but about Mistress 
Anne Page; to know if it were my master’s fortune to 
haye her or na 
FaL 'Tis, 'tis his fortune. 
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Sim. What, sir ? 

Fat. To have her, or no. Go; say the woman told me so. 

Sim. May I be bord to say so, sir? 

Fat. Ay, sir; like who more bold? 

Sim I thank your worship : I shall make my master 
glad with these tiding. [ExU. 

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly. Sir John. 
Was there a wise woman with thee? 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host; one that hath 
taught me more wit than ever I learned before in my 
life; and I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid 
for my learning. 

ErUer Bardolph. 

Bard. Out, alas, sir! cozenage, mere cozenage! 

Host. Where be my horses? speak well of them, 
varletto. 

Bard. Bun away with the cozeners; for so soon as 1 
came beyond Eton, they threw me off from behind one 
of them, in a slough of mire; and set spurs and away, 
like three German devils, three Doctor Faustuscs. 

Hod. They are gone but to meet the duke, villain: 
do not say they be fled; Germans are honest men. 

Enter SiR Hugh Evans. 

Evans. Where is mine host? 

Host. What is the matter, sir? 

Evans. Have a care of your entertainments : there is 
a friend of mine come to town, tells me there is three 
cozen-gemians that has cozened all the hosts of Bead ins, 
of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of horses and money. I 
tell you for good will, look you : you are wise and full 
of gibes and vlouting-stocks,.and *tis not convenient you 
should be cozened. Fare you well. [ExU. 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Caius. Vere is mine host de Jarteer? 

Hod. Here, master doctor, in perplexity and doubtful 
dilemma. 

Gains. I cannot tell vat is dat; but it is tcll-a me dat 
you make grand preparation for a duke de Jamany: by 
my Ux)t, dere is no duke dat de court is know to come 
I tell you for good vill: adieu. [ExU 

Hod. Hue and cry, villain, go! Assist me, knight. 
I am undone! Fly, run, hue and cry, villain! 1 am 
undone! [Exeunt Hod and Bardotj/h. 

Fat. I would all the world might be cozened; for I 
Itave been cozened and beaten too. If it should come 
to the ear of the court, how I have been transformed, 
and how my transformation hath been washed and 
cudgelled, they would melt me out of my fat, drop by 
drop, and liquor fishermen’s boots with me: 1 warrant 
they would whip me with their fine wits till I wore as 
crest-fallen as a dried pear. 1 never prospered since I 
forswore myself at primero. Well, if my wind were but 
long enough to say my prayers, I would repeat. 

Enter MISTRESS QUICKLY. 

Now, whence come you? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

Fat. The devil take one party, and his dam tlie 
other! and so they shall be botli bestowed. 1 have 
suffered more for their sakes, more than the villanous 
inconstancy of man’s disposition is able to bear. 

Quick. And have not they suffered ? Yes, I warrant ; 
speciously one of them; Mistress Ford, good heart, is 
beaten black and blue, that you cannot see a white spot 
about her. 

FaL What tellest thou me of black and blue? I 
was beaten myself into all the colours of the rainbow ; 
and I was like to be apprehended for the witch of 


Brentford: but that my admirable dexterity of wit, my 
counterfeiting the action of an old woiban, delivered me, 
the knave constable had set me i’ the stocks, i* the 
common stocks, for a witch. 

Quick. Sir, let me speak with you in your chamber: 
you shall hear how things go; and, I warrant, to your con- 
tent. Here is a letter will say somewhat. Good hearts, 
what ado here is to bring you together! Sure, one of 
you docs not serve heaven well, that you are so crossed. 

Fat. Come up into my chamber. [ExtunL 

Scene VI . — AnUher room in ths Garter Inn. 

Enter Fenton and Host. 

Hod. Master Fenton, talk not to me; my mind is 
heavy; I will give over all. 

FerU. Yet hear me speak. Assist me in my purpose. 
And, as I am a gentleman. I’ll give thee 
A hundred pound in gold more than your loss. 

Hod. 1 will hear you. Master Fenton ; and I will at 
the least keep your counsel. 

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love 1 bear to fair Anne Page; 

Who mutually hath answer'd my affection. 

So far forth as herself might bo her chooser. 

Even to my wish: 1 have a letter from her 
Of such contents as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter. 

That neither singly can be manifested. 

Without the show of both ; wherein fat Falstaff 
Hath a great scene : the image of the jest 
I’ll show you here at large. Hark, good mine host: 
To-night at Heme’s oak, just ’twixt twelve and one. 
Must my sweet Nan present the Fairy Queen; 

The purpose why, is here: in which disguise. 

While other jests are something rank on foot. 

Her father hath commanded her to slip 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marry: she hath consented: 

Now, sir. 

Her mother, ever strong against that match 
And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed 
That he shall likewise shuffle her away. 

While other sports are tasking of their minds. 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends. 

Straight marry her: to this her mother’s plot 

She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath 

Made promise to the doctor. Now, thus it rests: 

Her father means she shall be all in white. 

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time 
To take her by the hand and bid her go. 

She shall go with him: her mother hath intended. 

The better to denote her to the doctor 
(For they must all be mask’d and vizarded). 

That, quaint in green, she shall be loose enrobed. 

With ribands pendant, flaring ’bout her head; 

And when the doctor spies his vantap ripe. 

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token. 

The maid hath given consent to go with him. 

Hod. Which means she to deceive, hither or mother ? 

Fent. Both, my good host, to go along with me: 

And here it rests, that you'll procure the vicar 
To stay for me at church ’twixt twelve and one. 

And, in the lawful name of marrying. 

To give our hearts united ceremony. 

Hod. Well, husband your device; I’ll to the vicar: 
Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest 
Fent. So shall I evermore be bound to thee; 

Besides, I’ll make a present recompense. [BxmnL 
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Enter Falstaff and MISTRESS Quickly. 

Fal. Prithee, no more prattling ; go. I’ll hold. Tliis 
is the third time ; I hope good luck lies in odd numbers. 
Awayi go. They say there is divinity in odd numbers, 
either in nativity, chance, or death. Away! 

Quick. I’ll provide you a chain; and I’ll do what I 
can to get you a pair of horns. 

Fal. Away, I say; time wears: hold up your head, 
and mince. \ExU Mrs. Quickly. 

Enter Ford. 

How now. Master Brook I Master Brook, the matter will 
be known to-night, or never. Be you in the Park about 
midnight, at Heme’s oak, and you shall see wonders 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as you 
told me you had appointed? 

Fal. I went to her. Master Brook, as you see, like 
a poor old man; but I came from her. Master Brook, 
like a poor old woman. That same knave Ford, her 
husband, hath the finest mad devil of jealousy in him. 
Master Brook, that ever governed frenzy. 1 will tell 
you : he beat me grievously, in the shape of a woman ; 
for in the shape of man. Master Brook, I fear not 
Goliath with a weaver’s beam; because I know also 
life is a shuttle. 1 am in haste; go along with me; 
I’ll tell you all. Master Brook. Since I plucked geese, 
played truant, and whipped top, I knew not what 'twas 
to be beaten till lately. Follow me: I’ll tell you strange 
things of this knave Ford, on whom to-night I will be 
revenged, and I will deliver his wife into your hand. 
Follow. Strange things in hand. Master Brook ! Follow. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II . — Windsor Park. 

Enter Pagi^ Shallow, and Slender. 

Page. Come, come; we’ll couch i' the castle-ditch 
till we see the light of our fairies. Bemember, son 
Slender, my daughter. 

iSfen. Ay, forsooth; I have spoke with her and we 
have a nay-word* how to know one another: «»•»*•«»• 
I come to her in white, and cry 'mum;’ she cries 
' budget ;’ and by that we know one another. 

SmL That’s good too: but what needs either your 


'mum' or her ‘ budget the white will decipher her 
well enough. It hath struck ten o’clock. 

Page. The night is dark ; light and spirits will become 
it well. Heaven prosper our sport! No man means 
evil but the devil, and w’c shall know him by his horns. 
Let's away; follow me. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — A dreet leading to the Park. 

Enter Mistress Pace, Mistress Ford, and 
Doctor Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Master doctor, my daughter is in green: 
when you see your timOf take her by the hand, away 
with her to the deanery, and de.spatch it quickly. Go 
before into the Park: we two must go together. 

Caius. I know vat I have to do. Adieu. 

Mrs. Page. Fare you well, sir. [Ent Caius.'] My 
husband will not rejoice so much at the abuse of Falstaff 
as he will chafe at the doctor’s marrying my daughter: 
but ’tis no matter; better a little chiding than a great 
deal of heart-break. 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now and her troop of 
fairies, and the Welsh devil Hugh? 

Mrs. Page. They are all couched in a pit hard by 
Herne’s oak, with obscured lights: which, at the very 
instant of Fabtaff’s and our meeting, they will at once 
dbplay to the night 

Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amaze him. 

Mrs. Page. If he be not amazed, he will be mocked; 
if he bo amazed, he will every way be mocked. 

Mrs. Ford. We’ll betray him finely. 

Mrs. Page. Against such lewdsters, and their le^hiery. 
Those that betray them do no tieachery. f 

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on. To the oak, ^ the 
oak I [l^teunt. 

Scene IV. — Windsor Park. * 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans divined as a Satyr, vffth 
others as Fairies. 

Evans. Trib, trib, fairies; come; and remember your 
parts: be pold, I pray you; follow me into the pit; 
and when I give the watch- ords, do as I pid you: 
come, come; trib, trib. [Eeewnt. 
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Scene V . — Another part of the Park, 

Enter Falsttiff disguised as Herne, 

Fed. The Windsor hell hath struck twelve ; the 
minute draws on. Now, the hot-blooderl gods assist me ! 
Remember, Jove, thou wast n bull for thy Europa ; 
love set on thy horns. 0 powerful love! that, in some 
respects, makes a beast a man; in some other, a man 
a beast. You were also, Jupiter, a swan for the love 
of I.eda. O omnipotent Love > how near the god drew 
to the comple.xion of a goose! A fault done first in 
the form of a beast. O Jove, a beastly fault! And 
then another fault in the semblance of a fowl; think 
on’t, Jove ; a foul fault ! When gods have hot backs, 
what shall poor men do ? For me, I am here a Windsor 
stag; and the fattest, I think, i* the forest. Send me 
a cool rut-time, Jove, or who can blame me to piss my 
tallow ? Who comes here 1 my doe ? 

Enter MisTRKss Ford a 7 id Mistress Page. 


Jfrs. Ford. Sir John ! art thou there, iny deer ? my 
male deer? 

Fal. My doe with the black scut ! L(it the sky rain 
potatoes; let it thunder to the tunc of Green Sleeves, 
iiail kissing-comfits, and snow eringoes ; let there come 
a tempest of provocation, I will shelter me here. 

[^Enihracing her. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, sweetheart. 

Fal. Divide me like a bribe buck, each a haunch? 
1 will keep TiXj .lides to myself, my shoulders for the 
fellow of this walk, and my horns I bequeath your 
husbands. Am I a woodman, ha? Speak T like Herne 
the hunter? Why, now is Cupid a child of conscience; 
lie makes restitution. As 1 am a true spirit, welcome! 

mthin. 


Mrs Page. Alas, what noise? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins ' 

Fal. What should this be? 

^Mrs. ^Page. } 

Fed. 1 think the devil will not have me damned, 
lest the oil that’s in me should set hell on fire; he 
would never else cross me thus. 


Enter Sir Hugh Evans, disguised as before; Pistol, as 
Hobgoblin; Mistress Quickly, Anne Page, and others, 
as Fairies, with tapers. 

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white, 

You moonshine revellers, and shades of night, 

You orphan heirs of fixed destiny, 

Attend your office and your quality. 

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. 

put. Elves, list your names ; silence, airy toys. 
Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap • 

Where fires thou find’st unraked and hearths unswopt. 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry; 

Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 

Fal. They are fairies ; he that speaks to them shall die ; 
ril wink and couch; no man their works must eye. 

[Lies down upon his fare. 
Evans. Where’s Bede? Go you, and where you find a maid 
That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said. 

Raise up the organs of her fantasy, 

Sleep she os sound as careless infancy : 

But those as sleep and think not on their sins, 

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and shins 
Quick. About, about; 

Search Windsor Castle, elves, within and out: 

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room: 


That it may stand till the perpetual doom, 

In state as wholesome as in state ’tis fit. 

Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 

The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juice of balm and every precious flower: 

Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 

With loyal blazon, evjermore be blest! 

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing, 

Like to the Garter’s compass, in a ring: 

Tlie expressure that it bears, green let it be. 

More fertile-fresh than all the field to sec; 

And ‘Honi soit qui mal y pensc’ write 
In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white; 

Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery. 

Buckled below fair knighthood's bending knee: 

Fairies use flowers for their cliaractery. 

Away; disperse: but till *t1s one o'clock. 

Our dance of custom round about the oak 
Of Herne the liuntor, let ns not forget 

Evans. Pray you, lock hand in hand ; yourselves in 
order set; 

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be, 

To guide our measure round about the tree. 

But, stay; I smell a man of middle earth. 

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welsh fairy, lest 
he transform me to a piece of cheese ! 

Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o'erlook’d even in thy birth 
Quick. Witli trial-fire touch me his finger-end: 

If he be cba.ste, the flame will back descend 
And turn him to no pain ; but if he start, 

It is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 

Pist. A trial, come! 

Evans. Come, will this wood take fire’ 

[They burn him with their tapers 

Fal. Oh, Oh, Oh ! 

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire! 

About him, fairies; sing a scornful rhyme; 

And, as you trip, still pinch liim to your time. 

Song. 

Fie on sinful fantasy! 

Fie on lu.st and luxury I 
Lust is but a bloody fire, 

Kindled with unchaste desire, 

Fed in heart, whose* flames aspire 
As thoughts do blow them, higher and higher. 
Pinch him, fairies, mutually; 

Pinch him for his villany ; 

Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 

Till candles and starlight and moonshine be out. 

During this song they pinch Falstaff. Doctor Caius 
comes one way, and steals away a boy in green; 
Slender another way, and takes off a berg in white; 
and Fenton comes, and steals auay Mrs. Anne 
Page. A noise of hunting v$ heard within All 
the Fairies run av:ay. Falstaff pxdls off his 
buck's head, and rises. 

Enter Page, Ford, Mistress Page, and Mistress Ford. 

Page. Nay, do not fly ; I think we have watch’d* * 
you now: 

Will none but Herne the hunter serve your turn? 

Mrs. Page. I pray you, come, hold up the jest no 
higher. 

Now, good Sir John, how like you Windsor wives? 

See you these, husband? do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the town? 

Ford. Now, sir, who’s a cuckold now ? Master Brook, 
FalstafT’s a knave, a cuckoldly knave ; here are his horns, 

10 
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Master Brook: and, Master Brook, he hath enjoyed 
nothing of Ford’s but his buck-basket, his cudgel, and 
twenty pounds of money, which must be paid to Master 
Brook; his horses are arrested for it. Master Brook. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck; we co^d 
never meet. I never take you for my love again; 
but I will always count you my deer. 

Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made an ass. 

Fvrd. Ay, and an ox too : both the proofs arc extant. 

Fal. And these are not fairies? I was three or four 
time.s in the thought they were not fairies: and yet the 
guiltiness of my mind, the sudden surprise of my powers, 
drove the grossness of the foppery into a received belief, 
in despite of the teeth of all rhyme and reason, that 
they were fairies. See now how wit may be made a 
Jack-a-Lent, when 'tis upon Ul employment! 

Evans. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave your 
desires, and fairies will not pinse you. 

Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh. 

Evans. And leave you your jealousies too, I pray you. 

Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again, till thou 
art able to woo her in good English. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the sun and dried it, 
that it wants matter to prevent so gross o'erreaching as 
this? Am I ridden with a Welsh goat too? sliall 1 
have a coxcomb* of frieze? 'Tis time I were 
choked with a piece of toasted cheese. 

Evans. Seese is not good to give putter; your pelly 
is aU putter. 

Fal. ‘ Seese’ and ' putter’ ! have I lived to stand at 
the taunt of one that makes fritters of English? This 
is enough* to be the decay of lust and late-walking 
through the realm. 

Mrs. Page. Why, Sir John, do you think, though we 
would have thrust virtue out of our hearts by the head 
and shoulders and have given ourselves without scruple 
to hell, that ever the devil could have made you our 
delight ? 

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding ? a bag of Hax? 

Mrs. Page. A puffed man? 

Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable entrails? 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan? 

Page. And as poor as Job? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife? 

Evans. And given to fornications, and to taverns and 
sack and wine and metheglins, and to drinkings and 
swearings and starings, pribbles and prabbles? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme: you have the start of 
me; I am dejected; I am not able to answer the 
Welsh flannel; ignorance itself is a plummet o’er me; 
use me as you will. 

Ford. Many, sir, we'll bring you to Windsor, to one 
Master Brook, that you have cozened of money, to whom 
you should have been a pander: over and above that 
you have suffered, 1 think to repay that money will be 
a biting affliction. 

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt eat a posset 
to-night at my house ; where I will desire thee to laugh 
at my wife, that now laughs at thee: tell her Master 
Slender hath married her daughter. 

Mrs. Page. [Aside.] Doctors doubt that : if Anne Page 
be my daughter, she is, by this. Doctor Caius’ wife. 

Enter Slkkdbr. 

SUn. Whoa, ho! ho, father Page! 

Page. Son, how now I how now, son! have you 
dispatched? 


Sim. Dispatched! I’ll make the best in Gloucester- 
shire know on’t; would I w'ere hanged, la, else! 

Pa^. Of what, son? 

Sim. I came yonder at Eton to marry Mistress Anno 
Page, and she’s a great lubberly boy. If it had not 
been i’ the church, I would have swinged him, or he 
should have swinged me. If I did not think it had 
been Anne Page, would I might never stir! and 'tis a 
postmaster’s boy. 

Page. Upon my life, then, you took the wrong. 

Sim. What need you tell me that? I think so, 
when 1 took a boy for a girl. If I had been married 
to him, for all ho was in woman’s apparel, I would not 
have had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell 
you how you should know my daughter by her garments? 

Sim. I went to her in white, and cried ‘ mum,’ and 
she cried ‘budget,’ as Anne and I had appointed; and 
yet it was not Anne, but a postmaster’s boy. 

Mrs. Page. Good Geoige, bo not angry; I knew of 
your purpose; turned my daughter into green; and, 
indeed, she is now with the doctor at the deanery, and 
there married. 

Enter Caius. 

Cains. Vere is Mistress Page ? By gar, I am cozened : 
I ha’ married un garden, a boy; un paysan, by gar, a 
boy; it is not Anne Page; by gar, I am cozened. 

Mrs. Page. Why, did you take her in green * 

Cams. Ay, by gar, and 'tis a boy: by gar, I’ll raise 
all Windsor. [Eicit. 

Ford. This is strange. Who hath got the right Anne ? 

Page. My heart misgives me : here comes Master Fenton. 

Enter Fenton and Anne Page. 

How now. Master Fenton! 

Anne. Pardon, good father ! good my mother, pardon,; 

Page. Now, mistress, how chance you went not with 
M^ter Slender? 

Mrs. Peige. Why went you not with master doctor, maid? 

Fmt. You do amaze her: hear the truth of it. 

You would have married her most shamefully. 

Where there was no proportion held in love. 

The truth is, she and I, long since contracted, 

Are now so sure that nothing can dissolve us. 

The offence is holy that she hath committed; 

And this deceit loses the name of craft. 

Of disobedience, or unduteous title. 

Since therein she doth evitate and shun 
A thousand irreligious cursed hours. 

Which forced maniage would have brought upon her. 

Ford. Stand not amazed; here is no remedy: 

In love the heavens themselves do guide the state; 
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 

Fal. ’ I am glad, though you have ta’en a special 
stand to strike at me, that your arrow hath glanced. 

Page. Well, what remedy? Fenton, heaven give thee joy! 
What cannot bo eschew’d must be embraced. 

Fal. When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer are (bhased. 

Mrs. Page. Ww, I will muse no further. Master I'enton, 
Heaven give you many, many merry days! 

Good husband, let us every one go home. 

And laugh this sport o’er by a country fire ; 

Sir John and all. 

Ford. Let it be so. Sir John, 

To Master Brook you ^et shall hold your word; 

For he to-nigh| shall lie with Mistress Ford, [i^emnt. 
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ACT I. 


Scene I — 27ie Duke’s palace. 


Enter Duke, Curio, and other Lords , Musicians 
attending 

Duke. If music be the food of love, play on , 
Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting. 

The appetite may sicken, and so die 

That strain again 1 it liad a dying fall 

0, it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound. 

That breathes upon a hank of violets. 

Stealing and giving odour I Enough; no more: 

’Tis not so sweet now as it was before. 


0 spirit of love ' how quick and fresh art thou. 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Rcceivcth as the sea, nought enters there. 

Of what validity and pitch soe’er. 

But falls into abatement and low price. 

Even m a minute : so full of shapes is fancy. 

That it alone is high fantastical 
Cur Will you go hunt, my loid* 

Duke What, Curio* 

Cur. The hart 

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I hav'e. 
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0, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 

Methoujxht she purged tlie air of pestilence ! 

Tiiat instant was I turn’d into a 11011;; 

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds, 

H’er since pursue me 

Enter Vai.bntine. 

How now ! what news from her ? 
Val. So please my lord, I might not be admitted; 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 

The element itself, till seven years’ heat. 

Shall not behold her face at ample view; 

But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine : all this to season 
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh 
And lasting in her sad remembrance. 

Ditkc. 0, she that hath a heart of that fine frame 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother. 

How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill’d the flock of all affections else 
That live in her; when liver, brain and heart. 

These sovereign thrones, are all supplied and fill’d — 
Her sweet perfection — with one self king! 

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers: 

Love-thoughts lie rich when canopied with bowers 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The eea-coast. 

Enter VtoLA, a Captain, and Sailors. 

Vio. WTxat country, friends, is this ? 

Cap. This is Illyria, lady. 

Vto. And what should I do in Illyria? 

My brother he is in Elysium. 

Perchance he is not drown’d: what think you, sailors? 
Cap. It is perchance that you yourself were saved. 
Vto. 0 my poor brother! and so perchance may 
he be. 

Cap. True, madam : and, to comfort you with chance, 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split. 

When you and those poor number saved with you 
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother. 

Most provident in peril, bind himself. 

Courage and hope both teaching him the practice. 

To a strong mast that lived upon the sea; 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back, 

I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves 
So long as 1 could see. 

Vto. For saying so, there’s gold: 

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope. 

Whereto thy speech serves for authority, 

The like of him. Know’st thou this country? 

Cap. Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and bom 
Not three hours’ travel from this very place. 

Vto. Who governs here? 

Cap. A noble duke, in nature as in name. 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap. Orsino. 

Vio. Orsino! 1 have heard my father name him: 
He was a bachelor then. 

Cap. And so is now, or was so very late; 

For but a month ago 1 went from hence, 

And then 'twas fresh in murmur — as, you know. 

What great ones do the leas will prattle of — 

That he did seek the love of fair Olivia. 

Vio. What’s she ? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since, then leaving her 


In the protection of his son, her brother. 

Who shortly also died: for whose dear love, 

They say, she hath abjured the company 
And sight of men. 

Vio. 0 that I served that lady 

And might not be delivered to the world. 

Till I had made mine own occasion mellow 
What my estate is ! 

Cap. That were hard to compass ; 

Because she will admit no kind of suit, 

No, not the duke’s. 

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain ; 

And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 

I prithee, and I’ll pay thee bounteously, 

Conceal me what 1 am, and be my aid 
For such disguise os haply shall become 
'The form of my intent. I’ll serve this duke: 

Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him: 

It may be worth thy pains; for I can sing. 

And speak to him in many sorts of music 
That will allow me very worth his service. 

What else may hap to time I will commit; 

Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and j'our miito I 'll bo . 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see. 

Vio. 1 thank thee: lead me on. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Olivia’s house. 

Enter SiR Toby Belch and Maria. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take 
the death of her brother thus? 1 am sure care’s an 
enemy to life. , 

Mar. By my troth. Sir Toby, you must come in 
earlier o’ nights: your ^cousin, my lady, takes great 
exceptions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within the 
modest limits of order. 

Sir To. Confine! I’ll confine myself no finer than I 
am: these clothes are good enough to drink in; and 
so be these boots too: an they be not, let them hang 
themselves in their own straps. 

Mar. Tliat quaffing and drinking will undo you : 
I heard my lady talk of it yesterday; and of a foolish 
knight that you brought in one night here to be her 
wooer. 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Aguecheek? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He’s as tali' a man as any’s in Illyiia. 

Mar. What’s that to the purpose ? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a year. 

Mar. Ay, but he’ll have but a year in all these 
ducats : he’s a very fool and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fie, that you’ll say so! he plays d the 
viol-de-gamboys * and speaks three or »vioi-iinMirt»ori«iTi*MD. 
four languages word for word without book, and- hath 
all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath indeed, almost natural: for besides 
that he’s a fool, he’s a great quarreller; and but that 
he hath the gift of a coward to allay the gust he bath 
in quarrelling, ’tie thought among the prudent he would 
quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels and sub- 
stractors that say so of him. Who are they ? 
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ilar. They that add, moreover, he’s drunk nightly drink to her as long as theie is a passage in my throat 

in your company. _ and dunk in Illyna. he’s a coward and a coy- 

o/vr To. With druxking healths to my niece • I’ll strill * that will not drink to my niece till his * ^ 



brains turn o’ the toe like a parish-top What, wench' 
r<iatiliano vulgo' for here comes Sir Andrew Agneface 

Ent&r Sir Andrew Aguecheek 
And Sir Toby Belch' how now. Sir Toby 

Belch ' 

Sir To Sweet Sir Andrew I 

Sir And Bless you, fair shrew 

Mar And you too, sir 

Sir To Accost, Sir Andrew, accost 

Sir And What’s that' 

Sir To My niece’s chambermaid 
Sir And. Good Mistress Accost, T desire betcei 
acquaintance 

Mar My name is Mary, sir 

Sir And. Good Mistress Mary Accost — 

Sir To You mistake, knight, 'accost' is front her, 
board her, woo her, assail her 
Sir And. By my troth, I would not undeitake her 
in this company. Is that the meaning of ‘accost’^ 

Mar Faie you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To. An thou let part so. Sir a' idrew, would 
thou mightst never draw sword again. 

Sir And An you part so, mistress, I would I might 
never draw sword again Fair lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand? 

Mar Sir, I have not you by the hamd 
Sir And. Marry, but you shall have , and here’s my 
hand. 

Mar Now, sir, ‘thought is free:’ I pray you, bring 
your hand to the buttery-bar and let it drmk 
Sir And Wherefore, sweet-heart ? what’s your 
metaphor 7 
Mar. It’s dry, sir 

Sir And. Why, I think so; I am not such an ass 
but I can keep my hand dry. But what’s your jest ? 
Mar. A dry jest, sir. 


Sir And. Are you full ot them ’ 

Mar Ay, sir, I have them at my fingers’ ends 
marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren [Exit 





Sir To 0 knight, thou lackest a cup of canary: 
when did I see thee so put down f 
^r And. Never in your life, I think, unless you 
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see canaiy put me down. Methinks sometimes I have 
no more wit than a Christian or an ordinary man has : 
but I am a great eater of beef, and 1 believe that does 
harm to my wit 

Sir To. No question. 

Sir And. An 1 thought that, I ’Id forswear it I’ll 
ride home to-morrow. Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourquoi, my dear knight? 

Sir And. What is * poiu'quoi’ i do or not do ? I would 
I had bestowed that time in the tongues that I have in 
fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting : 0, had I but followed 
the arts! 

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head of hair. 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 

Sir. To. Past question ; for thou seest it will not curl 
by nature. 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't not ? 

Sir To. Excellent ; it hangs like flax on a distaff ; 


and I hope to see a housewife take thee between her 
legs and spin it off. 

Sir And. Faith, I’ll home to-morrow. Sir Toby : your 
niece will not be seen; or if she be, it’s four to one 
she’ll none of me : the count liimself here liard by woos 
her. 

Sir To. She’ll none o’ the count: she'll not match 
above her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit; I 
have heard her swear't. Tut, there’s life in’t, men. 

Str And. I’ll stay a month longer. 1 am a fellow 
o’ the strangest miml i’ the world , I delight in masques 
and revels sometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at these kickshawses, knight ? 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he be, 
under the degi'ee of my betters; and yet I will not 
compare with an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 



Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't 
Sir And. And L think I have the back-trick simply 
as strung as any man in lUyria. 

i8ir To. Wherefore are these things hid ? wherefore 
have these gifts a curtain before ’em? are they like to 
take dust, like Mistress Mali’s picture?* * 
why dost thou not go to church in a galliard and come 
home in a coranto ? My very walk should be a jig ; I 
would not so much as make water but in a sink-a-pacc. 
What dost thou mean? Is it a world to hide virtues 
in? I did think, by the excellent constitution of thy 
leg, it was formed under the star of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, 'tis strong, and it does indifferent well 
in a flame-coloured stock. Shall we set about some revels ? 

Sir To. What shall we do else? were we not bom 
under Taurus? 

Sir And. Taurus! That’s sides and heart 
Sir To. No, sir; it is legs and thighs. Let me see 
thee caper: ha! higher: ha, ha! excellent! [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — The Duke’s paleue. 

Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire. 

Veil. If the duke continue these favours towards you, 
Cesario, you arc like to be much advanced: he hath 
known you but three days, and already you are no 
stranger. 


Vio. You either fear his humour or my negligence, 
that you call in question the continuance of his love : 
is he inconstant, sir, in his favours? 

Val. No, believe me. 

Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

JhiXx. Who saw Cesario, ho? 

Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand you a while aloof. Cesario, 

Thou know’st no less but all; I have unclasp’d 
To thee the book evAi of my secret soul: 

Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her; 

Be not denied access, stand at her doors. 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow 
Till thou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble lord. 

If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is s|)oke, she never will admit me. 

/hike. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds. 
Bather than make unprofited return. 

Vio. Say I do speak with her, my lord, what then? 
Duke. 0, then unfold' the passion of m^ love. 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith: 

It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 

She will attend ijt better in thy youth 
Than in a nuncitfs of more mve aspect. 

Vio. I think not so, my lord. 
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Dvkt. Dear lad, believe it: 

For they shall yet belie thy happy years. 

That say thou art a iban: Diana's lip 

Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe 

Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound. 

And all is semblative a woman’s part. 

I know thy constellation is right apt 

For this affair. Some four or five attend him ; 

All, if you will; for I myself am best 
When least in company. Prosper well in this. 

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord. 

To call hb fortunes thine. 

Via. I’ll do my best 

To woo your lady ; [Asitit.'] yet, a barful strife ! 

Whoe’er I woo, myself would be hb wife. [ExmrU. 

Scene V. — Olivia’s house. 

Enter Mabia and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast boon, or 
I will not open my lips so wide as a bristle may enter 
in w’ay of thy excuse: my lady will hang thee for thy 
absence. 

Clo. Let her hang me : he that is well hanged in 
this world needs to fear no colours. 

^far, Make that good. 

do. He shall sec none to foar. 

Mar, A good lenten answer: 1 can tell thcc where 
that saying was born , of ‘ I fear no colours.* 

Clo, Where, good Mistress Maiy ? 

Mar, In the wars; and that may you be bold to 
say in your foolery. 

Clo, Well, God give them wisdom that have it ; and 
those that are fools, let them use their talents. 

Mar, Yet you will be hanged for being so long 
absent; or, to be turned away, is not that as good ns a 
hanging to you? 

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage ; 
and, for turning away, let summer bear it out. 

Mar. You are resolute, then ? 

do. Not so, neither ; but I am resolved on tw(» 
points. 

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold; or, if 
both break, your gaskins fall. 

Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt. Well, go thy 
way; if Sir Toby would leave drinking, tliou wert as 
witty a piece of Evc*s flesh as any in Illyria. 

Mar, Peace, you rogue, no more o* that. Here comes 
my lady : make your excuse wisely, you were best. [Exit. 

Clo. Wit, an't be thy will, put me into good fooling! 
Those wits, that think they have thee, do very oft prove 
fools; and I, that am sure I lack thee, may pass for 
a wise man : for what says Quinapalus ? ‘ ikitter a witty 
fool than a foolish wit/ 

Enter Lady Olivia noUh Malvolio. 

God bless thee, lady I 

Oli, Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hetir, fellows? Take away the lady. 

Oli. Go to, you’re a dry fool; I’ll no more of you: 
besides, you grow dishonest. 

Clo, Two faults, madonna, that drink and good 
counsel will amend : for give the dry fool drink, then 
is the fool not dry : bid the dishonest man mend him- 
self ; if he mend, he is no longer dishonest ; if he cannot^ 
let the botcher mend him. Any thing that’s mended is 
but patched: virtue that transgresses is but patched 
with sin; and sin that amends is but patched with 


virtue. If that this simple syllogism will serve, so; if 
it will not, what remedy ? As there is no true cuckold 
but calamity, so beauty’s a flower. The lady bade take 
away the fool ; therefore, 1 say again, take her away. 

Oli. Sir, I bode them take away you. 

Clo, Misprision in the highest degree 1 Lady, ' Cucullus 
non facit monachum ;' that's as much to say as I wear 
not motley in my brain. Good madonna, give me leave 
to prove you a I’ool. 

OIL Can you do it? 

Clo. Dexteriously, good madonna. 

OIL Make your proof. 

Clo. I must catechize you for it, madonna : good my 
mouse of virtue, answer me. 

Oli. Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I’ll bide 
your proof. 

Clo. Good madonna, why mournest thou ? 

Oh. Good fool, for my brother's death. 

Clo. I think his soul is in hell, madonna. 

Oli. I know liis soul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo. The more fool, madonna, to mouni for your 
brother’s soul being in heaven. Take away the fool, 
gentlemen. 

OH. What think you of this fool, Malvolio ? doth 
he not mend ? 

Mai. Yes, and shall do till the pangs of death shake 
him : infirmity, that decays the wise, doth ever make 
the better fool. 

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for the 
better increasing your folly! Sir Toby will Ixj sworn 
that I am no fox ; but he will not pass his word for 
twopence that you are no fool. 

Oli. How say you to that, Malvolio? 

Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such 
a ban-en rascal : I saw him put down the other day 
with an ordinary fool tliat has no more brain than a 
stone. l>ook you now, he’s out of his guard aln*ady ; 
unless you laugli and minister occasion to him, he is 
gagged. I j)rotest, I take these wise men, that crow so 
at these set kind of fools, no better than llic fools' 
zanies. 

Oli. 0, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and taste 
with a distempered appetite. To be geneiDUS, guiltless, 
and of free disposition, is to take tliose tilings for bird- 
bolts that you deem cannon-bullets : there is no slander 
in an allowed fool, though he do nothing but rail; nor 
no railing in a known disercet man, though he do 
nothing but reprove. 

Clo. Now Mercury endue thee Muth leasing,® for ***?*«»•■ 
thou speakest well of fools! 

Be-enkr Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentle- 
man much desires to speak with you. 

Oli, From the Count Orsino, is it? 

Mar, I know not, madam: 'tis a fair young man, 
and well attended. 

Oli, Who of my people hold him in delay? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam your kinsman. 

OIL Fetch him off, I pray you ; he speaks nothing 
but madman : fio on him 1 [Exit Marm!\ Go you, 
Malvolio : if it be a suit from the count, I am sick, or 
not at home; what you will, to dismiss it. [Exit MaU 
volio^ Now you see, sir, how your fooling grows old, 
and people dislike it 

Clo. Thou hast spoke for ns, madonna, as if thy 
eldest son should be a fool ; whose skull Jove cram with 
brains I for — here he comes— one of thy kin has a most 
weak pia mater. 



80 


TWELFTH NIGHT; OE, WHAT YOU WILL. 


[Act I. 


ErUcr Sir Toby. 

Oil. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at 
the Rate, cousin ? 

Sn- To, A gentleman. 

OIL A gentleman ! what gentleman ? 

iSir To. Tis a gentleman here — a plague o* these 
piuklc-hemng ! How now, sot I 

Clo. Good Sir Toby! 

Oh. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so early by 
this lethargy ? 

Sir To. Lechery ! I defy lechery. There's one at the 
gate. 

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he ? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care 
not : give me faith, say I. Well, it’s all one. [Exit. 

Oli. What’s a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a drowned man, a fool, and a madman : 
one draught above heat makes him a fool; the second 
mads him; and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and seek the crowner, and let him sit 
o’ my coz; for he’s in the third degree of drink, he’s 
drowned : go, look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna ; and the fool shall 
look to the madman. [Exit. 

Re-enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Madam, yond young fellow swears he will 
speak with you. I told him you were sick ; he takes 
on him to understand so much, and therefore comes to 
speak with you. I told him you were asleep ; he seems 
to have a foreknowledge of that too, and therefore comes 
to .speak with you. What is to be said to him, lady ? 
he’s fortified against any denial. 

Oli. Tell him he shall not speak with mo. 

Mai. Has been told so; and he says he’ll stand at 
your door like a sheriff’s post, and be the supporter to 
a bench, but he’ll speak with you. 

Oli. What kind o* man is he? 

Mai. Why, of mankind. 

Oli. What manner of man ? 

Mai. Of very ill manner ; he’ll speak with you, will 
you or no. 

Oli. Of what personage and years is he? 

Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy; as a squash is before ’tis a peascod, 
or a codling when 'tis almost an apple: ’tis with him 
in standing water, between boy and man. He is very 
^ycll-favoured and he speaks very shrewishly ; one would 
think his mother’s milk were scarce out of him. 

Oli. Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman. 

MaL Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit. 

Re-enter Maria. 

Oli. Give me my veil : come, throw it o’er my face. 
We’ll once more hear Orsino's embassy. 

Enter Viola, and Attendants. 

Vio. The honourable lady of the house, which is she? 

Oli. Speak to me; I shall answer for her. Your will ? 

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable beauty 
— I pray you, tell me if this be the lady of the house, 
for I never saw her: 1 would be loath to cast away 
my speech, for besides that it is excellently well penned, 
I have taken great pains to con it. Good beauties, let 
me sustain no scorn; I am very comptible* even 
to the least sinister usage. 

(HL Whence came von, sir ? 

Vio* I can say Uttie more than I have studied, and 


that question’s out of my part. Good gentle one, give 
me modest assurance if you be the lady of the bouse, 
that 1 may proceed in my speech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian? 

Vio. No, my profound heart: and yet by the very 
fangs of malice I swear, I am not that I play. Are 
you the lady of the house? 

Oh. If I do not usurp my.«?elf, I am. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are sho, you do usurp 
yourself; for what is yours to bestow is not yours to 
reserve. But this is from my commission : I will on 
with my speech in your praise, and then show you the 
heart of my message. 

Oli. Come to what is important in’t : I forgive you 
the praise. 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to study it, and ’tis 
poetical. 

Oli. It is the more like to bo feigned; I pray you, 
keep it in. I lieard you were saucy at my gates, and 
allowed your approach nither to wonder at you than to 
hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you have 
reason, be brief ’tis not that time of moon with me to 
make one in so skipping a dialogue. 

Mar. Will you hoi.st sail, sir i liere lies your way. 

Vio. No. good swabber; T am to hull here a little 
longer. Some mollification for your giant, sweet lady. 
Tell me your mind; I am a messenger. 

Oli. Sin*e, you have some hideous matter to deliver, 
when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Sj)oak your otfice 

Vio. It alone concerns your car. I bring no over- 
ture of war, no taxation of homage : I hold the olive 
in my hand; my wortls are as full of peace as matter. 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? what 
would you? 

Vio. The rudeness that hath appeared in me have T 
learned from my entertainment. What 1 am, and what 
I would, arc as secret as maidenhead : to your ears,^ 
divinity ; to any other’s, profanation. 

Oli. Give us the piqce alone : we will hear this 
divinity. [Exeunt Maria and Attendants.^ Now’, sir, 
what is your text? 

Vio. Most sweet lady — 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said 
of it. Where lies your text? 

Vio. In Orsino’s bosom. 

Oli. In his bosom! In what chapter of his bosom? 

. Vio. To answer by the method, in the first of liis 
heart. 

Oli. 0, I have read it; it is heresy. Have you no 
more to say? 

Vio. Good madam, let me sec your face. 

Oli. Have you any commission from your lord to 
negotiate with my face ? You are now out of your text ; 
but we will draw the curtain and show you the picture. 
Look you, sir, such a one I was this present: is’t not 
well done? [Unveiling. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all 

Oli. 'Tis in grain, sir ; 'twill endure wind and waather. 

Vio. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 

Lady, you are the crucll’st she alive, 

If you will lead these graces to the grave. 

And leave the world no copy 

Oli. 0 sir, I will not be so hard-hearted ; I will pve 
out divers schedules of my beauty; it shall be inventoried, 
pd every particle and utensil labelled to my wiU: as, 
item, two lips, indifferent red ; item, two grey eyes, with 
lids to them; item, one neck, one chin, and so forth. 
Werft you sent hither to praise ^ me ? ^ Aptmm. 
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Vio. I see you wliat you are, you arc too proud; 
But, if you weTo the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you : 0 such love 

Could he but recompensed, though you were croarn’d 

The nonpareil of beauty ! 

OH. How does he love me? 

Vio. With adorations, fertile tears. 

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 

Oli Your lord does know my mind; I cannot love 
him : 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble. 

Of grmt estate, of fresh and stainless youth; 

In voices well divulged, free, leam’d, and valiant; 

And in dimension and the shape of nature 
A gracious person: but yet I cannot love him; 

He might have took his answer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my master’s flame, 

With such a suffering, such a deadly life. 

In yout denial I would find no sense; 

I would not understand it. 

Oli. Why, what would you ? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 

And call upon my soul within the house; 

Write loyal cantons of contemned love 

And sing them loud even in the dead of night; 

Halloo your name to the reverberate hills 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out ‘Olivia!’ 0, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth. 

But you should pity me! 

Oli. You might do much. 

What is your parentage? 

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well: 

I am a gentleman. 

Oli. Get you to your lord; 


I cannot love him : let him send no mo^^ ; 

Unless, perchance, you come to me again. 

To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well : 

I thank you for your pains : spend this for me. 

Vio. I am no fee’d post, lady; keep your purse; 

My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 

Love make his heart of flint that you shall love; 

And let your fervour, like my master’s, be 
Placed in contempt! Farewell, fair cruelty. 

Oli 'What is your parentage?’ 

‘Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 

I am a gentleman.* I’ll be sworn thou art; 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit. 

Do give thee five-fold blazon : not too fast : soft, soft ! 
Unless the master were the man. How now! 

Even so quickly may one catch the plague? 

Mothinks I feel this youth’s perfections 
With an invisible and subtle stealth 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. 

What ho, Malvolio! 

Re-enter Malvouo. 

^fal. Here, madam, at your service. 

Oli Bun after that same peevish messenger. 

The county’s man : he left this ring behind him. 

Would I or not: tell him I’ll none of it. 

Desire him not to flatter with his lord. 

Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him : 

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow. 

I’ll give him reasons for’t: hie thee, Malvolio. 

Mai. Madam, I will. [Exit. 

Oli. I do I know not what, and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate, show thy force: ourselves we do not owe; 

What is decreed must be, and be this so. [Exit. 




ACT II. 


ScEKE I — The sea-coast. 


Enter Antonio and Sebastian. 

Ant. Will you stay no longer ? nor will you not that 
I go with you? 

Sd>. By your patience, no. My stars shine darkly 
over me : the muignancy of my fate might perhaps 
distemper yours; therefore I shall crave of you your 
leave that I may bear my evils alone : it were a bad 
recompense for your love, to lay any of them on you 

Ant. Let me yet know of you whither you arc 
bound. 

SA>. No, sooth, sir; my determinate voyage is mere 
extravagancy. But I perceive in you so excellent a 
touch of modesty, that you will not extort from me 
what I am willing to keep in; therefore it chaiges me 
in manners the rather to express myself. You must 
know of me then, Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which 
I called Boderigo. My father was that Sebastian of Mes- 
saline, whom I know you have heard of. He left 
behind him myself and a sister, both born in an hour; 
if the heavens had been pleased, would we had so 
ended! but you, sir, altered that; for some hour before 
you took me from the breach of the sea was my sister 
^wned. 

Ant. Alas the day! 

Sd). A lady, sir, though it was said she much resem- 
bled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful: but, 
though I could not with such estimable wonder overfar 
believe that, yet thus fax I will boldly publish her ; she 
bore a mind that envy could not but call fair. She is 
drowned already, sir, with salt water, though I seem to 
drown her remembrance again with more 

ArU. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment 

Sd>. O good Antonio, foigive me your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not muraer me for my love, let me 
be your servant 

If you will not undo what you have done, that 
is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire it not 
Fare ye well at once: mv bosom is full of kindness, 
and I am yet so near the manners of my mother, 
that upon the least occasion more mine eyes will tell 
tales of me. I am hound to the Count Orsino’s court: 
£uewelL [Exit. 


Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee 
I have many enemies in Orsino’s court. 

Else would I very shortly see thee there. 

But come what may, I do adore thee so. 

That danger shall seem sport, and 1 will go. [Exit. 

Scene II . — A street. 

Enter Viola, Malvouo follmoing. 

Mai Were not you even now with the Counte*!!' 
Olivia * ^ 

Vto. Even now, sir; on a moderate pace I have 
since arrived but hither. 

Mai. She returns this ring to you, sir: you might 
have saved me my pains, to have taken it away your- 
self. She adds, moreover, that you should put your lord 
into a desperate assurance she will none of him : and 
one thing more, that you be never so hardy to come 
again in his affairs, unless it be to report your lord’s 
taking of this. Beceive it so. 

Vio. She took the ring of me : I’ll none of it. 

Mai. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her; and 
her will is, it should be so returned; if it be worth 
stooping for, there it lies in your eye; if not, be it his 
that finds it. {Emt. 

Vio. I left no ring with her : what means this lady ? 
Fortune forbid my outside have not charm'd her! 

She made good view of me; indeed, so much. 

That sure methought her eyes had lost her tongue. 

For she did speak in starts distractedly. 

She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 

None of my lord’s ring! why, he sent her none. 

I am the man: if it be so, as ’tis, 

Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 

Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness. 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How easy is it for the proper-false 
In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms! 

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we I 
For such as we are made of, such we be. 

How will this fadge?* my master loves her •^'***w"““* 
dearly; 
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And I, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 

And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 

What will become of this? As I am man, 

My state is desperate for my master’s love; 

As I am woman — ^now alas the day ! — 

What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe ! 

0 time! thou must untangle this, not I; 

It is too hard a knot for mo to untie! [Exit. 

ScENB HI. — Olivia’s home. 

Enter Sib Toby and Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be a-bed 
after midnight is to be up betimes ; and ' diluculo suigere,’ 
thou know’st — 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I 
know, to be up late is to bo up late. 

Sir To. A false conclusion: I hate it as an unfilled 
can. To be up after midnight and to go to bed then, 
is early, so that to go to bed after midnight is to go 
to bed betimes. Docs not our life consist of the four 
elements ? 

Sir And. Faith, so they say; but I think it rather 
consists of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Thou’rt a scholar; let us therefore eat and 
drink. Marian, I say ! a stoup of wine ! 

Enter CLOWN. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i’ faith. 

Clo. How .now, my hearts! did you never see the 
picture of ‘ we three ’ ? 

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
breast.* I had rather than forty shillings I had 
such a leg, and so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. 
In sooth, thou waat in very gracious fooling last night, 
when thou spokest of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians 
passing the equinoctial of Queubus: ’twas very good, i’ 
faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy lenian: hadst it? 

Clo. I did impeticos * thy gratillity ; * * 
for Malvolio’s nose is no whipstock: my lady has a 
white hand, and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses. 

Sir And. Excellent! why, this is the best fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a song. 

Sir To. Como on; there is sixpence for you: let’s 
have a song. 

Sir And. There’s a testril of me too : if one kqight 
give a — 

Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a song of good 

lif6 ^ ^ moral laj. 

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song. 

Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life. 

Clo. [fStn^a] 

O mistress mine, where arc you roaming? 

O, stay and hear; your true love’s coming. 

That can sing both high and low: 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 

Journeys end in lovers’ meeting, 

Every wise man's son doth know. 

Sir And Excellent good, i’ faith. 

Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo. [iS'tn^A] 

What is love? 'tis not hereafter; 

]^wsent mirth hath present laughter; 

What’s to come is still unsure; 

In delay there lies no plenty; 

Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty. 

Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 


Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight 

Sir To. A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very sweet and contagious, i’ faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in con- 
tagion. But sliall we make the welkin dance indeed? 
shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch that will draw 
three souls out of one weaver? shall we do that? 

Sir And. An you love me, let’s do’t : I am dog at 
a catch. 

Clo. By’r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Most certain. Let our catch be, ‘Thou 
knave.’ 

Clo. 'Hold thy peace, thou knave,’ knight? I shall 
be constrained in't to call thee knave, kni^t. 

Sir And. 'Tis not the first time I have constrained 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool : it begins ‘ Hold 
thy peace.’ 

Clo. I shall never begin if I hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, i’ faith. Come, begin. 

[Catch sung. 

ErUer Maria. 

Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep here ! If 
my lady have not called up her steward Molvolio and 
bid him turn you out of doors, never trust me. 

Sir To. My lady's a Catalan, we are politicians; 
Malvolio’s a Peg-a-Bamsey, and ‘Three merry men be 
we.’ Am not I consanguineous? am 1 not of her 
blood ? TillyvaUy ; lady ! [iStn^a] ‘ There dwelt a man 
in Babylon, lady, lady!’ 

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight’s in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be disposed, 
and so do I too; he does it with a better grace, but I 
do it more naturaL 

Sir To. [5i«y5.] 'O, the twelfth day of December’ — 

Mar. For the love o’ God, peace! 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. My masters, are you mad? or what are you? 
Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to gabble 
like tinkers at this time of night? Do ye make an 
alehouse of my lady’s house, that ye squeak out your 
coziem’ * catches without any mitigation or remorse * '=»'>'*««■• 
of voice? Is there no respect of place, persons, nor 
time in you? 

Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catche.s. 
Sneck up!« *o»h^! 

Mai. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My 
lady bade me tell you, that, though she harbours you 
as her kinsman, she’s nothing allied to your disorders. 
If you can separate yourself and your misdemeanours, 
you are welcome to the house; if not, an it would 
please you to take leave of her, she is very willing to 
bid you farewell. 

Sir To. ‘ Fai'ewell, dear heart, since I must needs be 
gone.’ 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. ‘His eyes do show his days are almost done.’ 

Mai. Is’t even so ? 

Sir To. ‘But I will never die.’ 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

ifal. This is much credit to you. 

Sir To. ‘Shall I bid him go?’ 

Clo. ‘What an if you do?’ 

Sir To. 'Shall 1 bid him go, and spare not?’ 

Clo. '0 no, no, no, no, you dare not.’ 

Sir To. Out o’ tune, sir? ye lie. Art any more 
than a steward? Dost thou think, because thou art 
virtuous, there shall be no more cakes and sle? 
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Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne, and ginger shall be hot i’ 
the mouth too. 

Sit To. Thou'rt i’ the right Go, sir, rub your 
chain with crams A stoup of wine, Maria' 

Mol. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady’s favour 
at anything more than contempt, you would not give 
means for this uncivil rule: she shall know of it, by 
this hand. [Emt. 


Mar. Go shake your ears. 

Sir And. ’Twere as good a deed as to drink when 
a man’s a-hungry, to challenge him the field, and then 
to break promise with him and make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do’t, knight : I’ll write thee a challenge ; 
or I’ll ddiver thy indignation to him by word of 
mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night: since 



the youth of the count’s was to-day with my lady, she 
is much out of quiet. For Monsieur Malvolio, let me 
alone with him: if 1 do not gull him into a nayword* 
and make him a common recreation, do »>!»-•«*•* 
not think I have wit enough to lie straight in my bed: 
I know I can do it 

Sir To. Possess us, possess us; tell us something 
of him. 

JIfar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of puritan. 

Sir And, 0, if I thought that, I’ld beat him like a 
dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a puritan? thy exquisite 
reason, dear knight? 

Sir And. I mve no exquisite reason for’t, but 1 
have reascm good enough. 

Jfar. The devil a puritan that he u, or any thing 
constantly, but a time-pleaser ; an affectioned* ass, • 
tl^t cons state without book and utters it by great 
swarths;^ the bait persuaded of himself, so crammed, ^ 


as he thinks, with excellencies, that it is his grounds of 
faith that all that look on him love him; and on that 
vice in him will my revenge find notable cause to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles 
of love ; wherein, % the colour of his beard, thf shape 
of his 1^, the manner of his gait, the expreature of 
his eye, forehead, and complexion, he shall find iiimself 
most feelingly personated. I can write very l^e my 
lady your niece: on a forgotten matter we can hardly 
make distinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent! I smell a device. 

Sir And. I have’t in my nose too. 

Sir To. Ho shall think, by the letters that thou 
wilt drop, that th^ come from my niece, and that she’s 
in love with him. 

Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that colour. 

Sir And. And your horse now would make him an ass. 

Mar. Ass, I doubt not 
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Sir And. O, ’twill be admirable! 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you ; I know my 
physio will work witlf him. I will plant you two, and 
let the fool make a third, where he shall find the 
letter : observe his construction of it. For this night, 
to bed, and dream on the event. Farewell. {Ent. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. 

Sir And. Before me, she’s a good wench. 

Sir To. She’s a beagle, true-bred, and one that 
adores me: what o’ that? 

Sir And. I was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let’s to bed, knight Thou hadst need send 
for more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a 
foul way out. 

Sir To. Send for money, knight: if thou hast her 
not i’ the end, call me cut* • c .n m. » looi 

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take it how 
you will. 

Sir To. Come, come. I’ll go burn some sack ; ’tis 
too late to go to bed now : come, knight ; come, 
knight [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — The Duke’s palace. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. Give me sonje music. Now, good morrow, 
friends. 

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song. 

That old and (\ntique song we heard last night: 
Methought it did relieve my passion much. 

More than light airs and recollected terms 
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times: 

Come, but one verse. 

Cur. Ho is not here, so please your lordship, that 
should sing it. 

Duke. Who was it ? 

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool that the lady 
Olivia’s father took much delight in. He is about the 
house. 

DuJee. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

[Exit Curio. Music plays. 
Come hither, boy: if ever thou shalt love, 

In the sweet pangs of it remember mo; 

For such as I am all true lovers are, 

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else. 

Save in the constant image of the creature 
'Ihat is beloved. How dost thou like this tune? 

Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat 
Wliere Love is throned. 

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly: 

My life upon’t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stay’d upon some favour* that it loves: 

Hath it not, boy ? 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Dvdee. What kind of woman is’t? 

Vio. Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee, then. What years, i’ 
faith? 

Vio. About your years, my lord. 

Duke. Too old, by heaven : let still the woman take 
An elder than herself : so wears she to him. 

So sways she level in her husband’s heart: 

For, boy, however we do praise ourselves. 

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn,* 

Than women’s are. 

Vio. I think it well, my lord. 

Dvks. Then let thy love be younger than thyself. 


Or thy affection cannot hold the bent; 

For women are as roses, whose fair flower 
Being once display’d, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio. And so they aie: ala.s, that they are so; 

To die, even when they to perfection grow! 

Ee-enter CUBIO and Clown. 

Duke. O, fellow, come, the song we had last night 
Mark it, Cesario, it is old and plain; 

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun. 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bonc.s, 
Du use to chant it : it is silly sooth. 

And dallies with the innocence of love. 

Like the old age. 

Clo. Are you ready, sir? 

Duke. Ay ; prithee, sing. [Music. 

Song. 

Clo. Come away, come away, death. 

And in sad c}rpre8S let me be laid ; 
l?”ly away, fly away, breath; 

I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 

O, prepare it! 

My part ol death, no one so true 
Did share it. 

Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 

On my black coffin let there be strown ; 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

My poor corpse, where my bones shall be 
thrown : 

A thousand thousand sighs to save, 
lAy me, O, where 
Sad true lover never find my grave. 

To weep there! 

Duke. There’s for thy paina 

Clo. No pains, sir; I take pleasure in singing, sir. 

DvJ^ I’ll pay thy pleasure then. 

Clo. Truly, sir, and pleasure w’ill be paid, one time 
or another. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thea 
Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee; and 
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffeta, for 
thy mind is a very opaL I would have men of such 
constancy put to sea, that their business might be 
every thing and their intent every where ; for that’s it 
that always makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. 

[A'jnt. 

Duke. Let all the rest give place. 

[Cuno and Attendants retire. 

Once more, Cesario, 

Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty : 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world. 

Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 

The parts that fortune hath bestow’d upon her. 

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune; 

But ’tis that miracle and queen of gems 
That nature pranks her in attracts my soul. 

Vio. But if she cannot love you, sir? 

Duke. 1 cannot be so answer’d. 

Vio. Sooth, but you must. 

Say that some lady, as perhaps there is. 

Hath for your love as g^t a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her, 

You tell her so; must she not then be answer’d? 

Duke. There is no woman’s sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
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As love doth give ray heart; no woman’s heart 
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention 
Alas, their love may be called appetite. 

No motion of the liver, but the palate. 

That suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt: 

But mine is all as hungry as the sea. 

And can digest as much: make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio. Ay, but I know — 

ihiAre. What dost thou know ? 

Vto, Too well what love women to men may owe : 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 

My father had a daughter loved a man, 

As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 

I should your lordship. 

Duke. And what’s her history * 

Vto. A blank, my lord. She never told her love. 
But let concealment, like a worm i’ the bud. 

Feed on her damask cheek : she pined in thought, 
And with a green and yellow melancholy 
She sat like patience on a monument. 

Smiling at gnef. Was not this love indeed? 

We men may say more, swear more : but indeed 
Our shows are more than wUl; for still we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my boy ? 

Vto. I am all the daughters of my father’s hoiise. 


And all the brothers too: and yet I know not 
Sir, shall I to this lady? 

Duke. Ay, that’s the theme. 

To her in haste ; give her this jewel ; say, 

My love can give no place, bide no denay. 

l^reuTit. 

Scene V. — Ouvia’s garden. 

Enter SiE Toby, Sik Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I’ll come: if I lose a scruple of this 
sport, let me be boiled to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. Wouldst thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some notable 
shame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man : you know, he brought 
me out o’ favour with my lady about a bear-baiting 
here. 

Str To. To anger him we’ll have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him black and blue: shall we not. 
Sir Andrew? 

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives 
Sir To. Here comes the little villain. 

Enter Maria. 

How now, my metal of India' 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree : Malvoliu’s 



comi^ down this walk : he has been yonder i* the sun 
practising behaviour to his own shadow this half hour : 
observe aim, for the love of mockery; for I ^ow ♦. 'h^ 
letter will make a contemplative idiot of him Close, 
in the name of jesting ! lie thou there [Tkrowe dovm a 
letter.]; for here comes the trout that must be caught 
with tickling. {Eant. 

Enter Maltouo. 

Mol. TSs hut fortune; all is fortune. Maria once 
told me she did affect me: and I have heard herself 
come thus near, that, diould she fancy, it should be 


one of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with a 
more exalted respect than any one else that follo^ her. 
What should I tnink on’t? , 

Sir To. Here’s an overweening rogue ! 

Fab. 0, peace I Contemplation makes a rare ^key- 
cock of him : how he jets under his advanced plumes I 
Sir And. Slight, I could so beat the rogue I ' 

Sir To. Peace. I say. 

ifo/. To be Count Malvoliol 

Sir To. Ah, yogue I 

Sir And, Pistol him, pistol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace! 
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Mol, Th6T6 is exftmple for't ; the l&dy of the Strachy 
married the yeoman of the Avardro^ 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel! 

Fab. O, peace! now he’s deeply in: look how 
imagination blows him. 

Mai. Having been three months married to her, 
sitting in my state — 

Sir To. O, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye ! 

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my branched 
velvet ^wn; having come from a day-bed, where I 
have left Olivia sleeping — 

Sir To. Fire and brimstone ! 

Fab. 0, peace, peace! 


Mai, And then to have the humour of state; and 
after a demure travel of regard, telling them I know 
my place as I would they should do meirs, to ask for 
my kinsman Toby — 

Svr To. Bolts and shackles! 

Fab. O peace, peace, peace ! now, now. 

Mai. Seven of my people, with an obedient start, 
make out for him : 1 frown the while ; and perchance 
wind up my watch, or play with my — some rich jewel. 
Toby approaches ; courtesies there to me — 

Sir To. Shall this fellow hve ? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us with 
cars, yet peace. 



Mai. I extend my hand to him thus, quenching my 
familiar smile with an austere regard of control — 

Sir To, And does not Toby take you a blow o' the 
lips then? 

Mai, Saying, ‘ Cousin Toby, my fortunes having cast 
me on your niece give me this prerogative of speech ’ — 

(Sir To. What, what? 

Mai, 'You must amend your drunkenness.’ 

Sir To. Out, scab! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of our 
plot 

Mai, 'Besides, you waste the treasure of your time 
with a foolish ^ight’ — 


Svr And. That’s me, I warrant yoa 

Mai. ‘One Sir Andrew’ — 

Sir And. 1 knew ’twas I; for many do call me fooL 

Mai. What employment have we here? 

[Taking up Hie letter. 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. O, peace ! and the spirit of humours intimate 
reading aloud to him ! 

Mai. By my life, this is my lady’s hand: these be 
her very C’s, her U’s, and her Ts ; and thus makes she 
her great P’s. It is, in contempt of question, her hand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her U’s, and her T’s: why that? 

Mol. [Btad»!\ ‘ To the unknown beloved, this, and my 
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good wishes;’ — ^her very phrases! By your leave, wax. 
Soft I and the imprcssure her Lucrccc, with which she 
uses to seal: 'tis my lady. To whom should this be? 

Fab. This wins him, Uvcr and all. 

Mol. [Reads.'] 

Jove knows I love: 

But who? 

Lips, do not move; 

No man must know. 

‘No man must know.’ Wliat follows? the numbers 
altered ! ‘ No man must know if this should be thee, 

Malvolio ? 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock 1 

Mai. [JReacfs.] 

I may command where I adore; 

But silence, like a Lucrece knife. 

With bloodless stroke my licai t doth gore : 

M, O, A, I, doth sway my life. 

Fab. A fustian riddle! 

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I. 

Mai. *M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.* Nay, but 
first, let me see, let me see, let me see. 

Fab. What dish o* poison has she dressed him! 

Sir To. And with what wing the stanyel checks at it! 

Mol. ‘I may command where I adore.* Why, she 
may command me: I' serve her; she is my lady. 
Why, this is evident to any formal capacity ; there is 
no obstruction in this: and the end — what should that 
alphabetical position portend? If I could make that 
resemble something in me — Softly! M, O, A, I — 

Sir To. O, ay, make up that: he is now at a cold 
scent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon’t for all this, though it 
be as rank as a fox. 

Mai. M — Malvolio; M — ^why that begins my name. 

Fab. Did not I say he would work it out? the cur 
is excellent at faults. 

Mai. M — but then there is no consonancy in the 
sequel; that suffers under proWtion: A should follow, 
but O does. 

Fab. And O shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make him cry O I 

Mai. And then I comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you might 
see more detraction at your heels than fortunes before 
you. 

Mai. M, O, A, I ; this simulation is not as the 
former: and yet, to crush this a little, it would bow 
to me, for every one of these letters are in my name. 
Soft! here follows prose. 

[Beads.'] ‘If thU fall into thy hand, revolve. In my 
stars I am above thee; but bo not afraid of greatness: 
some are bom great, some achieve greatness, and some 
have greatness thrust upon ’em. Thy Fates open their 
hands; let thy blood and spirit embrace them; and, to 
inure thyself to what thou art like to be, cast thy 
humble slough and appear tresii. Be opposite with a 


kinsman, surly with servants ; let thy tongue tong ail- 
ments of state ; put thyself into the trick of singularity : 
she thus advises thee that sighs for thee. Kememter 
who commended thy yellow stockings, and wished to 
see thee ever cross-gartered: I say, remember. Go to, 
thou art made, if thou desirest to so ; if not, let me 
see thee a steward still, the fellow of servants, and not 
worthy to touch Fortune’s fingers. Farewell. She that 
would alter services with thee, 

The Fortunate-Unhappy.’ 

Daylight and chompain discovers not more : this is open. 
I will be proud, I will read politic authors, I will baffie 
Sir Toby, I will wash off gross acquaintance, I will be 
point-devise* the very man. I do not now 
fool myself, to let imagination lade me ; for every reason 
excites to this, that my lady loves me. She did com- 
mend my yellow stockings of late, she did praise my 
leg being cross-gartered; and in this she manifests her- 
self to my love, and with a kind of injunction drives 
me to these habits of her liking. I thank my stars I 
am happy. I will be strange, stout, in yellow stockings, 
and cross-gartered, even with the swiftness of putting on. 
Jove and my stars be praised ! Here is yet a postscript. 
[Jfiearfs.] ‘Thou canst not choose but know who I am. 
If thou entertainest my love, let it appear in thy smiling ; 
thy smiles become thee well; therefore in my presence 
still smile, dear my sweet, I prithee.’ 

Jove, I thank thee : 1 will smile ; I will do cverj"- 
thing that thou wilt have me. [Exit. 

Fab. I will not give my part of this sport for a 
pension of thousands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. 1 could marry tWs wench for this device. 

Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her but such 
another jest. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. ^ 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Re ~ e^er Maria. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o* my neck ? 

Sir And. Or o’ mine either? 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and 
become thy bond-slave? 

Sir And. I’ faith, or I either? 

Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream, 
that when the image of it leaves him he must lun mad. 

Mar. Nay, but say true ; does it work upon him ? 

Sir To. like aqua-vitse with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the sport, 
mark his first approach before my lady: he will come 
to her in yellow stcsckings, and 'tis a colour she abhors, 
and cross-gartered, a fashion she detests; and he will 
smile upon her, which will now be so unsuitable to her 
disposition, being addicted to a melancholy as she is, 
that it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt. 
If you will see it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most e^ellent 
devil of wit! 

Sir And. I’ll make one too. [jBxeuTU. 




ACT in. 

SCENK I— Olivi.v’s (jardcn. 


Entir VloI>A, and Clowm with n tabor. 

Vio. Save thee, friciul, and tliy music; dost tliou 
live by thy tabor? 

Clo. No, sir, 1 live by tlie church. 

Vio. Art thou a churclunan ? 

Clo. No .such matter, sir : I do live by the church ; 
for 1 do live at my house, and my house dolli stand by 
the church. 

Vio. So thou mayst say, the king lies by a beggar, 
if a beggar dwell near him; or, the church stands by 
thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by the church. 

Clo. You have said, sir. To sec tins age ' A sentence 
is but a cheveril glove to a good wit : how quickly the 
wrong aide may be turned outward! 

Vio. Nay, that's certain : they that dally nicely with 
words may quickly make them wanton.- 

Clo. 1 w’ould, therefore, my sister had had no name, sir. 

Vio. Why, man ? 

Clo. Why, sir, her name’s a word ; and to dally with 
that word might make my sister wanton. But indeed 
words are very rascals since bunds di.sgraccd them. 

Vio. Thy reason, man? 

Clo. Troth, sir, I can yield you none w'thout words ; 
and words are grown so false, I am loath to prove reason 
with them. 

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and carest 
for nothing. 

Clo. Not so, sir, I do care for’ something; but in 
my conscience, sir, I do not care for you : if that be 
to care for nothing, sir, I would it would make you 
invisible. 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia’s fool? 

Clo. No, indeed, sir; the lidy Olivia has no foUy: 
she will keep no fool, sir, till she be married ; and fools 
are as like husbands os pilchards are to herrings; the 
husband’s the bigger : I am, indeed, not her fool, but her 
corrupter of words. 

Vio. I saw thee later at the Count Orsino’s. 

Clo. Foolery, sir, docs walk ^bout the orb, like the 


sun ; it shines everywhere. I would be sorry, sir, but 
the fool should be as oft with your master a.s with my 
mistress: 1 think I saw your wisdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou pass upon me. I’ll no more with 
thee. Hold, there's expenses for thee. 

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send 
thee a beard! 

Vio. By my troth. I’ll tell thee, I am almost sick 
for one; [./Isirfr] though I would not have it grow on 
iny chin. Is thy lady within ? 

Clo. "Would not a pair of these have bred, sir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together and put to use. 

Clo. 1 would play Lord Paiidarus of Bhiygia, sir, to 
bring a Cressida to this Troilus. 

Vto. I understand you, sir: 'tis well begged. 

Clo. The matter, 1 hope, is not great, sir, begging 
but a beggar : Cressida was a beggar. My lady is within, 
sir. 1 will construe to them u hence you come; ivho 
you are and what you would are out of my welkin, I 
might say 'clement,' but the word is over-worn. [Exit. 

Vto. This fcllo.w is wise enough to play the fool; 
And to do that well craves a kind of wit. 

He must obseiwe their mood on whom he jests. 

The quality of persons, and the time. 

And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a piactice 
As full of labour as a wise man’s art: 

For folly that he wisely shows is fit; 

But wise men, folly-foll’n, quite taint their wit. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Sib Andrew. 

Sir To. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir And. l)ieu vous garde, monsieur. 

Vio. Et vous aussi; votre serviteur. 

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are ; and I am yours. 

Sir To. Will you encounter the house? my niece is 
desirous you should enter, if your trade bo to her. 

Vio. 1 am bound to your niece, sir; I mean, she is 
the list of my voyage. 
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Sir To. Taste* your legs, sir; put them to motion. **•••• 
Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir, than I 
understand what you mean by bidding me taste my logs. 
Sir To. I mean, to go, sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will answer you with gait and entrance. But 
we are prevented. 

EiUer Olivia and Maria. 

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain 
odours on you! 

Sir 'And. That youth’s a rare courtier : ‘ Bain odours !* 
well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your 
own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 

Sir And. ‘Odours,’ ‘pregnant’ and ‘vouchsafed;’ I’ll 
get ’em all three all ready. 

OIL Let the garden door be shut, and leave me to 
my hearing. [Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria.'] 
Give me your hand, sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 

OIL What is your name? 

Vio. Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess. 

Oh. My servant, sir! Twas never merry world 
Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment: 

You’re servant to the Count Orsino, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and his must needs be yours . 
Your servant’s servant is your servant, madam. 

OH. For him, I think not on him ; for his thoughts. 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill’d with me ! 

Vio. Madam, 1 come to whet your .gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

OIL 0, by your leave, I pray you, 

I bade you never s^ieak again of him : 

But, would you undertake another .suit, 

I had rather hear you to solicit that 
Than music from the spheres. 

Vio. Dear lady — 

0/t. Give me leave; beseech you. 1 did send, 

After the last enchantment you did here, 

A ring in chase of you: so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you : 

Under your hard construction must I sit. 

To force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 

Which you knew none of yours : what might you think ? 
Have you not set mine honour at the stake 
And l^ted it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your receiving 
Enough is shown : a cypress, not a bosom, 

Hideth my heart So, let me hear you speak. 

Vid. I pity you. 

OH. That’s a degree to love. 

Vio. No, not a grize:* for 'tis a vulgar proof, 

That very oft we pity enemies. 

OIL Why, then, methinks ’tis time to smile again. 

0 world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 

If one should be a prey, how much the better 

'To fall before the lion than the wolf! [Clodc ttrikes. 
The clock upbraids me with the waste of time. 

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 

And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest. 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man; 

There lies your way, due west 

Vio. Then westward-hoI Gi-ace and good disposition 
Attend your ladyship! 

You’ll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? 

OIL Stay: 

1 prithee, tell me what thou think’st of me. 

Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 
OIL If 1 think -so, I think the same of you. 


Vio. Then think you right: I am not what I am. 

OIL I would you were as I would have you be! 

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am ? 

I wish it might, for now I am your fool. 

OIL O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 

A murderous guilt shows not itself more soon 
Than love that would seem hid : love’s night is noon. 
Cesario, by the roses of the spring. 

By maidhood, honour, truth, and every tiling, 

I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride. 

Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide. 

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause. 

For that 1 woo, thou therefore hast no cause; 

But rather reason tiius with reason fetter. 

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better. 

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 

I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth. 

And that no woman has; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 

And so adieu, good madam: never more 
Will I my master’s tears to you deplore. 

OH. Yet come again; for thou perhaps mayst move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Olivia’s Jiouse. 

Enter SiK TOBY, SiR Andrew, and Fabun. 

Sir And. No, faith. I’ll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason. 

Fab. You must needs yield your reason. Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more favours 
to the count’s .serving-man than ever she bestowed upon 
me; I saw 't i’ the orchard. 

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy ? tell 
me that. 

Sir And. As plain as I see you now. » 

Fab. This w’as a great argument of love in her 
toward you. 

Sir And. 'Slight, wiU you make an ass o’ me? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths 
of judgment and reason. 

Sir To. And they have been grand-jurymen since 
before Noah was a sailor. 

Fab. She did show favour to the youth in your 
sight only to exasperate you, to awake your dormouse 
valour, to put fire in your heart, and brimstone in your 
liver. You should then have accosted her; and with 
some excellent jests, fire-new from the mint, you should 
have banged the youth into dumbness. Tliis was looked 
for at your hand, and this was balked: the double gilt 
of this opportunity you let time wash off, and you are 
now sailed into the north of my lady’s opinion; where 
you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman’s beard, 
unless you do redeem it by some laudable attempt 
either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. An’t m any way, it must be with' velour; 
for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Brownist as a 
politician. 

Sir To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes up^n the 
basis of valour. Challenge me the count’s yotfth to 
fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places : my^ niece 
shall take note of it; and assure thyself, there is no 
love-broker in the world can more prevail in man’s 
commendation with woman than report of valour. 

Fetb. There is no way but this. Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to 
him ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand ; be 
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curst ^ and brief ; it is no matter how witty, so it be ^ ***"**■ 
eloquent and full of invention: taunt him with the 
license of ink : if tliou thou'st him some thrice, it shall 
not be amiss; and as many lies as will lie in thy 
sheet of paper, although the sheet were big enough for 
the bed of Ware in England, set *em down: go, about it. 
Let there be gall enough in thy ink, though thou write 
with a goose-pen, no matter : about it. 

Sir And, Where shall I find you? 

Sir 1*0, We'll call thee at the cubiculo: go. 

[Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fab. This is a dear manakin to you. Sir Toby. 

Sir To, I have been dear to him, lad, some two 
thousand strong, or so. 

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him : but 
you'll not deliver't ? 

Sir To. Never trust me, then; and by all means 
stir on the youth to an answer. I think oxen and 
wainropes • cannot Ivale them together. For ® 

Andrew, if he were opened, and you find so much 
blood in his liver as will clog the foot of a fiea. I'll 
cat the rest of the anatomy. 

Fab. And his opposite,® the youth, bears in < Opponent, 
his visage no great presage of cruelty 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Look, where the youngest wren of nine comes. 

Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh your- 
selves into stitches, follow me. Yond gull Malvolio is 
turned heathf^n, a very renegado; for there is no Chris- 
tian, that means to be saved by believing rightly, can 
ever believe such impossible passages of grossness. lie's 
in yellow stockings. 

Sir To. And cross-gartered ? 

Mar. Most villanously; like a pedant that keeps a 
school i' the church. I have dogged him, like his 
murderer. lie does obey every point of the letter that 
I tlropped to betray him: he does smile his face into 
more lines than are in the new map with the augmenta- 
tion of the Indies: you have not seen such a thing as 
'tis. I can hardly forbear hurling things at liim. I 
know my lady will strike him: if she do, he'll smile 
and take't for a great favour. 

Sir 1 * 0 . Come, bring us, bring us where he is. [Exeunt, 

Scene III. — A street. 

Enter Sebastian and Antonio. 

Scb. I would not by my will have troubled you ; 
But, since you make your pleasure of your pains, 

I will no further chide you. 

Ant. I could not stay behind you : my desire. 

More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth ; 

And not all love to see you, though so much 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage. 

But jealousy what might befall your travel, 

Being skilless in: these parts; which to a stranger. 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhospitable : my willing love, 

The rather by these aigumento of fear. 

Set forth in your pursuit 

Seh. My kind Antonio, 

I can no other answer make but thanks, 

And thanks, and ever thanks; and oft good turns 
Are shuffled off with such uncuirent pay: 

But, were my worth as is my conscience firm, 

You should find better dealing. Wliat's to do? 

Shall we go see the reliques of this town? 


Ant. To-morrow, sir: best first go see your lodging. 
Sel. 1 am not weary, and *tis long to night : 

I pi*ay you, let us satisfy our eyes 
With the memorials and the things of fame 
That do renown this city. 

Ant. Would you 'Id pardon me; 

I do not without danger walk these streets: 

Once, ill a sea-fight, 'gainst the count his gaUeys 
I did some service ; of such note, indeed. 

That were I ta'en liere it would scarce be answer'd. 

Seb. Belike you slew great number of his people. 
A7it. The offence is not of such a bloody nature ; 
Albeit the quality of the lime and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument. 

It might have since been answer’d in repaying 
What we took from them ; which, for trallic's sake, 
Most of our city did . only myself stood out ; 

For which, if I be lapsed in this place, 

I shall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

A7it. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, heie's my purse. 
In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 

Is best to lodge: I will bespeak our diet. 

Whiles you beguile the time and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town : there shall you have me. 
Seb. Why I your purse? 

Ant. Haply your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to purchase; and your store, 

1 think, is not for idle markets, sir. 

Seb, I’ll be your purse-bearer and leave you 
For an hour. 

Aiit. To the Elephant. 

Scb, I do remember. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Olivia's garden. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

OH. I have sent after him: he says he'll come; 
How shall I feast him ? what bestow of him ? 

For youth is bought more oft than beggd or borrow’d. 

I speak too loud. 

Where is Malvolio? he is sad and civil, ^ 

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes: 

W’here is Malvolio? 

Mar. He’s coming, madam ; but in very strange 
manner. He is, sure, possessed, madam. 

OH. Why, what’s the matter? does he rave? 

Mar. No, madam, he does nothing but smile : your 
ladyship were best to have some guard about you, if he 
come; for, sure, the man is tainted in’s wits. 

OH. Go call him hither. [Exit Maria.'\ I am as 
mad as he. 

If sad and merry madness equal be. 

Re-enter Maria, rcith Malvolio. 

How now, Malvolio! 

Mat. Sweet lady, ho, ho. 

OH, Smilest thou? 

I sent for thee upon a sad occasion. 

Mat. Sad, lady! I could be sad: this does make 
some obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering; but 
what of that? if it please the eye of one, it is with 
me as the very true sonnet is, ‘ Please one, and please all.' 

OH. Why, how dost thou, man? what is the matter 
with thee? 

Mai. Not black in my mind, though yellow in my 
legs. It did come to his hands, and commands shall 
be executed : I think we do know the sweet Roman hand. 
on. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 
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Mai To bed' ay, sweet-hoait, and I’ll come to tlico 
Oh God comfort thee ! Why dost thou smile so 
and kiss thy hand so oit? 

Mar How do you, Malvolio? 

Mai At your request ' yes , nightingales answer daws 
Mar. Why appear you with this iidiculous boldness 
before my lady* 

Mai ‘Be not afraid of greatness:' 'twas well writ 
Oh What meanest thou by that, Malvolio ? 

Mai ‘Some are bom great’ — 

Oh Ha! 

Mai ‘Some achieve greatness’ — 


Oh What sayest thou* , 

Mai. ‘And some have greatness thrust upon them 
Oli. Heaven restore thee! 

Mai. ‘Kemcmber who commended thy yellow stock- 
ings’ — 

Oh Thy yellow stockings' 

Mai. ‘And wished to see thee cross-gartered’ 

Oh Cioss-gnrtered ' ^ 

Mai ‘Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so’ — 
Oh. Am I made? 

Mai. ‘If not, let me see thee a servant still’ 

Oh Wliy, this IS very midsummer madness 



Enter Servant 

Ser. Madam, the young (rantleman of the Count 
Oisino’s is returned : I could hardly entreat him back : 
he attends your ladyship’s pleasure. 

Oli. I’ll come to him. \Exit Strvant!\ Good Maria, 
let this fellow be looked to. Yfhere’s my cousin Toby? 
Let some of my ]^ple have a special care of him : I 
would not have mm miscarry for the half of my dowry. 

[ExeuiU Olivia and Maria, 

Mai. 0, ho! do you come near me now? no worse 
man than Sir Toby to look to me ! This concurs directly 
with the letter; she sends him on purpose, that I may 
appear stubborn to him; for she incites me to that in 
the letter. ‘Cast thy humble slough.’ says she, ‘be 


opposite with a kinsman, surly with servants ; let tliy 
tongue tang* with aiguments of state; put thyself 
into the trick of singularity;’ and consequently sets 
down the manner how; as, a sad face, a reverei4 car- 
riage, a slow tongue, in the habit of some sir of note, 
and so forth. I have limed her; but it is Jove’s jjiloing, 
and Jove make me thankful! And when she went 
away now, ‘Let this fellow be locked to:’ fellosft not 
Malvolio, nor after my d^ree, but fellow. Why fcveiy- 
thing adheres together, that no dram of a scruple, no 
scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, no incredulons or 
unsafe circumstance — What can be said? Nothing that 
can be can come between me and the full prospect of 
my hopes. WeH Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and 
he is to be thanked. 
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B^effUer Maria, with Sir Toby and Fabian. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of sanctity ? 
If all the devils of hell be irawn in little, and Legion 
himself possessed liim, yet I’ll speak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is. How is't with you, sir ? 
how is’t with you, man ? 

Mai. Go off; 1 discard you: let me enjoy my pri- 
vate: go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within him ! 
did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my lady prays you to 
have a care of him. 

Mai. Ah, ha! does she so? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we must deal 
gently with him : let me alone. How do you, Malvolio ? 
how is't with you? What, man! defy the devil: con- 
sider, he’s an enemy to mankind. 

Mai. Do you know what you say ? 

Mar. La you, nn you speak ill of the devil, how 
he takes it at heart! Pray God, he be not bewitched! 


Fab. Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it shall lie done to-rnorrow morning, 
if I live. My lady would not lose Ixim for more than 
I’ll say. 

Mai. How now, mistress ! 

Mar. 0 Ixird ! 

Sir To. Prithee, hold thy peace; this is not the 
way : do you not see you move him ? let me alone 
Avith him. 

Fab. No way but gentleness; gently, gently: the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock! how dost 
thou, chuck? 

Mai. Sir ! 

Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What, man! ’tis 
not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan: hang 
him, foul collier! 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers, good Sir Toby, 
get him to pray. 

Mai. My prayers, minx! 



Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hoar of godliness. 

Mai. Go, hang yourselves all! you are idle sliallow 
things: I am not of your element: you shall know 
more hereafter. [Exvt. 

Sir To. Is’t possible? 

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, I could 
condemn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection of 
the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, pursue him now, lest the device take air 
and taint. 

Fai. Why, we shall make him mad ideed. 

Mar. The house will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room and 
bound. My niece is already in the belief that he’s 
mad: we may carry it thus, for our pleasure and his 
penance, till our very pastime, tired out of breath, 
prompt us to liave mercy on him: at which time we 
will mng the device to the bar, and crown thee for a 
finder of madmen. But see, but see. 

Enter SiR Andrew. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here’s the challenge, read it: I warrant 
there’s vinegar and pepper in’t. 

Fob. Is’t so saucy? 

Sir And. Ay. is’t, I warrant him : do but read. 


Sir To. Give me. [Rcads.'l ' Youth, whatsoever thou 
art, thou art but a scurvy fellow.’ 

Fab. Good, and valiant. 

Sir To. [Beads.] ‘Wonder not, nor admire not in 
thy mind, why I do call thee so, for I will show thee 
no reason for’t.’ 

Fab. A good note; that keeps you from the blow of 
the law. 

Sir To. [Beads.] 'Thou comest to the Lady Olivia, 
and in my sight she uses thee kindly : but thou liest in 
thy throat ; that is not the matter 1 challenge thee for.’ 

Fab. Very brief, and to exceeding good sense — ^less. 

Sir To. [Beads] 'I will waylay thee going home; 
where if it be thy chance to kill me’ — 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. [Beads.] ‘Thou killest me like a rogue and 
a villain.’ 

Fab. Still you keep o’ the windy side of the law: good. 

Sir To. [Arads.] ‘Fare thee well; and God have 
mercy upon one of our souls! He may have mercy 
upon mine ; but my hope is better, and so look to thyself. 
Thy friend, as thou usest him, and thy sworn enemy, 

Andrew Agubcheek. 

If this letter move him not, his legs caimot: I’ll 
give’t him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occasion for’t: he is 
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now in some commerce witli iny lady, and will by and 
by depart 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew; scout me for him at the 
comer of the orchard like a bum-bailv : so soon as ever 
thou secst him, draw; and as thou drawest, swear hor- 
rible ; for it comes to pass oft that a terrible oath, with 
a swaggering accent sharply twanged off, gives manhood 
more approbation than ever pixxjf itself would have 
earned him. Away ' 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing. [Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter: for the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be 



of good capacity and breeding ; his employment between 
his lord and my niece confirms no less; therefore this 
letter, being so excellently ignorant, will breed no ten-or 
in the youth; he will ^d it comes from a clodpole. 
But, sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of mouth ; 
set upon Aguecheek a notable report of valour; and 
drive the gentleman, as I know his youth will aptly 
receive it, into a most hideous opinion of his rage, 
skill, fury, and impetuosity. This will so fright them 
both that they will kill one another by the look, like 
cockatrices. 


Re-tnter Olivia, with VioiJi. 

Fah. Here he comes with your niece; give them 
way till he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some horrid 
message for a challenge. 

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 

Oli. I have said too much unto a heart of stone. 
And laid mine honour too unchary out. 

There's something in me that reprqves my fault' 

But such a headstrong potent fault it is. 

That it hut modes reproof. 


Kio. With the same 'haviour that your passion bears 
Goes on my master’s grief. 

Oil. Here, wear this jewel for me, ’tis my picture; 
Befuse it not; it hath no tongue to vex you; 

And I beseech you come again to-morrow. 

What shall you ask of me that I’ll deny. 

That honour saved may upon asking give? 

Vio. Nothing but this; your true love for my 
master. 

Oh. How with mine honour may I give him that 
■Which 1 have given to you ? 

Vto. I will acquit you. 

Oli. Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee well: 

A fiend like thee might bear my soul to hell. [AriL 

Re-enter SiR Toby and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee to’t; 
of what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, I 
know not; but thy intercepter, full of despite, bloody 
as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard-end ; dismount 
thy tuck,* be yare in thy preparation, for 
thy assaiiaht is quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vto. You mistake, sir; 1 am sure no man hath any 
quarrel to me: my remembrance is vei'y free and clear 
from any image of offence done to any man. 

Str To. You’ll find it otheru'ise, I assure you; there- 
fore if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard ; for your opposite hath in him what youth, 
strength, skill, and wrath can furnish man withal 

Vto. I pray you, sir, what is he? 

Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unhatched rapier 
and on carpet consideration; but he is a devil in pri- 
vate brawl: souls and bodies hath he divorced throe; 
and bis inceiisement at this moment is so implacable, 
that satisfaction can be none but by pangs of death and, 
sepulchre. Hob, nob,* is his word; give’t >»«•»•.» 
or take’t 

Vio. I will return a^in into the house and desire 
some conduct* of the lady. I am no fighter. I 
have heard of some kind of men that put quaiTols 
pu^osely on others, to taste’ their valour: 
belike this is a man of that quirk. 

Str To. Sir, no ; his indignation derives itself out of 
a very competent injury : therefore, get you on and give 
him his desire. Bock you shall not to the house, unless 
you undertake that with me which ivith as much safety 
you might answer him: therefore, on, or strip your 
sword stark naked ; for meddle you must, that’s certain, 
or forswear to wear iron about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil as strange. I beseech you, 
do me this courteous ofhcc, os to know of the Imight 
what my offence to him is : it is something of iny 
ii^S^lgcnce, nothing of my purpose. 

Sir To. I will do so. Signior Fabian, stay yoBi by 
this gentleman till my return. tExit. 

Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matte^ 

Fab. I know the knight is incensed against youJeven 
to a mortal arbitremeiit; but nothing of the cimum- 
stance more. ' 

Vio. I liesccch you, what manner of -man is htf? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read 
him by his foi-m, as you are like to find him ia the 
proof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, the most skilful, 
bloody, and fatal opposite that you could possibly have 
found in any part of Illyria. Will you walk towards 
him ? I will make your peace with him if I can. 

Vio I shall be much bound to you for’t: I am one 
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that had rather go with sir priest than sir knight: I 
care not who knows so much of my mettle. [^Exeunt. 

Re-enter SiR Toby with Sir Andrew. 

Sir To, Why, man, he's a very devil; I have not 
seen such a firago. I had a pass with him, rapier, 
scabbard and all, and he gives me * the stuck in * 
with such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable; and 
on the answer, he pays you as surely as your feet hit 
the ground they step on. They say he has been fencer 
to the Sophy. 

Sir Arid, Pox on't, 1*11 not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but lie will not now be pacified : Fabian 
can scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And, Plague on*t, an I thought he had been 
valiant and so cunning in fence, I'ld have seen him 
damned ere I’ld have challenged him. Let him let the 
matter slip, and I'll give him my home, grey Capilet. 

Sir To, I’ll make the motion: stand here, make a 
good show on’t: this shall end without the perdition of 
souls. [Aside,'] Marry, I’ll ride your horse as well as I 
ride you. 

Re-enter Fabian and Viola. 

[To Fab.] I have liis horse to take up the quarrel: I 
liave persuaded him the youth’s a devil*. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and pants 
and looks palo, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To, [To Vio.] There’s no remedy, sir; he will 
fight with you for's oath sake: marry, he hath better 
bethought him of his quarrel, and he finds that now 
scarce to be worth talking of; tlierefore draw, for the 
supportance of his vow ; he protests he will not hurt you. 

Vio. [Aside.] Pray God defend me! A little thing 
would make me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab, Give ground, if you see him furious. 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there’s no remedy; the 
gentleman will, for his honour’s sake, have one bout 
with you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it : but he 
has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a soldier, 
he will not hurt you. Come on ; to’t. 

Sir And, Pmy God, he keep his oath! 

Vio. I do assure you, ’tis against my will. [They draw. 

Enter Antonio. 

A7it. Put up your sword. If this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me : 

If you offend him, I for him defy you. 

Sir. To. You, sir! why, what are you? 

Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an • undertaker, * 

I am for you. [They draw. 

Enter Officers. 

Fab. 0 good Sir Toby, hold! here come the officers. 

Sir To. I’ll be wdth you anon. 

Vio. Pray, sir, put your sword up, if you please. 

Sir And. Marry, will I, sir; and for that I pro- 
mised you, m be aa good as my word : he will bear 
you easily and reins well. 

First Off. This is the man: do thy office. 

Sec. Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit of Count 
Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 

First Off. No, sir, no jot; I know your favour well. 
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head. 

Take him away: he knows I know him well. 

Ant. I must obey. [To Vio.] This comes with 
seeking you : 


But there’s no remedy; I shall an.swer it. 

What will you do, now my necessity 

Makes me to ask you for my purse ? It grieves me 

Much more for what I cannot do for you 

Than what befalls myself. You stand amazed; 

But be of comfort. 

Sec. Off. Come, sir, away. 

Ant. I must entreat of you some of that money. 

Vio. What money, sir? 

For the fair kindness you have show’d me lH*re, 

And, part, being prompted by your present trouble. 

Out of my lean and low ability 
I ’ll lend you something : my having is not much ; 

I’ll make division of my present with you: 

Hold, there’s half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now? 

Is’t possible that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion ? Do not temjit my misery, 

I.est that it make me so unsound a man 
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none; 

Nor know I you by voice or any feature: 

1 hate ingratitude more in a man 

Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness. 

Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. 0 heavens themselves! 

Sec. Off. Come, sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant. I^t me speak a little. This youth that you 
sec here 

I snatch’d one half out of the jaws of death, 

Relieved him with such sanctity of love, 

And to his image, which methought did promise 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. 

First Off. What’s that to us? The time goes by: 
away ! 

Ant. But 0 how vile an idol proves this god! 

Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame. 

In nature there’s no blemish but the mind; 

None can be call’d deform’d* but the unkind: 

Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
Arc empty trunks o’erflourished by the devil. 

First Off. The man grows mad : away with liim ! 
Come, come, sir. 

Ant. Ixjad me on. [Exit vnih Officers. 

Vio. Methinks his words do from such passion fly. 
That he believes himself: so do not I. 

Prove true, imagination, 0, prove true. 

That I, dear brother, be now ta’en for you! 

Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fabian: 
we'll whisper o’er a couplet or two of most sage saws. 

Vio. He named Sebastian: I my brother know 
Yet living in my glass; even such and so 
In favour was my brotlicr, and he went 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, 

For him I imitate : 0, if it prove, 

Tempests are kind and salt waves fresh in love. [Exit. 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare : his dishonesty api>ear3 in leaving 
his friend here in necessity and denying him; and for 
his cowardship, ask Fabian. 

Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, religious in it. 
Sir And. ’Slid, I’ll after him again and beat him. 
Sir To. Do ; cuff him soundly, but never draw thy sworo. 
Sir And. An I do not — [Exit. 

Fab. Come, let's see the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money ’twill be nothing yet 

[Exeunt. 




ACT IV. 

Scene I . — Bffore Olivia’s house. 


Enter SEBASTIAN and Clown. 

Clo. Will you make me believe that I am not sent 
for you? 

Sth. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow : 

Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo. Well held out, i’ faith! No, I do not know 
you; nor I am not sent to you by my lady, to bid 
you come speak with her; nor your name is not Master 
Cesario ; nor this is not my nose neither. Nothing that 
is so is so. 

Sd). I prithee, vent thy folly somewhere else: 

Thou know’st not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly I he has heard that word of some 
great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent my folly ! 
I am afraid this great lubber, the world, will prove a 
cockney. 1 prithee now, ungird tby strangeness, and 
tell me what I shall vent to my lady, shall I vent to 
her that thou art coming? 

Sd>. 1 prithee, foolish Greek, depart from me : 

There’s money for thee: if you tarry longer, 

I shall give worse payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand. These 
wise men that give fools money get themselves a good 
report — after fourteen years’ purchase. 


Enter SiH ANDREW, . SiR Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again ? there’s 
for you. 

Seh. Why, there’s for thee, and there, and there. 

Are all the people mad? 

Sir To. Hold, sir, or I’ll throw your dagger o’er the 
house. 

Clo. This will 1 tell my lady straight: I would not 
be in some of your coats for two-pence. [A’otY. 

Sir To. Come on, sir; hold. 

Sir And. Nay, let hjm alone: I'll go another way 
to work with him; I’ll have an action of .battery 
against him, if there be any law in Illyria; tl^ugh 1 
struck him first, yet it’s no matter for that. * 

Seh. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go. Come, my 
young soldier, put up your iron : you are well fleshed ; 
come on. 

Sd). I will be free from thee. What wouldst thou now ? 
If thou darest tempt me further, draw thy sword. 

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

ErUtr Olivia. 

OH. Hold, Toby; on thy life I charge thee, hold! 
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Sir To. Madam ! 

Oli. Will it be ever thus ? Ungracious wretch. 

Fit for the mountains find the barbarous caves, - 
Where manners ne’er were preached! out of my sight: 
Be not oiTended, dear Cesario. 

Budesby, be gone! 

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fcdyian. 

I prithee, gentle friend. 

Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 

In this uncivil and unjust extent 

Against thy peace. Go with me to my house. 

And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 
This ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
Mayst sinilo at this : thou shalt not choose but go : 

Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for me. 

He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seh. What relish is in this 7 how runs the stream 7 
Or I am mad, or else this is a dream: 

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep; 

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep! 

Oli. Nay, come, I prithee; would thou’dst be ruled 
by me! 

Seh. Madam, I will. 

Oli. 0, say so, and so be ! [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Olivia’s home. 

Enter Mania and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I prithee, put on this gown and this 
beard ; make hinj believe thou art Sir Topas the curate : 
do it quickly; I’ll call Sir Toby the whilst. [Exit. 

Clo. Well, I’ll put it on, and I will dissemble myself 
in’t ; and I w’ould I were the first that ever dissembled 
in such a gown. I am not talU enough to become 
the function well, nor lean enough to be thought a good 
student; but to be said an honest man and a good 
housekeeper goes as fairly as to say a careful man and 
a great scholar. The competitors' enter. • 

Enter Sir Toby and Maria. 

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson. 

Clo. Bonos dies,* Sir Toby: for, as the old 
hermit of Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very 
wittily said to a niece of King Gorboduc, ‘That tha*^ 
is is;' so I, being master parson, am master parson; 
for what is ‘ that ' but ‘ that,’ and ‘ is ’ but ‘ is ’ 7 

Sir To. To him. Sir Topas. 

Clo. What, ho, I say! peace in this prison! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good knave. 

Mai. [Within!] Who calls there! 

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to vi.sit Mnl- 
volio the lunatic. 

Med. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas. go to my 
lady. 

Ulo. Out, hyperbolical fiend! how vexest thou this 
man! talkest thou nothing but of ladies! 

■ Sir To. Well said, master parson. 

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged: good 
Sir Topas, do not think I am mad : they have laid me 
here in hideous darkness. 

Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Satan! I call thee by the 
most modest terms; for I am one of those gentle ones 
that will use the devil himself with courtesy : sayest 
thou that house is dark? 

Mai. As hell. Sir Topas. 

CU). Why, it hath bay windows transparent as barri- 
cadoes, and the clearstores* toward the south ‘o*^****^ 
north are as lustrous as ebony; and yet complainest 
thou of obstruction 7 


Med. I am not mad. Sir Topas: I say to you, this 
house is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errest: I say, there is no dark- 
ness but ignorance; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mai. I say, this house is as dark as ignorance, though 
ignorance were as dark as hell; and 1 say, there was 
never man thus abused. I am no more mad than you 
are: make the trial of it in any constant question. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
wild fowl? 

Mai. That the soul of our grandam might haply 
inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What thiiikesi thou of his opinion? 

Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and no way approve 
his opinion. 



Clo. Fare thee well. Beniain thou still in darkness; 
thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras ere I will 
allow of thy wits, and fear to kill a woodcock, lest thou 
dispossess the soul of thy grandant Fare thee well. 

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas! 

Sir To. My most exquisite Sir Topas ! 

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou mightst have done this vrithout thy 
beard and gown: he sees thee not. 

Sir. To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou findest him : I would we were well rid 
of this knavery. If he may be conveniently delivered, 
I would he' were, for I am now so far in offence with 
my niece that I cannot pursue with any safety this 
sport to the upshot. Come by and by to my chamber. 

[Exeunt Sir Toby and Maria. 

Clo. [Singing.] ‘Hey, Bobin, jolly Bobin, 

Tell me how thy lady does.’ 

Mai. Fool ! 

Clo. 'My lady is unkind, perdy.’ 

Mol. Fool! 

Clo. 'Alas, why is she so?’ 

Med. Fool, I say! 

Clo. 'She loves another’ — ^Who calls, ha? 

Mol. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve weU at my 
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liand, help mo to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper : as I 
am a gentleman, I will live to bo thankful to thee for’t. 

Clo. Master Malvolio? 

MaL Ay, good fool, 

Clo, Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits? 

Med. Fool, there was never man so notoriously 
abused: I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well ? then you are mad indeed, if you 
be no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mai. They have here propertied * me ; keep ® ^“*”*‘* 
me in darkness, send ministers to me, asscs, and do all 
they can to face mo out of my wits 

Clo. Advise you what you say ; the minister is here. 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens restore * endea- 
vour thyself to sleep, and leave thy vain bibble babble. 

MaL Sir Topas! 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow 
Who, I, sir? not I, sir. God be wi* you, good Sir 
Topas. Marry, amen. I will, sir, I will. 

Mai Fool, fool, fool, T say! 

Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir ^ I am 
shent for speaking to you. 

Mai. Good fool, help me to some light and some 
paper. T tell thee, I am as well in my wits as any 
man in Illyria. 

Clo. Well-a-day that you were, sir! 

MaL By this hand, I am. Good fool, some ink, 
paper, and light; and convey what I will set down to 
my lady: it shall advantage thee more than ever the 
bearing of letter did. 

Clo. I will help you to*t. But tell me true, are you 
not mad indeed ? or do you but counterfeit ? 

MaL Believe me, I am not; I tell thee tnie. 

Clo. Nay, III ne’er believe a madman till I see 
his brains. I will fetch you light and paper and ink 

MaL Fool, 111 requite it in the highest degree: I 
prithee, be gone. 

Clo. [Singing'] I am gone, sir. 

And anon, sir. 

I’ll be with you again. 

In a trice, 

like to the old Vice,* “ 

Your need to sustain; 

Who with dagger of lath. 

In his rage and his wrath, 

Cries, ah, ha ! to the devil ; 

Like a mad lad. 

Pare thy nails, dad; 

Adieu, goodman devil. [Exit. 


Scene III. — Olivia’s garden. 

Enter Sebastian. 

SA. This is the air; that is the glorious sun; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel’t and see’t; 
And though ’tia wonder that enwraps me thus. 
Yet ’tis not madness. Where’s Antonio, then? 

I could not find him at the Elephant: 

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit, 


That he did range the town to seek mo out. 

His counsel now might do me golden service ; 

For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 

That this may be some error, but no madness. 

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes. 

And MTangle with my reason, that persuades me 
To any other trust but that I am mad, 

Or else the lady’s mad ; yet, if 'twere so, 

She could not sway her house, command her followers, 
Take and give back afliairs and their dispatch 
With such a smooth, discreet, and stable beaiing 
As I perceive she does, there's something in’t 
That IS deceivable. But hero the lady comes 

Enter Olivia and Priest. 

Oil. Blame not this haste of mine. If 3'ou mean w’ell 
Now go with me and w^ith this holy man 
Into the chantry by ; there, before liim, 



And underneath that consecrated roof, 

Plight me the full assurance of your faith : 

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace. ^He shall conceal it 
Whiles^ you are willing it shall come to note, 

What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you say? 

Seb. I’ll follow this good man, and go with you; 
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

Oli. Then lead the way, good father; and heavens 
so shine. 

That they may fairly note this act of mine! [Sxewnt. 



ACT V. 

Scene 1. — Before Olivia’s house. 


Enter Clown and Fabian. 

Fah Now, as thou loveat me, let me see his letter. 

Clo. Good Master Fabian, grant me another request. 

Ftd). Any tiling. 

do T)o not desire to see this letter. 

Fub. This is, to give n dog, and in recompense desire 
my dog again. 

Enter JJuKE, Viola, Curio, and Lords. 

Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends ? 

Clo. Ay, sir; we are some of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well: how dost tliou, my good 
fellow ? 

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the worse ' 
for my friends. 

Duke. Just the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Clo. No, sir, the wor.se. 

Duke. How can that be ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, they praise me and make an ass of 
me ; now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass : so that 
by my foes, sir, I profit iu the knowledge of myself, 
and by my friends I am abused : so th.'b conclusions 
to be as kisses, if your four negatives make your two 
atfirmatives, why then, the worse for my friends and 
the better for my foes. 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth, sir, no; though it please you to 
be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me ; there's gold. 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, sir, I would 
you could make it another. 

Duke. 0, you give me ill counsel. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this 
once, and let your flesh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner, to be a 
double-dealer: there's another. 

Clo. Primo, secundo, tertio, is a good play; and the 


ohl saying is, the third pays for all; the triplex, sir, is 
a good tripping measure; or the bells of Saint Bennet, 
sir, may put you in mind; one, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no moie money out of me at 
this throw: if you will let your lady know I am here 
to speak with her, and bring her along with you, it 
may awake my bounty further. 

Clo Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 
again, T go, sir; but 1 would not have you to think 
that niy desire of having is the sin of covetousness, 
but, as you say, sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will 
awake it anon. [A>j<. 

Vio. Here conies the man, sir, that did rescue me. 

Enter Antonio and Officers. 

Duke. That face of his I do remember well ; 

Yet, when I .saw it last, it was besmear’d 
As black as Vulcan in the smoke of w'ar: 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of. 

For shallow draught and bulk unprizable; 

With which such scathful grapjfie did he make 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet. 

That very envy and the tongue of loss 

Cried fame and honour on him. What’s the matter? 

First Off. Orsino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy; 
And this is he that did the Tiger board. 

When your young nephew Titus lost his leg; 

Here in the streets, desperate of shame and state. 

In private brabble did we appreliend him. 

Vio. He did me kindness, sir, drew on my side; 

But in conclusion put strange speech upon me: 

1 know not what twas but distraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate! thou salt-water thief! 

What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies, 
^Vllom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear, 

Hast made thine enemies? 
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Ant. Orsino, noble sir. 

Be pleased that I shake off these names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief or pirate. 

Though I confess, on base and ground enough, 

Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither: 

That most ingrateful boy there by your side, 

From the rude sea’s enraged and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was : 

His life I fmve him and did thereto add 
My love, without retention or restraint. 

All his in dedication; for his sake 
Did I expose myself, pure for his love. 

Into the danger of this adverse town ; 

Drew to defend him when he was beset: 

"Where being apprehended, his false cunning, 

Not meaning to partake with me in danger. 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 

And grew a twenty years removed thing 
While one would wink; denied me mine own purse. 
Which I had recommended to his use 
Not half an hour before. 

Vio. ITow can this be? 

Duke. When came he to this town? 

Ant. To-day, my lord; and for three months before. 
No interim, not a minute's vacancy. 

Both day and night did we keep company 

Enter Olivia and Attendants. 

Duke. Here comes the countess; now heaven walks 
on earth. 

But for thee, fellow; fellow, thy words are madness 
Three months this youtli hath tended upon me; 

But more of that anon. Take him aside. 

on. What would my lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable? 

Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio Madam ! 

Duke. Gracious Olivia — 

Oh. What do you say, Cesario ? Good my lord — 
Vio. My lord would speak; my duty hushes me". 

Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord. 

It is as fat* and fulsome to mine ear toiwt®*. 

As howling after music. 

Duke. Still so cruel? 

Oli. Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. "What, to perverseness? you uncivil lad)'. 

To whose ingratc and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull’st offerings hath breathed out 
That e’er devotion tender’d! What shall I do? 

Oli. Even what it please my lord, that shall become him. 
Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it, 
like to the Egyptian thief at point of death, 

Kill what I love? — a savage jealousy 

That sometime savours nobly. But hear me this: 

Since you to non-regardance cast my faith. 

And that 1 partly know the instrument 

That screws me from my true place in your favour, 

live you the marble-breasted tyrant still; 

But this your minion, whom I know you love. 

And whom, by heaven 1 swear, 1 tender dearly. 

Him will I t^r out of that cruel eye, 

"Where he sits crowned in his master’s spite. 

Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mischief: 
I’ll sacrifice the lamb tW I do love. 

To spite a raven’s heart within a dove. 

Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly. 

To do you rest, a thoussmd deatl^ would die. 

Oli. Where goes Cesario? 

Vio. After him I love 


More than I love these eyes, more than my life. 

More, by all mores, than e’er 1 shall love w'ife. 

If I do feign, you witnesses above 
Punish my life for taintmg of my love I 
Oli. Ay me, detested! how am I beguiled! 

Vio. "Who does beguile you ? who does do you wrong ? 
Oli. Hast thou forgot thyself? is it so long? 

Call forth the holy father. 

Duke. Come, away ! 

Oli. Whither, my lord? Cesario, husband, stay. 

Duke. Husband ! 

Oli. Ay, husband: can he that deny? 

Duke. Her husband, sirrah I 

Vio. No, my lord, not I. 

Oli. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear 
That makes thee strangle thy propriety: 

Foar not, Cesario; take thy fortunes up; 

Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear’st 

Enter Priest. 

0, welcome, father! 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence. 

Here to unfold, though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness what occasion now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe, what thou dost know 
Hath newly pass’d between this youth and me. 

Fncst. A contract of eternal bond of love. 

Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands. 

Attested by the holy close of lips. 

Strengthen’d by interchangement of your rings ; 

And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal’d in my function, by my testimony: 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my grave 
I have travell’d but two hours. 

Duke. 0 thou dissembling cub I what wilt tliou be 
When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case?* *“"“ 
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow, — 

That thino own trip shall be thine overthrow? 

F.irewell, and take her; -but direct thy leet 
"Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

Vio. My lord, I do protest — 

Oli. O, do not swear! 

Hold little faith, though thou host too much fear. 

Elder Sui Andkew. 

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon ! Send one 
presently to Sir Toby. 

Oh What’s the matter? 

Sir And. He has broke my head across, and has 
given Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of 

God, your help I I had rather than forty pound I 

were at home. 

Oli. Who has done this. Sir Andrew? 

Sir And. The count’s gentleman, one Cesario: we 
took him for a coward, "but. he’s the very devil incardinate. 
Duke. My gentleman, Cesario? 

Sir And. ’Od’s lifelings, hero he is! You brdke my 

head for nothing : and that that I did, I was set on to 

do’t by Sir Toby. 

Vio. "Why do you speak to me? I never huif you: 
You drew your sword upon me without cause; • 

But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb bo a hurt, you have 
hurt me : I think you set nothing by a bloody coJtcomb. 

Enter SiB Toby and Clown. 

Here comes Sir Toby halting ; you shall hear more : but 
if he had not been in drink, he would have tickled 
you othergates? than he did. 
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Duke. How now, gentleman! how is’t with you? 

Sir To. That’s all one ; h’ns hurt me, and there's 
the end on't. Sot, didst see JDick surgeon, sot? 

Clo. 0, he’s drunk. Sir Toby, an hour agone: his 
eyes were set at eight i’ the morning. 

Sir To. Then he’s a rogue, and a passy measures 
panyn:* I hate a drunken rogue. • ad .nUMit d«iM. 



Oli. Away with him! Wlio hath made this havoc 
with them? 

Sir And. I’ll help you. Sir Toby, because we’ll be 
dressed together. 

Sir To AVill you help? an ass-head and a coxcomb 
and a knave, a thin-faced knave, a gull! 

Oh. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d to. 
[Exeunt Clown, Fabian, Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kinsman , 
Hut, had it been the brotlier of my blood, 

T inu.st have done no less with wit and safety. 

You throw a strange regard upon me, and by that 
I do perceive it hath offended you: 

J’ardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
AVe made each other but so late ago. 

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two persons, 
A natural perspective, that is and is nut! 

Seb. Antonio, 0 my dear Antonio ! 

How have the hours rack’d and tortured me. 

Since I have lost thee! 

Ant. Sebastian ai'e you? 

Seb. Fear'st thou t!iat, Antonio? 

Ant. How have you made division of yourself? 

An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 

Oli. Most wonderful! 

SA. Do 1 stand there? I never had a brother, 

Kor can there be that deity in my nature, 

Of here and everywhere. I had a sister. 

Whom the blind waves and surges have devour’d. 

Of charity, what kin are you to" me ? 

What countryman? what name? what parentage? 

Vio. Of Messaline: Sebastian was my father; 

Such a Sebastian was my brother too. 

So went he suited to his watery tomb : 

If spirits can assume both form and suit 
You come to fidght us. 


Seb. A spirit I am indeed; 

But am in that dimension grossly clad 
Which from the womb I did participate. 

Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 

1 should my tears let fall upon your cheek. 

And say, ‘ Thrice-welcome, drowned Viola ! ’ 

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Sch. And so had mine. 

Vio. And died that day when Viola from her birth 
Had number’d thii-teen years. 

Seb. O, that recoid is lively in my soul! 

He finished indeed his mortal act 

That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both 
But this my masculine usurp’d attire. 

Do not embrace me till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That I am Viola: which to confirm. 

I’ll biing you to a captain in this town, 

Wliere he my maiden weeds; by whose gentle help 
I was preserved to serve this noble count. 

All the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 

Seb. [To Olmai\ So comes it, lady, you have been 
mistook : 

But nature to her bias drew in that. 

You would have been contracted to a maid; 

Nor are you, therein, by my life, deceived, 

Y'ou arc betroth’d both to a maid and man. 

Duke. Be not amazed; right noble is his blood. 

If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 

I shall have share in this most happy wreck. 

[To Fi'o/a.] Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times 
Thou never shouldst love woman like to me. 

Vto. And all those sayings will I over-swear; 

And all those swearings keep os true in soul 
As doth that orbed continent, the fire 
That Sever’S day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy hand; 

And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds. 

Vio. The captain that did bring me first on shore 
Hath my maid’s garments; he upon some action 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio’s suit, 

A gentleman, and follower of my lady’s. 

Oli. He shall enlaige him : fetch Malvolio hither : 
And yet, alas, now I remember me. 

They say, poor gentleman, he’s much distract. 

Rc-etUer Clown, with a letter, and FabiaN. 

A most extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banish’d his. 

How does he, siri'ah ? 

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the stave’s 
end as well as a man in his case may do: h’as here 
writ a letter to you; I should have given’t you to-day 
morning, but as a madman’s epistles are 'no gospels, so 
it skills not much when they are delivered. 

Oli. Open’t, and read it. 

Clo. Look then to be well edified when the fool 
delivers the madman. [iZeod*.] ' By the Lord, madam’ — 
Oli. How now! art thou mad? 

Clo. No, madam, I do but read madness : an your 
ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you must allow 
Vox. 

Oli. Prithee, read i* thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, madonna; but to read his right wits 
is to read thus: therefore perpend, my princess, and 
^ve ear. 

Oli, Bead it you, sirrah. [Po Fabian. 
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Ihb. [Beads.] ‘ By the Lord, madam, you wrong me, 
and the world shall know it: though you have put me 
into darkness and given your drunken cousin ride over 
me, yet have I the beneht of my senses as well as your 
ladyship. I have your own letter that induced me to 
the semblance I nut on; with the wtiich 1 doubt not 
but to do myself much right, or you much shame. 
Think of me as you please. I leave my duty a little 
uiithought of, and speak out of my injury. 

The madly-used Malvolio/ 

Oil. Did lie write this? 

C/o. Ay, madam. 

Duke, This savours not much of distraction. 

Oil. See him deliver'd, Fabian; bring him hither. 

Fabian. 

My lord, so please you, these things further thought on. 
To think me as well a sister as a wife. 

One day shall crown the alliance on't, so please you. 
Here at my house and at my proper cost. 

Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace your offer. 
[To Viola.] Your master quits you ; and for your service 
done him. 

So much against the mettle of your sex. 

So far beneath your soft and tender breeding, 

And since you call'd me master for so long. 

Here is my hand: you shall from this time be 
Your master's mistress. 

Oli. A sister! you are she. 

Be-mter Fabian, with Malvolio. 

Duke. Is this the madman? 

Oli. Ay, my lord, this same. 

How now, Malvolio! 

Mai. Madam, you liave done me wrong, 

Notorious wrong. 

Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no. 

Mai. Lady, you have. Pray you, penise that letter. 
You must not now deny it is your hand: 

Write from it, if you can, in liand or phrase; 

Or say 'tis not your seal, not your invention: 

You can say none of this: well, grant it then 
And tell me in the modesty of Iionour, 

Why you have given me such clear lights of favour. 
Bade me come smiling and cross-garter'd to you, 

To put on yellow stocking and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby and the lighter people; 

And, acting tl^ in an obedient hope, 

Why have you suffer'd me to be imprison’d, 

Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest. 

And made the most notorious gcck* and gull 
That e'er invention play'd on? tell me why. 

Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 

Though, I confess, much like the character: 

But out of question 'tis Maria's hand. 

And now I do bethink me, it was she 
First told me thou wast mad; then earnest in smiling, 
And in such forms which here were presupposed 
Upon thee in the letter. Prithee, be content: 

This practice hath most shrewdly passed upon thee; 

But when we know the grounds and authors of it. 


Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cause. 

Fab. Good madam, hear me speak. 

And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 
Taint the condition of this present hour, 

Which I have wonder'd at. In hope it shall not, 

Most freely I confess, myself and Toby 
Set this device against Malvolio here. 

Upon some stubl)orn and uncourtoous’ parts 
We had conceived against him : Maria writ 
The letter at Sir Toby's great importance ; * * uricnej 

In recompense whereof he hatli married her. 

How with a sportful malice it was follow'd, 

!Miiy rather pluck on laughter than revenge; 

If that tlie injuries be justly weigh'd 
That have on both sides pass'd. 

Oli. Alas, poor fool, how have they bafllcd tliee I 

Clo. Why, ' some are born great, some achieve great- 
ness, and some liave greatness thrown upon them.' 1 
was one, sir, in this interlude ; one Sir Topas, sir ; but 
that's all one. ‘ By the Lord, fool, I am not mad.* But 
do you remember? 'Madam, why laugh you at such a 
barren rascal? an you smile not, he's gagged;' and thus 
the whirligig of time brings in his revenges. 

Mai. I'll be revenged on the whole pack of you. 

Oli. He hath been most notoriously abused. 

Duke, Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace; 

He hath not told us of the captain yet: 

When that is known and golden time convents, 

A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our dear souls. Meantime, sweet sister, 

We will not part from hence. Cesario, come; 

For so you shall be, while you are a man; 

But when in other habits you are seen, 

Orsino’s mistress and liis fancy's queen. 

[Exeunt all, except Cloivn^ 

Clo. [5in^s.] 

When that I was apd a little tiny boy. 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

A foolish thing was but a toy. 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

But ivhcn I came to man's estate. 

With hey, ho, &c. 

'Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their gate 
For the rain, &c. 

But when I came, alas! to wive, 

With hey, ho, &c. 

By swaggering could I never thrive 
For the rain, &c. 

But w'hen I came unto my Ixjds, 

With hey ho, &c. 

With toss-pots still had drunken heads. 

For the rain, &c. 

A great while ago the world begun, 

With hey, ho, &c. 

But that's all one, our play is done, , 

And we'll strive to please you every day. [Exit. 
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AC T T. 

Scene I. — An apartment tn the Duke’s palace. 


Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords, and Attendants. 

Duke. Escalus ' 

Escttl. My lord. 

Duke Of government the properties to unfold, 

Would seem in me to alTect speech end discourse: 

Since I am put to know that vour own science 
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice 
My strength can give you: then no more •‘mains, 

But that to your sufficiency 

as your worth is able. 

And let them work. The nature of our people. 

Our city’s institutions, and the terms 
For common justice, you’re as pregnant in 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember. There is our commission. 

From which we would not have you warp. Call hither, 
I say, bid come before us Angelo. [JSnt an AiUndaiU. 
What figure of us think vou he will beu? 

For you must know, we have with special soul 
Elected him our absence to supply. 

Lent him our terror, dress’d him with our love, 

And given his deputation all the organs 
Of our own power: what think you of it? 


Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undeigo such ample grace and honour. 

It IS Lord Angelo. 

Duke. Look where he comes 

Enter Angelo 

Ang. Always obedient to your grace’s will, 

T come to know your pleasure. 

Duke. Angelo, 

Tliere is a kind of character in thy life. 

That to the observer doth thy histoiy 
Fully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings 
Are not thine own so proper as to waste 
Thyself ui>on thy virtues, they on tliee. 

Heaven doth with us as we with torohes do. 

Not light them for themselves; for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike 
As if we had them not Spirits are not finely touch’d 
But to fine issues, nor Nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence ^ 

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Heiself the glory of a creditor. 

Both thanks and use.* But I do bend my speech ’ 

To one that can my part in him advertise: 
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Hold therefore, Angelo: — 

In our remove be thou at full ourself; 

Mortality and mercy in Vienna 
Live in thy tongue and heart: old Escalus, 

Though first in question, is thy secondary. 

Take thy commission. 

Anff. Now, good my lord, 

I^t there be some more test made of my metal. 

Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp’d upon it. 

Duke, No more evasion: 

We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours. 

Our haste from hence is of so quick condition 
That it prefers itself and leaves unquestion’d 
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you, 

As time and our concernings shall importune, 

How it goes with us, and do look to know 
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well: 

To the hopeful execution do 1 leave you 
Of your commissions. 

Ang, Yet give leave, my lord, 

That we may bring you something on the way. 

Duke, My haste may not admit it ; 

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own. 

So to enforce or qualify the laws 
As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand: 

I’ll privily away. I love the people. 

But do not like to stage me to their eyes: 

Though it do well, I do not relish well 
Their loud applause and Aves vehement; 

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion 
That does affect it. Once more, faro you well. 

Ang. The heavens give safety to your jiurposes ’ 

JEscal Lead forth and bring you back in happiness! 

Duke. 1 thank you. Fare you well. [£xiL 

Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place : 

A power I have, but of what strength and nature 
I am not yet instructed. 

Ang. ’Tis so with me Let us witlidraw together. 

And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Eecal. I’ll wait upon your honour. [Exeunt 

Scene II.— ^ street 
Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen. 

Ludo, If the duke with the other dukes come 
not to composition with the king of Hungary, why 
then all the dukes fall upon the king. 

First Oent Heaven grant us its peace, but not the 
king of Hungary's 1 
GtrU. Amen. 

Lucio, Thou concludest like the sanctimonious pirate, 
that went to sea with the Ten Commandments, but 
scraped one out of the table. 

Sec. Ocni. 'Thou shalt not steal’? 

Lucio. Ay, that he razed. 

First Ocni. Why, 'twas a commandment to command 
the captain and all the rest from their functions: they 
put forth to steal. There’s not a soldier of us all, that, 
m the thanksgiving before meat, doth relish the petition 
well that prays for peace. 

Sec. Oent. I never heard any soldier dislike it 

Lucio. I believe thee; for I think thou never wast 
where grace was said. 


Sec. Gent. No? a dozen times at least. 

First Gent. What, in metre ? 

Ludo. In any proportion or in any language. 

First Gent. I think, or in any religion. 

Ludo. Ay, why not? Grace is grace, despite of all 
controversy: as, for example, thou tliyself art a wicked 
villain, despite of all grace. 

First Gent. Well, there went but a pair of shears 
between us. 

Lucio. I grant; as there may between the lists and 
the velvet. Thou art the list. 

First Gent And thou the velvet: thou art good 
velvet; thou’rt a three-piled piece, I wan ant thee: I 
had as lief be a list of an English kersey as he piled, 
as thou art piled, for a French velvet. Do I speak 
feelingly now? 



Lucio. I think thou dost ; and, indeed, "with most 
painful feeling of thy speech: I will, out of thine own 
confession, learn to begin Ihy health ; but, whilst I live, 
forget to drink after thee. 

First OcrU. I think I have done myself wrong; have 
I not? 

Sec. Oent Yes, that thou hast, whether thmi art 
tainted or free. 

' Ludo. Behold, behold, where Madam Mit^tion 
comes! I have purchased as many diseases undtr her 
roof as come to— 

Sec. Gent. To what, I pray? 

Ludo. Judge. 

See. Oent To ^ three thousand dolours* a year. 

First Gent. Ay, and more. 

Lucio. A French crown more. 
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First Oent. Thou art always figuring diseases in me: 
but thou art full of grrorj I am sound. 

Nay, not, as one would say, healthy; but so 
sound as things that are hollow: thy bones are hollow; 
impiety has made a feast of thee. 

Enter Mistress Overdone. 

First Gent. How now ! which of your hips has the 
most profound sciatica? 

Mrs. Ov. Well, well ; there’s one yonder arrested and 
carried to prison was worth five iliousand of you all. 

See. Gent. Who’s that, I pray thee? 

Mrs. Ov. Marry, sir, that's Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

First Gent. Claudio to prison ? 'tis not so. 

Mrs. Ov. Nay, but I know ’tis so : I saw him 
arrested, saw him cjirried away; and, which is more, 
within these three days his head to be chopped off. 

Lucia. But, after all this fooling, I would not have it 
so. Art thou sure of this ? 

Mrs. Ov. I am too sure of it: and it is for getting 
Madam Julietta with child. 

Lucia Believe me, this may be : he promised to meet 
me two hours since, and ho was ever precise in promise- 
keeping. 

Sec. Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something 
near to the speech we had to such a purpose. 

First Gent. But, most of all, agreeing with the pro- 
clamation. 

Lucia. Away ! let's go leai*n the tmth of it. 

[Exeunt Lucia and Gentlemen. 

Mrs. Ov. Tims, what with the war, what with the 
sweat, what with the gallows, and what with poverty, I 
am custom-shrunk. 

Enter PoMPEY. 

How now! what's the news with you? 

Pom. Yonder man is carried to prison. 

Mrs. Ov. Well; what has he done? 

Pam. A woman. 

Mrs. Ov. But what's his offence? 

Pom. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 

Mrs. Ov. What, is there a inaid with child by him? 

Pom. No, but there’s a woman with maid by bun. 
You have not hoard of the proclamation, have you? 

Mrs. Ov. What proclamation, man ? 

Pom. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must be 
plucked down. 

Mrs. Ov. And what shall become of those in the city ? 

Pom. They shall stand for seed : they had gone down 
too, but that a wise burgher put in for them. 

Mrs. Ov. But shall all our houses of resort in the 
suburbs be pulled down ? 

Pom. To the ground, mistress. 

Mrs. Ov. Why, here’s a change indeed 1 / the common- 
wealth I Wliat shall become of me ? 

Pom. Come ; fear not you : good counsellors lack no 
clients : though you change your place, you need not 
change your trade; I'll be your tapster still. Courage! 
there will be pity taken on you: you that have worn 
your eyes almost out in the service, you will bo con- 
sidered. 

Mrs. Ov. What's to do here, Thomas tapster? let's 
withdraw. 

Pom. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the provost 
to prison; and there’s Madam Juliet. [Exeunt. 

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and Officers. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to the 
world ? 

Bear me to prison, where I am committed. 


Prov. I do it not in evil disposition, 

But from Lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud. Thus can the demigod Authority 
Make us pay down for our offence by weight. 

The words of heaven : on whom it wall, it will ; 

On whom it will not, so ; yet still ’tis just. 

Re-enter Lucio and two Gentlemen. 

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio 1 whence comes this 
restraint ? 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty : 

As surfeit is the father of niucli fast, 

So every scope by the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue, 
like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 

A thirsty evil ; and when we drink we die. 

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, I 
would send for certain of my creditors: and yet, to say 
the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedom 
as the momlity of imprisonment. What's thy offence, 
Claudio ? 

Claud. What but to speak of would offend again. 

Lucio. What, Ls't murder? 

Claud. No. 

Lucio. Tjechery ^ 

Claud. Call it so. 

Prov. Away, sir! you must go. 

Claud. One word, good friend. Lucio, a word with you 

Lucw. A hundred, if they'll do you any good. 

Is lechery so look’d alter? 

Claud. Thus stands it with me : upon a true contract 
I got possession of Julietta's bed : 

Y'oii know the lady ; she is fast my wife, 

Save that we do the denunciation* lack sDfctaratwn 

Of outward order: this w'e came not to, 

Only for propagation of a dower 
llemaining in the coffer of her friends, 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances 
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment 
With character too gross is ^YTit on Juliet. 

Lucio. With child, perhaps ? 

Claud. Unhappily, even so 

And the new deputy now for the duke — 

Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness, 

Or whether that the body public be 
A horse whereon the governor doth ride, 

Wlio, newly in the seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur; 
Whether the tyranny be in his place. 

Or in his eminence that fills it up, 

I stagger in : but this new governor 

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 

Which have, like unscour’d armour, hung by the wall 

So long that nineteen zodiacs have gone round 

And none of them been worn; and, for a name, 

Now puts the drowsy and neglected -act 
Freshly on me: ’tis surely for a name. 

Ludo. I warrant it is : and thy head stands so tickle 
on thy shoulders that a milkmaid, if she be in love, may 
sigh it off. Send after the duke, and appeal to him. 

Claud. I have done so, but he's not to be found. 

I prithee, Lucio, do me this kind service : 

This day my sister should the cloister enter 
And there receive her approbation: 

Acquaint her with the danger of my state : 

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends 
To the strict deputy; bid herself assay him; 

I have great hope in that; for in her youth 
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There is a prone* and speeclilesa dialect iCmprtiiM. 

Such as move men; beside, she hath prosperous art 
When she will play with reason and discourse, 

And well she can persuade. 

Lwio. I pray she may; as well for the encourage- 
ment of the like, which else would stand under grievous 
imposition, os for the enjoying of thy life, u-ho I would 
bo sorry should be thus foolishly lost at a game of 
tick-tack. I’ll to her. 

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio. 

Ludo. Within two hoitts. 

Claud. Come, officer, away! 

[Hxcunt. 

Scene III . — A monastery. 

Enter Duke a7id Fhur Tho.mas. 

Duke. No, holy father; throw away that thought; 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom. Why I desire thee 
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 


Fri. T. May your grace speak of it ? 

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever loved the life removed, 

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies 

Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery ' keeps. * ®"''* 

I have deliver’d to Lord Angelo, 

A man of stricture* and firm abstinence, •aincioMiof m. 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 

And he supposes me travell’d to Poland; 

For so I have strew’d it in the common ear, 

And so it is received. Now, pious sir. 

You will demand of me why 1 do this? 

Fri, T. Gladly, my lord. 

DvJu. We* have strict statutes and most biting laws. 
The needful bits and curbs to headstrong weeds. 

Which for this nineteen years we have let slip ; 

Even like an o’ergrown lion in a cave. 

That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond fathers. 
Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch. 

Only to stick it in their children’s sight 

For terror, not to use, in time the rod 

Becomes more mock’d than fear’d; so our decrees, 

Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead. 

And liberty plucks justice by the nose : 


The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. T. It rested in your grace 

To unloose this tied-up justice when you pleased: 

And it in you more (madful would have seem’d 
Than in Lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful: 

Sith ’twas my fault to give the people scope, 

’Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them 
For what I bid them do: for we bid this be done. 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass, 

And not the punishment. Therefore indeed, my father, 

I have on Angelo imposed the office; 

Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home. 

And yet my nature never in the fight 
To do in slander. And to behold his sway, 

I will, as ’twere a brother of your order. 

Visit both prince and people: therefore, I prithee. 
Supply me with the habit and instruct me 
How I may formally in person bear me 
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action 
At our more leisure shall I render you; 

Only, this one: Lord Angelo is precise; 

Stands at a guard with envy; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone: hence shall we see. 

If power change purpose, what our seemers be. \Exmnt. 

Scene IV. — A nunnery. 

Enter Isabella and Fbancisca. 

Isah. And have you nuns no farther privileges? 

Fran. Are not these large enough ? 

Isah. Yes, truly: I speak not as desiring moic; 

But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint Clare. 

Lucio. [IFii/wa.] Ho! peace l>c in this place! 

Isah. Who’s that which calls?* 

Fran. It is a man’s voice. Gentle Isabella, 

Turn you the key and kftow his business of him; 

You may, I may not; you are yet unsworn. 

When you have vow’d, you must not speak witli men 
But in the presence of the prioress: 

Then, if you speak, you must not show your face. 

Or, if you show your face, you must not speak. 

He calls again; I pray you, answer him. [Exit. 

Isah. Peace and prosperity! Who is’t that calls? 

Enter Locio. 

Lxteio. Hail, viigin, if you be, as those cheek-roses 
Proclaim you are no less! Can you so stead mo 
As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 

A novice of this place, and the fair sister 
To her unhappy brother Claudio? 

Isah. Why ‘her unhappy brother’? let me ask, 

The rather for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella and his sister. 

Ludo. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets you : 
Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison. 

Isah. Woe me! for what? 

Lucio. For that which, if myself might be his judge, 
He should receive his punishment in thanks: < 

He hath (^t his friend with child. 

Isah. Sir, make me not your story.? 

Ludo. It is true. 

I would not — though ’tis my familiar sin 
With maids to seem the lapwing and to jest, 

Tongue far from heart — ^play with all virgins so: 

I hold you as a thing ensky’d and sainted, 

By your renouncement an immortal spirit. 
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And to be talk’d with in sincerity, 

As with a saint. 

Isab, You do blasplicmo the good in mocking me. 
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and •truth, 

’tis thus : 

Your brother and his lover have embraced; 

As those that feed grow full, as blossoming time 
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison, even so her plenteous womb 
Expresseth his full tilth* and husbandry. 

Isah, Some one with child by him ? My cousin 
Juliet? 

Liicio. Is she your cousin? 

Isab, Adoptedly; as schoolmaids change their names 
By vain though apt affection. 

Lucio. She it is. 


Isab. 0, let him marry her. 

Lucw. Tliis is the point. 

The duke is very strangely gone from hence; 
Bore many gentlemen, myself being one, 

In hand and hope of action: but we do learn 
By those that know the very nerves of state. 

His givings-out were of an infinite distance 
From his true-meant design. Upon liis place. 
And with full line of liis authority, 

Governs Lord Angelo; a man whose blood 
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense. 

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study, and fast. 

He — to give fear to use and liberty, 

Which have for long run by the hideous law. 



As mice by lions — hath pick’d out an act, 

Under whose heavy sense your brother’s life 
Falls into forfeit: ho arrests him on it; 

And follows close the rigour of the statute. 

To make him an example. All hope is gone. 

Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo : and that’s my pith of business 
’Twixt you and your poor brother. 

Isab. Doth he so seek his life? 

Lucio. Has censured liim 

Already; and, as I hear, the provost hath 
A warmnt for his execution. 

Isab. Alas! what poor ability’s in me 
To do him good? 

Lucio. Assay the power you have. 

Isab. My power? Alas I doubt — 


I Ludo. Our doubts are traitors, 

’ And make us lose the good we ott might win 
' By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo, 

And let him learn to know, when maidens sue, 

Men give like gods; but when they weep and kneel. 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe them. 

Isab. I’ll see what I can do. 

Lucio, But speedily. 

Isab. I will about it straight; 

No longer staying but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you : 

Commend me to my brother; soon at night 
I’ll send him ceriaiu wmrd of my success. 

Ludo. I take my leave of you. 

Isab. Good sir, adieu. [Exeunt 





ACT 11. 


Scene I — A hall %n Angelo's house. 


Enter Angelo, Escalus, and a Justice, Provost, Officers, 
and other Attendants, behind. 

Ang Wo must not make a scarecrow of the law, 
Settin;' it up to tear the kinls of prey. 

And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

Eaeul. Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 

Tlian fall, and bruise to death Alas, this gentleman, 
Wiioiu I would save, had a most noble fatliei ' 

Let but your honour know. 

Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue, 

That, in the working of your own aifections, 

Had time cohered* with place or place with ‘ 
wishing, 

Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attain'd the effect of your own purpose, 
Whether you had not sometime in your life 
Err’d in this point which* now you censure him, * 

And pull’d the law upon you. 

Ang. ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 

Another thing to fall. 1 not deny. 

The jury, passing on the prisoner's life, 


May in the sworn twelve have a tliief or tuo 
Guiltier than him they try What’s open mode to justice. 
That justice seizes what know the laws 
Tliat thieves do pass on thieves* ’Tis very pregnant. 
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take’t 
Because we see it, but what we do not see 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not so extenuate his offence 

Foi • I have had such faults ; but rather tell me, * 

When I, that censure him, do so offend. 

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death. 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 

Escal. Be it os your wisdom will 

Ang. Where is the provost* 

Prov. Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang. See that Claudio 

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning: 

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepared, 

For that’s the utmost of his pilgrimage [Exit Provost 
Escal. [Aside] Well, heaven forgive him! and for- 
give us air 

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall' 

Some run from biakes* of ice, and answer none: **“•*••*• 
And some condemned for a fault alone. 
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Enter Elbow and OITiccrs, nrith Froth and Pompey. 

Elh, CoiHC, bring them away : if these be good peojilc 
in a commonweal that do nothing but use tlieir abuses 
in common liouses, I know no law : bring them away. 

Ang. Mow now, sir ! Wliat's your name ? and wliat\s 
the matter ? 

Elb. If it please your lionour. I am the poor dukes 
constable, and my name is Elbow: I do lean upon 
justice, sir, and do bring in here before your good 
lionour two notorious beuiifactors. 

Ang. Kenefactors ? Well ; what benefactors are they? 
are they not malefactors? 

Elb. If it please your honour, I know not well wdiat 
they are; but precise villains ihvy are, that I am sure 
of; and void of all profanation in the world that good 
Christians ought to have. 

Escal. This comes off well; here*s a wise officer. 

A tig. Go to: what quality are they of? Elbow is 
j^our name? why dost thou not speak. Elbow? 

rom. He cannot, sir ; lie/s out at elbow. 

Attg. What are you, sir? 

Elb. He, sir! a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one that 
serves a bad woman; whose house*, sir, was, as they 
.Muv, plucked down in the suburlw ; and now she pro- 
lesses a hot-house, which, 1 think, is a very ill house too. 

E'icaL How know you that? 

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before heaven and 
your honour — 

Esrul. How ? thy wife ? 

Elb. Ay, sir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honc\st 
woman ~ 

Escal. Dost thou dcte.st her therefore^ 

Elb. I s.iy, sir, 1 wdll detest myself also, as \vcll as 
she, that this house, if it be not a bawd’s house, it is 
jiity of her life, for it is a naughty house. 

Escal. How dost thou know that, constable? 

Elb. Marry, sir, by my wife; who, if she had been 
a woman cardinally given, might have been accused in 
fornication, adultery, and all unclcanliness there. 

Escal. By the woman’s meiina? 

Elb. Ay, sir, by Mistress Overdone’s means: but as 
she spit in his face, so she defied him. 

Pom. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so. 

Elb. Prove it before these varlcts here, thou honour- 
able man ; prove it. 

Escal. Do you lioar how ho misplaces? 

Pom. Sir, she came in great with child, and longing, 
saving your honour’s reverence, for stewed prunes: sir, 
we had but two in the house, which at that very dis- 
t*ant time stood, as it were, in a fruit-dish, a dish of 
some three-pence; your honours have seen such di&hej>, 
they are not China dishes, but very good dishes — 

Es'al. Go to, go to: no matter for the -Ush, sir. 

Pom. No, indeeil, sir, not of a pin ; you are therein 
in the right : but to the point. As I say, this Mistress 
Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and being great- 
\)ellied, and longing, os I said, for prgnes; and having 
but two in the dish, as I said, Master Froth here, this 
very man. having eaten the rest, as I said, and, as 
I say, paying for them very honestly ; for. as you 
know, blaster Froth, I could not give you three-peuce 
again — 

Froth. No, indeed. 

Pom. Very well; you being then, if you be remem- 
bired, cracking the stones of the foresaid prunes — 

Froth. Ay, so I did indeed. 

Pom. Why, very well: I telling you then, if you be 
remembered, that such a one and such a one were past 


cure of the thing you w^ot of. unless they kept vciy 
good diet, as I told you — 

Froth. All this is true. 

Pom. Why, very well, then — 

Escal. Como, you are a tedious fool : to the purpose. 
What was done to Elbow’s wife, that he liatli cause to 
complain of ^ Come me to wdiat was clone to her. 

Pom. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet 

Escal. No, sir, nor I mean it not. 

Pom. Sir, hut you shall come to it, by your honour’.s 
leave. And, 1 beseech you, look into Master Froth here, 
sir; a man of fourscore pound a year; whost? lather 
died at Hallowmas: was’t not at Hallowmas, Miister 
Froth 

Froth. All-hallond eve. 

Pom. AVJiy, very well ; I hope here he tniths. He, 
sir, sitting, as I say, in a lower chair, sir; ’twas in the 
Bunch of Grapes, where indeed you have a delight to 
sit, liave you not ? 

Froth. I have so; because it is an cjpen room and 
good for winter. 

Pom. Why, very well, then ; I hope here be tniths. 

Ang. This will Ia.st out a night in llus.'sia, 

WIicii nights are longest there : I’ll take my leave. 

And l(»ave you to the hearing of the can.se ; 

Hoping you’ll find good cause to whip them all. 

Escal. I think no less. Good morrow to your lord- 
ship. [ Ej't I A ngi. lu. 

Now, sir, come on : what was done, to Elbow’s wife, 
once more ^ 

Pom. Once, sir? there was nothing done to her once 

Elb. I Ixiseech you, sir, ;isk him wliat this man did 
to my wife. 

Po'Ht. 1 beseech your honour, ask me. 

Escal. Well, sir; what did this gentleman to her? 

I*om. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman’s face. 
Good Master Froth, look upon his honour; ’tis for a 
good purpose. Doth your honour mark his face? 

Escal. Ay, sir, very well 

Pom. Nay, 1 beseech you, mark it well 

Escal. Well, I do so. 

Pom. Doth your honour see any harm in his face ? 

Escal. Why, no. 

Poni. I’ll be supposed upon a book, his face k the 
worst thing about him. Good, then ; if his face be the 
worst thing about him, how could Master Froth do the con- 
stable’s wife any harm? I would know that of your honour. 

Escal. He’s in the right. Constable, what say you 
to it? 

Elb. First, an it like you, the liouse is a respected 
house ; next, this is a respected fellow ; and his mistress 
is a respected woman. 

Pom. By this hand, air, his wife is a more respected 
person than any of us all 

Elb. Varlet, thou licst; thou Host, wicked varlet! 
the time is yet to come that she was ever respected 
with man, woman, or child. 

Po 7 n. Sir, she was respected with him before he 
married with her. 

Escal. Which is the wiser here ? Justice or Iniquity ^ * 
Is this true ? * ai.r«rt«rs m th. oW 

Elb. 0 thou caitiff! 0 thoa varlet! 0 thou wicked 
Hannibal! I respected with her before I was married 
to her! If ever I was respected with her, or she with 
ma, let not your worship think me the poor duke’s 
officer. Prove tliis, thou wicked Hannibal, or I’ll have 
mine action of battery on thee. 

Escal. If he took you a box o* the ear, you might 
have your action of slander too. 
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JEIb. Marry, I thank your good worship for it. What 
iVt your worship’s pleasure I shall do with this wicked 
caitiff? 

Esccd. Truly, officer, because he hath some offences in 
him that thou wouldst discover if thou couldst, let him 
continue in his courses till thou knowest what they are. 

Elh. Marry, I thank your worship for it. Tliou seest, 
thou wicked varlet, now, what’s come upon tliee: thou 
art to continue now, thou varlet; thou art to continue. 

Esecd, Where were you born. Mend ? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir. 

Esccd. Arc you of fourscore pounds a year? 

Froth. Yes, An't please you, sir. 

Escal. So. What trade are you of, sir? 

Pom. A tapster; a poor widow’s tapster. 

Esccd. Your mistress* name? 

Pom. Mistress Overdone. 

Esccd. Hath she had any more than one husband? 

Pom. Nino, sir; Overdone by the last 

Escal. Nine ! Come hither to me. Master Froth. 
Master Froth, I would not have you acquainted with 
tapsters : they will draw you, Master Froth, and you 
will hang them. Get you gone, and let me hear no 
more of you. 

Froth. I thank your worship. For mine own part, I 
never come into any room in a taphouse but 1 am 
drawn in. 

Escal. AVell, no more of it^ Master Froth: farewell. 
[Exit Froth'\ Come you hither to me. Master tapster. 
Wliat’s your name, Master tapster? 

Pom. Pompey. 

Esccd. What else ? 

Pom. Bum, sir. 

Esecd. Troth, and your bum is the greatest thing 
about you ; so that in the beastliest sense you are Pom- 
pey the Great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd, Pompey, 
howsoever you colour it in being a tapster, are you not ? 
come, tell me true: it shall be the better for you. 

Pom Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that would live. 

Esccd. How would you live, Pompey? by being a 
bawd? What do you think of the trade, Pompey? is 
it a lawful trade? 

Pom If the law would allow it, sir. 

Esecd. But the law will not allow it, Pompey; nor 
it shall not be allowed in Vienna. 

Pom Does your worship mean to geld and splay all 
the youth of the city? 

Escal. No, Pompey. 

Pom Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they will to’t 
them If your worship will take order for the drabs 
and the knaves, you need not to fear the bawds. 

Esecd. ^ There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell 
you: it is but heading and hanging. 

Pom If you head and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten year together, you’ll be glad to give out a 
commission for more heads: if this law hold in Vienna 
ten year, I'll rent the fairest house in it after three- 
pence a bay:* if you live to see this come to 
pass, say Pompey told you so. 

Eseed. Thank you, good Pompey; and, in requital of 
your prophecy, hark you : 1 advise you, let me not hnd 
you wfore me again upon any complaint whatsoever; 
no, not for dwelling where you do: if I do, Pompey, I 
shall beat you to your tent, and prove a shrewd Coesar 
to you; in plain dealing Pompey, I shall have you 
whmt: so, for this time, Pompey, fare you well 

JW. I thank your worship for your good connsel: 
[Aside.] but I shall follow it as the flesh and fortune 
shall better determine. 


Whip me? No, no; let carman wliip his jade: 

The vsffiant heart's not whipt out of his trade. [Exit. 

Escal. Come hither to me. Master Elbow ; come 
hither, master constable. How long have you been in 
this place of constable? 

Elb. Seven year end a half, sir. 

Esecd. I thought, by your readiness in the office, yon 
had continued in it some time. You say, seven years 
together ? 

Elh. And a half, sir. 

Esccd. Alas, it hath been great pains to yon. They 
do you wrong to put you so oft upon’t: are there not 
men in your ward sufficient to serve it? 

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters: os 
they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for them ; I 
do it for some piece of money, and go through with all. 

Escal. Look you bring me in the names of some six 
or seven, the most sufficient of your parish. 

Elb. To your worship’s house, sir? 

Esecd. To my house. Fare you well. [Exit Elbow. 
What’s o’clock, think you? 

Just. Eleven, sir, 

Escal. I pray you home to dinner with me. 

Jud. I humbly thank you. 

Escal. It grieves me for the death of Clandio; 

But there’s no remedy. 

Just. Lord Angelo is severe. 

Escal. It is but needful: 

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so; 

Pardon is still the nurse of second w'oe: 

But yet — poor Claudio! There is no remedy 
Come, sir. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — Another room in the same. 

Enter PnovosT and a Servant. 

Serv. He’s hearing of a cause ; he wiU come straighfT 
I’ll tell him of you. 

Prov. Pray you, do. [ExU Servatd.] I’ll 

know 

His pleasure; may be he will relent. Alas, 

He hath but as offended in a dream! 

All sects, all ages smack of this vice; and he 
To die for'tl 

Elder Akcelo. 

Ang. Now, what’s the matter, provost? 

Prom. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow? 
Ang. Did not I tell thee yea ? hadst thou not order ? 
Wliy dost thou ask again? 

iVov. Lest I might be too rash: 

Under your good correction, 1 have seen. 

When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o’er his doom. 

Ang. Go to; let that be mine: 

Do you your oflice, or give up your place. 

And you shall well be spared. 

Proo. I crave your honour’s pardon. 

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet? 

She's very near her hour. 

Ang. Dispose of her 

To some more fitter place, and that with speed. 

Re-enter Servant 

Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemn'd 
Desires access t^ you. 

Ang. Hath he a sister? 

Prov. Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous maid. 
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And to be shortly of a sisterhood, 

If not already. 

Av^. Well, let her be admitted. [Exit Servant. 

See you the fornicatress be removed : 

Let her have needful, but not lavish, means; 

There shall be order for’t. 

Enter Isabella, and Lucio. 

Profo. God save your honour I [Offering to retire. 
Ang. Stay a little while . — [To Jsah.'\ You’re welcome: 
what’s your will? 

Isah. 1 am a woeful suitor to your honour. 

Please but your honour hear me. 

Ang. Well; what’s your suit? 

Isab. There is a vice that most I do abhor. 

And most desire should meet the blow of justice ; 

For which I would not plead, but that I must; 

For which I must not plead, but that I am 
At war ’twixt will and will not. 

Ang. Well; the matter? 

Isah. I have a brother is condemn'd to die: 

I do beseech you, let it be his fault. 

And not my brother. 

Prov. [Aside^ Heaven give thee moving graces! 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it? 
Why, every fault's condemn’d ere it he done: 

Mine wore the very cipher of a function, 

To fine the faults whose fine stands in record. 

And let go by the actor. 

Isab. 0 just but severe law! 

I had a brother, then. Heaven keep your honour! 
Ludo. [Aside to /sol!).] Uive’t not o’er so; to him 
again, entreat him, 

Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown: 

You are too cold ; if you should need a pin. 

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it: 

To him, I say ! 

Isab. Must he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 

Isid). Yes ; I do think that you might pardon him. 
And neither heaven nor man grieve at the mercy. 

Ang. I will not do’t. 

Istd). But can you, if you would? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that 1 cannot do. 

Isitb. But might you do’t, and do the world no wrong. 
If so your heart were touch’d with that remorse 
As mine is to him? 

Ang. He’s sentenced; ’tis too late. 

Lucio. [Aside to Isab."] You are too cold. 

Isab. Too late ? why, no ; I, that do speak a word, 
May "all it back again. Well, believe this. 

No ceremony that to great ones ’longs, 

Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword. 

The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s icoe. 

Become them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does. 

If he had been as you and you as he, 

You would have slipt like him; but he, like you. 
Would not have been so stem. 

Ang. Pray you, be gone. 

Isad>. I would to heaven I had your potency. 

And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus ? 

No ; I would tdl what ’twere to be a judge. 

And what a prisoner. 

Lneio. [Aside to /sa5.] Ay, touch him; there’s the 
vein. 

Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 

And you but waste your words. 

/soo. Alas, alas I 


Why, all the souls that were were forfeit once; 

And He that might the vantage best have took 
Found out the remedy. How would you be. 

If He, which is the lop of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are ? 0, think on that ; 

And mercy then will breathe within your lips. 

Like man new mode. 

Ang. Be you content, fair maid; 

It is the law, not I, condemn your brother; 

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son. 

It should be thus with him: he must die to-morrow. 
Isab. To-morrow ! O, that’s sudden ! Spare him, spare 
him ! 

He’s not prepared for death. Even for our kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season : shall v-e ser\’e heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gixtss selves ? Good, good my lord, bethink you ; 
Who is it that hath died for this offence? 

There’s many have committed it. 

Lucio. [Aside to /sa6.] Ay, w’ell said. 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it hath 
slept : 

Those many had not dared to do that evil. 



If the first that did the edict infringe 
Had answer’d for his deed: now ’tis awake. 

Takes note of what is done; and, like a prophet. 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils. 

Either new, or by remissness new-conceived. 

And so in progress to be hatch’d and bom. 

Are now to have no successive degrees. 

But, ere they live, to end. 

Isab. Yet show some pity. 

Ang. I show it most of all when 1 show justice; 
For then I pity those I do not know. 

Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall; 

And do him right that, answering one foul wrong, 
lives not to act another. Be satisfied; 

Your brother dies to-moirow; be content. 
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r^ah. So you must be tlie first that gives this sentence, 
And he, that suffers. 0, it is excellent 
To have a giant s strength ; but it is tyramious 
To use it like a giant. 

Lacio. [Aside to Isab.] That’s well said. 

Isah. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 

For every pelting, petty ofticer 
Would use his heaven for thunder; 

Nothing but thunder! Merciful Heaven, 

Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt 
Split’st the unwedgcable and gnarled oak 
Than the soft myrtle: but man, proud man, 

Drest in a little brief authority, 

Most ignorant of what he's most assured. 

His glassy essence, like an angiy ape. 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
As make the angels weep; who, with our spleens, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 

Lucia. [Aside to /sai.] O, to him, to him, wench! 
ho will relent ; 

He’s coming; I pcrceive’t. 

Prov. Pray heaven she win liim! 

Isab, We cannot weigh our brother with ourself: 
Great men may jest wdth saints ; ’tis wit in them. 

But in the less foul profanation. 

Liirio. ThoiiVt i* the right, girl; more o’ that. 

Isab. That in the captain’s but a choleric word, 
Which in the soldier is Hat blasphemy. 

Lucio. [AsitU to Isab.] Art avised o' that ^ more on't. 

Anij. Why do you put these sayings upon me? 

Isab. Because authority, though it err like otliors. 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 

That skins the vice o’ the top. Go to your bosom: 
Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know 
That's like my brother’s fault: if it confess 
A natural guiltiness such as is his, 

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother’s life. 

Ang. [Asifle.] She speaks, and ’tis 

Such sense, that my sense breeds with it. Fare you well. 

/•srtA. Gentle my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I will bethink me: come again to-morrow. 

Isab. Hark how I’ll bribe you: good my lord, turn 
back. 

Ang. How ! bribe me ? 

Isc^. Ay, with such gifts tliat heaven shall share 
with you. 

Lueio. [Aside to Isab!] You had marr’d all else. 

Isab. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold, 

Or stones whose rates are either rich or poor 
As fancy values them; but with true prayers 
That shall be up at heaven and enter there 
Ere sun-rise, prayers from preserved souls, 

From fasting maids whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well; come to me to-morrow. 

Ludo. [Aside to Isab.] Go to; ’tis well; away I 

Isab. Ilcaven keep your honour safe! 

Ang. [Aside.] Amen : 

For I am that way going to temptation, 

Where prayers cross. 

Isab. At what hour to-morrow 

Shall I attend your lordship? 

^ng. At any time ’fore noon. 

Isab. ’Save your honour! 

[Exeunt Isabdla, Lucio, and Promst. 

Ang. From thee, even from thy virtue! 

What’s this, what’s this? Is this her fault or mine? 


The tempter or the tempted, who sins most? 

Ha! 

Not she; nor doth she tempt! but it is I 
That, lying by the violet in the sun. 

Do as the carrion does, not as the flower, 

Con-upt with viriuous season. Can it be 
That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman’s lightness ? Having waste ground enough, 
Shall we desire to raze the snnctuaiy, 

And pitch our evils there? O, fie, fie, fie! 

What dust thou, or what art tliou, Angelo t 
Dost tliou desire her foully for those things 
That make her good ? O, let her brother live : 

Thieves for their robbery have authority 

When judges steal themselves. Wliat, do I love her, 

That I desire to hear her speak again, 

And feast upon her eyes? What is’t I dream on? 

O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint. 

With saints dost bait thy hook! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation that doth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue: never could the strumpet, 
With all her double vigour, art, and nature, 

Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite. Ever till now, 

When men were fond, 1 smiled and wonder’d how. [Exit. 



Scene III . — A room in a prison. 

Enter, severally, Duke disguised as a friar, and Pbovost. 

Duke. Hail to yo3, provost! so I think you arc. 
Prov. I am the provost. What’s your will, good friar ? 
Duke. Bound by my charity and my blest order, 

I come to visit the afflicted spirits 

Here in the prison. Do me the common right ‘ 

To let me see them, and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly. 

Prov. I would do more than that, if more were needful. 
Enter Juliet. 

Look : here comes one, a gentlewoman of mine. 

Who, falling in the flaws of her own youth. 

Hath blisterd her report: she is with child; 

And he that got it, sentenced ; a young man 
More fit to do another such offence, 

Than die for this. 
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Duke, When must he die? 

Prov, As I do think, to-morrow. 

1 have provided for you: stay awhile, Juliet. 

And you shall be conducted. 

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry? 
Jnl. I do ; and bear the shame most patiently. 

Duke. Ill teach you how you shall arraign your 
conscience, 

And try your penitence, if it be sound. 

Or hollowly put on. 

Jul. Ill gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that wrong’d you ? 

Jul. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him. 
Duke. So then it seems your most offenceful act 
Was mutually committed ? 

Jul. Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his. 
Jut. I do confess it, and repent it, father. 

Duke. 'Tis meet so, daughter : but lest you do repent. 
As that the sin hath brought you to this shame. 

Winch sorrow is always towards ourselves, not heaven, 
Showing we would not spare heaven os we love it, 

But as we stand in fear — 

JuL I do repent me, as it is an evil, 

And take the shame with joy. 

Duke. There rest. 

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow, 

And 1 am going with instruction to him. 

(Jrace go with you, Benedicite ! [Exit. 

Jul. Must die to-morrow! 0 injurious love,’ ^Mtrej 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror! 

Prov. 'Tis pity of him, [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — A room in Angelo's house. 

Filter Angelo. 

Anff. When I would pray and think, I think and 
pray 

To several subjects. Heaven hath my empty wimls; 
Whilst my invention,® hearing not my tongue, ® 

Anchors on I.sabcl: Heaven in my mouth, 

As if I did but only chow las name; 

And in my heart the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception. The state, whereon 1 studied, 

Is like a good thing, being often read, 

Grown fear’d and tedious; yea, my gravity, 

Wherein — let no man hear me — I take pride, 

Could I with boot change for an idle plume, 

Which the air beats for vain. O place, 0 form. 

How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit. 

Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming! Blood, thou art blood: 

L(‘t’s wTite good angel on the devil's horn; 

'Tis not the devil’s crest. 

Enter a Servant. 

How now! who's there? 

Serv. One Isabel, a sister, desires access to you. 

Ang. Teach her the ^vay. [Exit Serv.] 0 heavens! 
Why does ray blood thus muster to my heart.. 

Making both it unable for itself, 

And dispossessing all my other parts 
Of necessary fitness? 

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons; 

Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
By which ho should revive: and even so 
The general,® subject to a well-wish’d king, »reopio. 
Quit their own part, and in obseqiiious fondness 


Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs appear offence. 

Enter Isabella. 

How now, fair maid? 

Inab. I am come to know your pleasure. 

Ang. That you might know it, would much better 
please me 

Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother cannot live. 

Isnb. Even so. Heaven keep your honour! 

A^iff. Yet may he live a while ; and, it may be. 

As long as you or I : yet he must die. 

Isab. Under your sentence ? 

Ang. Yea. 

hah. When, I beseech you ? that in his reprieve, 
Iwonger or shorter, he may be so fitted 
That his soul sicken not. 

A7ig. Ha! fie, these filthy vices! It were as good 
To pardon him that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness that do coin heaven’s image 
In stamps that are forbid: 'tis all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life tnie made 
As to put metal in restrained means 
To make a false one. 

Isab. ’Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth. 

Ang. Say you so ? then 1 shall pose you quickly. 
Which had you rather, that the most just law 
Now took your brother’s life ; or, to r(‘deem liiin, 

Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness 
As blie that he hath stained ? 

Isab. Sir, believe this, 

I had rather give my body than my soul. 

Ang. 1 talk not of your soul : our coinjicll’d sins 
Stand more for number than for accompt. 

hab. How say you ? 

Aiig. Nay, I’ll not warrant that; for I can speak 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this: 

I, now the voice of the reconled law, 
rronounce a sentence on your brother’s life: 

Might there not be a charity in sin 
To save this brother’s life ? 

Isab. Please you to do’t, 

I'll take it as a peril to iny soul, 

It is no sin at all, hut (harity. 

Ang. Pleased you to do’t at peril of your soul, 

Were equal poise * of sin and charity. * 

hab. That I do beg his life, if it be sin, 

Heaven h*l me bear it ! you granting of my suit, 

If that be sin, I’ll make it my mom pmycr 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 

And nothing of your answer. 

Ang. Nay, but hear me. 

\ our sense pursues not mine : either you are ignorant, 
Or seem so craftily; and that's not good. 

Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 

But graciously to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright 
When it doth tax itself; as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could, display'd. But mark me; 

To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross: 

Your brother is to die. 

Isab. So. 

Ang. And liis offence is so, as it appears, 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

Isab. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to save his life — 

As I subscribe not that, nor any other, 

15 
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But in the loss* of question — that you, his sister, 
Finding yourself desired of such a person, 

Whose credit with the judge, or own great place. 

Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
OF the all-building law; and tliat there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your body 
To this supposed, or else to let him suffer; 

What would you do ? 

Isab. As much for my poor brother as myself: 

That is, were I under £he terms of death. 

The impression of keen whips I'ld wear as rubies. 

And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing have* been sick for, ere I’ld yield 
My body up to shame. 

Anff. Then must your brother die. 

Isah. And ’twere the cheaper way: 

Better it were a brother died at once, 

Tliau that a sister, by redeeming him. 

Should die for ever. 

Anu. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence 
That you have slander'd so? 

Isab. Ignomy in ransom, and free pardon. 

Are of two houses: lawful mercy 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 

Anff. You seem’d of late to make the law a tyrant; 
And rather proved the sliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 

Ifsab. 0, pardon me, my lord; it oft falls out. 

To have what we would have, we speak not what we 
moan : 

I something do excuse the thing I hate. 

For his advantage that I dearly love. 

Ang, We are all frail 

Isdb. Else let my brother die. 

If not a feodary, but only he 
Owe and succeed thy weakness. 

Ang. Nay, women arc frail too. 

Imb. Ay, as the glasses where they view themselves ; 
Which arc as easy broke as they make forms. 

Women! Help Heaven! men their creation mar 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail; 

For we are soft as our complexions are. 

And credulous to false prints. 

Ang. I think it well: 

And from this testimony of your own sex — 

Since I suppose we are made to be no stronger 
Than faults may shake our frames — ^let me bo bold; 

I do arrest your words. Be that you are. 

That is, a woman ; if you be more, you’re none ; 

If you be one, as you are well express’d 
By aU external warrants, show it now. 

By putting on the destined livery. 

Isab. 1 have no tongue but one; gentle my lord, 

Tjdt me entreat }'ou speak the former langua ge. 

Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 

/soft. My brother did love Juliet, 

And you tell me that he shall die for it. 

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 

I^. I know your virtue hath a license in’t. 

Which seems a little fouler than it is. 

To pluck on others. 

Ang. Bdieve me, on mine honour. 

My words express my purpose. 

Isab. Ila! little honour to be much believed. 

And most pernicious purpose! Seeming, seeming! 


I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for’t: 

Sign me a present pardon for my brother. 

Or with an outstretch’d throat I’ll tell the world aloud 
What man thou art 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel? 

My unsoil’d name, the austerencss of my life. 

My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state, 

Will so your accusation overweigh. 

That you shall stifle in your own report. 

And smell of calumny. I have begun. 

And now I give my sensual race me rein; 

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite; 

Lay by all nicety and prolixious blushes. 

That banish what they sue for; redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy body to my will; 

Or else he must not only die the death, 

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering sufferance. Answer me to-raoiTOw, 

Or, by the affection that now guides me most. 

I'll prove a tyrant to him. As for you. 

Say what you can, my false o’erweighs your true. {Exit 
Isab. To whom should I complain ? Hid I tell this. 
Who would believe me? 0 pciilous moutlis, 



Tliat bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 

Either of condemnation or approof; 

Bidding the law make court’sy to their udll; 

Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite. 

To follow as it draws ! Til to my brother : 

Though he hath fall’n by prompture of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 

That, had he twenty heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he’ld yield them up. 

Before his sister should her body stoop 
To such abhorr’d pollution. 

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die: 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

I'll teU him )ret of Angelo's request, 

And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest {Exit, 




ACT III. 

SrENE 1 . — A room in the prison. 


Enter Duke disguised as before, CLAuniO, aiul Trovost. 

Duke. ^ then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo? 
Claud. The miserable have no other medicine 
Hut only hope : 

I’ve hope to live, and am prepared to die. 

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death or life 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Beason thus with life : 

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 

Tliat none but fools would keep: a breath thou ait. 

Servile to all the skyey influences. 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st, 

Hourly afflict: merely, tliou art death's fool; 

For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun 

And yet ruRn’st toward him still. Thou art not noble ; 

Fur all tlio accommodations that thou bear’st 

Are nursed by baseness. Thou’rt by no means valiant; 

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 

Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep, 

And that thou oil provokest ; yet grossly fear'st 
•Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself; 
For thou exisfst on many a thousand graii. 

That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not; 

For what thou hast not, still thou strivest to get, 

And what thou hast, foi:get'8t. Thou art not certain ; 
For thy complexion shifto to strange effects. 

After the moon. If thou art rich, thou'rt poor; 

For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows. 

Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey. 

And death unloads thee. Friend Kost thou none; 

For thine own bowels, which do coll thee sire. 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins. 

Do curse the gout, serpigo, * and the rheum, * 

For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor youth nor age. 
But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep. 

Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged,* and doth b^ the alms ‘■•wwj. 


Of palsied eld; and when thou art old and rich. 

Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty. 

To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in this 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 
Lie hid moe thousand deaths : yet death we fear, 

That makes these odds all even. 

Claud. I humbly thank you. 

To sue to live, I find I seek to die; 

And, seeking death, find life: let it come on. 
i Isah. [IFtfAw.] What, ho! Peace here; grace and 
good company! 

Pi'ov. Who’s there ? come in : the wish deserves a 
welcome. 

Duke. Dear sir, ere long I’ll visit you again. 

Claud. Most holy sir, 1 thank you. 

Enter ISAPEUX 

l sah. My business is a word or two with Claudio. 
Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here’s your 

sister. 

Duke. Provost, a word with you. 

Prov. As many as you please. 

Dviit. Bring me to hear them speak, where I may 
be concealed. [EjxutU Duke and Provost. 

Claud. Now, sister, what’s tlie comfort? 

l sai. Why, 

As all comforts are ; most good, most good indeed. 

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven. 

Intends you for his swift ambassador. 

Where you shall be an everlasting lieger;* •KwWfDt. 
Therefore your best appointment make with speed : 
To-morrow you set on. 

Claud. Is there no remedy? 

Jsab. None, but such remedy as, to save a head. 

To cleave a heart in twain. 

Olatul. But is there any? 

Isah. Yes, brother, you may live: 
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Tliere is a devilish mercy in the judge, 

If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 

But fetter you till death. 

Claud, * Perpetual durance? 

hah. Ay, just ; perpetual durance, a restraint, 
Though all the world’s vastidity you had, 

To a determined scope. 

Claud. But in what nature? 

Isah. In such a one as, you consenting to't. 

Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear. 
And leave you naked. 

Claud. Ijet me know tlie jioint 

hab O, 1 do fear thee, (Maudio; and I quake, 

Lest thou a teverous life should.st entertain, 

And six or seven wintera more respect 
Thau a perpetual honour. Barest thou die? 

The sense of death is most in apprehension; 

And tlie poor beetle, that wc tread upon, 

In corporal sufTerance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame? 

Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 

I will encounter darkness as a bride, 

And hug it in mine arms. 



Isah. Tliere spake my brother; there my fatlier's 
grave 

Did utter forth a voice. Yes, tliou must die : 

Thou art too noble to conserve a life 

In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy, 

Wiiose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i’ the head and follies doth ^emmew 
As falcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil; 

His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Claud, The precise Angelo I 

Tsab, 0, 'tis the cunning livery of hell, 

The damned’st body to invest and cover 
In precise guards ! Dost thou think, Claudio, 

If I would yield him my virginity, 

Tliou mightst bo freed! 

Claud, 0 heavens* it cannot ]je. 

Isah. Yes, ho would give't thee, from this rank 
offence. 

So to offend him still. This night's the time 
That 1 should do uhat I abhor to name, 

Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

Claud, Tliou shalt not do't. 

Isah. 0, were it but my life, 

Fid throw it down for your deliverance 
Ab frankly as a pin. 


Claud, Thanks, dear Isabel. 

Isab, Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 
Claud, Yes. Has he affections in him, 

That thus can make liim bite the law by the nose, 
When he would force it? Sin-e, it is no sin; 

Or of the deadly seven it is tlio least. 

Isab, Which is the least? 

Claud, If it were damnable, he being so wise. 

Why would he for the momentary trick 
Be pcrdurably fined? 0 Isaliel! 

Isab, What says my brother? 

Claud. Death is a fearful tiling. 

Isab. And slmmod life a hateful. 

Claud, Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 
To lie in cold obstruction and to rot; 

Tliis sensible warm iiiotiou to become 
A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice; 

To be imprison’d in the viewless winds, 

And blown with restless violence round alxuit 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those that lawless and incertaiii thouglit 
Imagine howling: 'tis too horrible! 

The weariest and most loathed worldly life 
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what wc fear of death. 

Isab. Alas, alas * 

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother’s life. 

Nature dispenses witli the deed so far 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Tsab. O you beast* 

O faithless coward ’ 0 dishoncbt wretch ! 

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice? 

Is’t not a kind of incest, to take life 

From thine own sister's shame ? What should I think ? 

Heaven .shield my mother play'd my father fair! 

For such a warped slip of wilderness® HwiwncM 

Ne’er issued from his blood. Take my defiance! 

Dio, perish I Might but my bending down 
Beprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 
ril pray a thousand prayers for thy deatli, 

No word to save thee. 

Claud. Nay, hear me. Isabel. 

Isah. O, fie., lie, fie! 

Tliy sin’s not accidental, but a trade. 

IMercy to thee would prove itself a hawd : 

'Tis best tliat thou diest quickly. 

Claud, 0 hear me, IsabeUa! 

. lU-entcr Duke. 


Duke, Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one word. 

Isah. What is your will ? 

Duke, Might you dispense with your leisure, I w'oulcl 
by and by have some speech with you : the satisfaction 
I would require is likewise your own benefit. 

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure : my stay must 
be stolen out of other affairs : but T will attind you 
awhile. Wadis apart, 

Duke. Son, I have overheard what hath paiksed be- 
tween you and your sister. Angelo had never the 
purpose to corrupt her; only he hath made an assay 
of her virtue to practise his judgment with the dis- 
position of natures: she, having the truth of honour in 
her, hath mxda him that gracious denial which he is 
most glad to receive. I am confessor to Angelo, and 
I know this to be true; therefore prepare yourself to 
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death: do not satisfy your resolution with hopes that 
are fallible: to-morrow you must die; go to your knees 
and make ready. 

Claud, Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so out 
of love with life that I will sue to be rid of it. 

Duke, Hold you there : farewell. [Eant Claudio^ 
Provost, a word with you! 

Re-enter Provost. 

Ptov, What’s your will, father? 

Duke, That now you are come, you will be gone. 
Leave me a while with the maid : my mind ])romises 
with my habit no loss shall touch her by my company. 
Prov, In good time. 

\Exit Provost, Isahella comes forward, 
Duke, The hand that hath hiade you fair hath made 
you good : the goodnes.s that is cheap in beauty makes 
beauty brief in goodness ; but grace, being the soul of 
your complexion, sliall keep the body of it ever fair. 
The assault that Angelo hath made? to you, loitiine hath 
conveyed to my understanding: and, but that frailty 
hath examples for his falling, I should wonder at Angelo. 
How will you do to content this substitute, and to save 
your brother? 

hah, I am now going to resolve him: T had rather my 
brother die by the law than my son should be unlawfully 
iKjrn. But, 0, how much is the good duke deceived in 
Angelo ! If ever he return and I can speak to him, I 
will open my lips in vain, or discover his government. 

Duke, Thrtts ‘«hall not bo much amiss : yet, as the 
matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation; he 
made trial of you oidy. Therefore fiistcn your ear on 
my advisings : to the love 1 have in doing good a 
remedy pro-sents itself. I do make myself believe that 
you may most uprightcously do a poor wronged lady 
a merited benefit; redeem your brother from the angry 
law ; do no stain to your own gracious person ; and 
much please the ab.sent duke, if peradventure he shall 
ever return to have hearing of tliis busine.ss. 

Isah, Let me hear you speak farther. I have spirit 
to do any thing that appears not foul iu the truth cf 
my spirit. 

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful. 
Have you not heard speak of Mariana, the sister of 
Frederick the great soldier who miscarried at sea? 

hah, I have heard of the lady, and good words wTiit 
with her name. 

Duke. She should this Angelo have married; was 
affianced to her by oath, and tlie nuptial appointed , 
between which time of the contract and limit of the 
solemnity, her brother Frederick was wrecked at sea, 
liaving in that perished vessel the dowry of liis sister. 
But mark how heavily this befell to the poor gentle- 
woman : there she lost a noble and reiK- »vncd brother, 
in his love toward her ever most kind and natural; 
with him, the portion and sinew of her fortune, her 
inarriago-dowry ; with both, her combinate husband, this 
well-seeming Angelo. 

hah. Can this be so? did Angelo .so leave her ? 
Duke, Left her in her tears, and dried not one of 
them with his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole, 
pretending in her discoveries of dishonour : in lew, 
bestowed her on her own lamentation, which she yet 
wears for liis sake ; and lie, a marble to her tears, is 
washed with them, but relents not 

Isah. What a merit were it in death to take this 
poor maid from the world 1 What corruption in this 
fife, that it will let this man live ! But how out of this 
can she avail? 


Duke. It is a rupture that you may easily heal : and 
the cure of it not only saves your brother, but keeps 
you from dishonour in doing it. 
hah. Show me how, good father. 

Duke, This forenamed maid hath yet in her the 
continuance of her first affection: his unjust unkiiidness, 
that in all reason should have quenched her love, hath, 
like an impediment in the current, made it more violent 
and unruly. Go you to Angelo; answer his requiring 
with a plausible obedience; agree with his demands to 
the point; only refer yourself to this advantage, first, 
that your stay with liim may not Ix^ long ; that the 
time may have all shadow and silence in it; and the 
\»lace answer to convenience. This l)eing granted, in 
course and now follows all ; we shall advise this 
wronged maid to stead up your appointment, go in yoiu' 
place; if the encounter acknowledge itself hereafter, it 
may compel liim to her recompense: and here, by this, 
is your brother saved, your honour untainted, the poor 
Mariana advantaged, and the comijit deputy scaled. • 
ITie maid will 1 frame and make fit for his * 
attempt. If you tliiiik well to cany this as you may, 
the doublene.ss of the benefit defends the deceit from 
reproof. What think you of it ? 

hah. The image of it gives me content already; 
and I trust it will grow to a most prospei-ous iierfection. 

Duke, It lies much in yo\ir holding up. Haste you 
sjiecdily to Angelo : if for this night he entreat you 
to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I will 
presently to Saint Lnkc’.s: there, at the moated grange, 
resides this deje(‘ted Mariana. At that place call upon 
me ; and despatch with Angelo, that it may be (juickly. 

Isah. I thank you for tins comfort. Fare you well, 
good father. \Excunt sevei'ally. 

Scene W.—-The street before the prison. 

Enter, on one side, Duke disguised as before ; on the other, 
Elbow, aiul Officers icith Pompev. 

Elh. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and sell men and women like beasts, we 
shall have all the world drink brown and white bastard. 

Duke, O heavens! wljat stuft’ is here? 

Pi/ni. 'Twas never merry wodd since, of two usuries, 
the merriest was put down, and the worser allowed by 
order of law a furred gown to keep him warm ; and 
furred with fox and lamb-skins too, to signify, that 
craft, being richer tlian iiinoceiicy, stands for the facing. 

Elh. Come your way, sir. ’Bless you, good father 
friar. 

Duke. And you, good brother father. What offence 
liath this man made you, sir? 

Elh. Marry, sir, he liath offended the law: and, sir, 
wc take him to be a thief too, sir: for we have found 
upon him, sir, a stninge picklock, wdiich we have sent 
to the deputy. 

Duke, Fie, siiTah ! a bawd, a wicked bawd 1 
The evil that thou causest to be done. 

That is thy means to live. Do thou but think 
What *tis to cram a maw or clothe a back 
From such a filthy vice : say to thyself, 

From their abominable and beastly touches 
I drink, 1 eat, array myself, and live. 

Canst thou believe thy living is a life. 

So stinkingly depending ? Go mend, go mend. 

Pom. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir; but yet, 
sir, I would prove — 

Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for sin, 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer; 
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Correction and instruction must both work 
Ere this rude beast will profit. 

Elh. He must before the deputy, sir; he has given 
him warning: the deputy cannot abide a whoremaster: 


if he be a whoremonger, end comes before him, he were 
as good go a mile on his errand. 

Duke, Tliat we were all, as some would seem to be^ 
From our faults, as faults from seeming, free ! 



Elh, His neck will come to your waist — a cord, sir. 

Pom I spy comfort ; I cry bail. Here‘s a gentleman 
and a friend of mine. 

EfUcr Lucio. 

Liicio, How now, noble Pornpey • What, at the 
wheels of Ciesar ? art thou le«l in triumph ? What, is 
there none of Pygmalion’s images, newly made woman, 
to be had now, for putting the hand in the pocket and 
extracting it clutched ? What reply, ha ? What sayest 
thou to this tune, matter and method ^ Is’t not di owned 
i’ the last rain, ha? What Ba>e^t thou, trot? Is the 
world as it was. man ? AVliich is the way ? Is it sad, 
and few words ? or how ? The trick of it ? 

Duke, Still thus, and thus ; still worse ! 

Lwio, How doth my dear moi-sel, thy mistress ? 
Procures she still, ha ? 

Pom. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, and 
she is herself in the tub. 

Lucio. Why, 'tis good : it is the right of it ; it must 
be so: ever your fresh whore and your powdered bawd: 
an unshuniied consequence ; it must be so. Art going 
to prison, Pornpey? 

Pom. Yes, faith, sir. 

Why, ’tis not amiss, Pornpey. Farewell: go, 
say I sent thee thither. For debt, Pornpey ^ or how ? 

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd 

Ludo, Well, then, imprison him : if imprisonment be 
the due of a bawd, why, ’tis his right: bawd is he 
doubtless, and of antiquity too; bawd-born. Farewell, 
good Pornpey. Commend mo to the prison, Pornpey: 
you will turn good husband now, Pornpey; you will 
keep the house. 

Pom. I hope, sir, your good woraliip will be my bail. 

Ludo. No, indeed, will I not, Pornpey; it is not the 
wear. ‘ I will pray, Pornpey, to increase your 
bondage : if you take it not patiently, why, your mettle 
is the more. Adieu, trusty Pornpey. ’Bless you, friar. 

Duke. And you. 

Lucw. Does Bridget paint still, Pornpey, ha ? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir; come. 

Pom. You will not bail me, then, sir? 

Ludo. Then, Pornpey, nor now. What news abroad, 
friar ? what news ? 


Elb. Come your ways, air; come. 

Ludo. Go to kennel, Pornpey ; go. [Exeunt £lbou\ 
Pornpey^ and Ojffictrs.'] What news, friar, of the duke ? 

Duke. I know none. Can you tell me of any ? 

L^itdo. Some say he is with the emperor of Bussia; 
other some, he is in Borne : but where is he, think you ? 

Duke. I know not uhcrc; but wheresoever, I wish 
him well. 

Ludo. It was a mad fantastical trick of him to steal 
from the state, and usurp the beggary he was never 
bom to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his absence ; he 
puts transgression to’t. 

Duke. He does well in’t. 

Ludo. A little more lenity to lechery would do no 
harm in him: something' too crabbed that way. friar. 

Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity must 
cure it. 

Ludo. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred ; it is well allied : but it is impossible to extirp 
it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put down. They 
say this Angelo was not made by man and woman, after 
tins downright way of creation : is it true, think you ? 

Duke. How should lie be made, then ? 

Ludo. Some repoit a sea-maid spawned him ; some, 
that he was begot between two stock-fishes. But it is 
certain tliat when he makes water his urine is congealed 
ice ; that I know to be true : and he is a motion 
ungenerative ; that’s ihfallible. 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir, and speak apace. 

Lujdo, Why, what a ruthless thing is tliia in him, 
for the rebellion of a codpiece to take away the life of 
a man ! Would the duke that is absent have done tjhis ? 
Ere he would have hanged a man for the getting a 
hundred bastards, he would have paid for the nuijiing 
a thousand : he had some feeling of the sport ; he Itoew 
the service, end that instructed him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much detetfted* 
for women ; he was not inclined that way. * 

Ludo. 0, sir, yon are deceived. 

Duke. 'Tis not possible. 

Ludo. Who ? not the duke ? yes, your beggar of fifty ; 
and his use was to put a ducat in her clack-dish : the 
duke had crotchets in him. He would be drunk too; 
that let me inform you. 
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DuJca* You do him wrong, surely. 

Lwio, Sir, I was an inward • of his. A shy * conwani. 
fellow was the duke: <iud I believe 1 know the cause 
of his withdrawing. 

Dukt, What, I prithee, might be the cause! 

Lwio. No, pardon; 'tis a secret must be locked 
within the teeth and the lips : but this I can let you 
understand, the greater file of the subject held the duke 
to bo wise. 

Dvkc, Wise! why, no question but he was. 

Iauxq. a very superficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 

Duke, Kitlier this is envy in you, folly, or mistaking : 
the very stream of his life and the business he hath 
helmed^ must upon a warranted need give him < 
a better proclamation. Let liim be but testirnonied in 
his own bringings-forth, and he shall appear to the 
envious a scholar, a statesman, and a soldier. Therefore 
you speak unskilfully; or if your knowledge be more, 
it is much darkened in your malice. 

Lmio, Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke, Love talks with better knowledge, and know- 
ledge with dearer love. 

Lncio, Come, sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know not 
what you speak. But, if ever the duke return, as our 
prayers are he may, let me desire you to make your 
answer before him. If it be honest you have spoke, 
you have courage to maintain it: I am bound to call 
upon you ; and, I pi-ay you, your name ? 

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio ; well known to tlie duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may live 
to report you. 

Lucio. 1 fear you not. 

Duke. 0, you hope the duke will return no more; or 
you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But indeed 
I can do you little harm; you'll forswear this again. 

Lucio. 1*11 be hanged first: thou- art deceived in me, 
friar. But no more of this, Canst thou tcU if Claudio 
die to-morrow or no ? 

Duke, Why should ho die, sir? 

Lucio. Why? For filling a bottle with a tun-dish.® 
I would the duke we talk of were returned * 
again : this ungenitured agent will unpeople the province 
with continency ; sparrows must not build in his house- 
eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke yet would 
have dark deeds darkly answered ; he would never bring 
them to light: would he were returned! Marry, this 
Claudio is condemned for untrussing. Farewell, good 
friar : I prithee, pray for me. The duke, I say to thee 
again, would eat mutton on Fridays. He’s not past it 
yet, and I say to thee, he would mouth with a beggar, 
though she smelt brown bread and garlic: say that I 
said so. Farewell. [Exit. 

Duke. No might nor greatness in mori dity 
Can censure ’scape; back-wounding calumny 
The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong 
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ? 

But who comes here? 

Enter Escalus, Provost, and Officers, with Mistress 
Overdone. 

Escal. Go; away with her to prison! 

Mrs. Ov. Good my lord, be good to me; your honour 
is accounted a merciful man; good my lord. 

Eecal, Double and treble admonition, and still forfeit 
in the same kind! This would make mercy swear and 
play the tyrant 

Prov. A bawd of eleven years* continuance, may it 
please your honour. 


ifrs. Ov. My lord, this is one Lucio’s information 
against me. Mistress Kate Kcepdown was with child 
by him in the duke’s time ; he promised her inoniage : 
his child is a year and a quarter old, come Philip and 
Jacob: I have kept it myself; and see how lie goes 
about to abuse me ! 

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much license: let 
him he called before us. Away w-ith her to prison I 
Go to ; no more w-ords. [Exeunt Officers uiih Mistress 
Overdone!] Provost, my brother Angelo will not be alteied; 
Claudio must die to-morrow: let him be fuinished with 
divines, and have all charitable preparation. If my 
brother wrought by iny pity, it should not be so with him. 

Prov. So please you, tliis friar hath been with him, 
and advised him for the entertainment of deatli. 

Escal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you ! 

Escal. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Not of this country, though my cliance is now' 
To use it for my time: I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the See 
In special business from his Holiness. 

Escal. What news abroad i' the w’orld^ 

Duke. None, but that there is so great a fever cn 
goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure it : novelty 
is only in raquest; and it is as dangerous to be aged 
in any kind of course, as it is virtuous to be constant 
in any undertaking. There is scarce truth enough alive 
to make societies secure, but security enough to make 
fellowships accurst: much upon this riddle inns the 
wisdom of the w'orld. This news is old enough, yet it 
is every day’s news. I pray you, sir, of what disposi- 
tion w'as the duke? 

Escal. One that, above all other strifes, contended 
especially to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to? 

Escal Bather rejoicing to see another merry, than 
merry at any thing which professed to make him lejuice: 
a gentleman of all temperance. But leave we him to 
his events, with a prayer they may prove inosperous ; 
and let me desire to know' how you find Claudio pre- 
pared. i am made to understand that you have lent 
him visitation. 

Duke. lie professes to have received no sinister mea- 
sure from his judge, but most willingly humbles himself 
to the determination of justice : yet had he framed to 
himself, by the instruction of his Irailty, many dtceiving 
promises of life ; which I by iny good leisure have 
discredited to him, and now is he resolved to die. 

Escal. You have paid the heavens your function, 
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. 1 have 
laboured for the poor geiitleman to the extremest bhoie 
of my modesty: but my biother justice have I found 
so severe, that he hath forced me to tell him he is 
indeed Justice. 

Duke. If his own life answer the straitness of his 
proceeding, it shall become him well ; wherein if he 
chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself. 

Escal I am going to visit the prisoner. Fare you w-dl. 

Duke. Peace be with you! 

[Exeunt Escalus and Provost. 
He who the sword of heaven w ill bear 
Should be as holy as severe; 

Pattern in himself to know, 

Grace to stand, and virtue go; 

More nor less to others paying 
Than by self-offences weighing. 

Shame to him whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking 1 
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Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice and let his giow * 
(), what may man within him hide, 
Though angel on the outward side< 
How may likeness* made in crimes, 
Making practice on the tunes, 

To draw witli idle spiders' stnngs 


Most ponderous and substantial things I 
Cratt agamst vice 1 must apply; 

With Angelo to-night shall he 
His old betiothed but despised , 

So disguise shall, by the disguised, 

Pay with falsehood talsc exacting. 

And perfoiiri an old contracting. 





ACT IV. 

Scene I — T/ie moaUd grange at St Llkf's. 


Enter MaBIANA and a Boy. 

Boy sings. 

Take, O, take those lips away, 

That so sweetly were forsw^oni, 

And those eyes, Ihe break of day. 

Lights that do mislead the morn 
But my kisses bring again, bring again , 

Seals of love, but sealed iii vain, sealed m vain 

3/an Break off thy song, and haste thee quick away 
Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 
Hath often still'd my brawling discontent [Exit Boy 

Enter Duke, disguised as before. 

I cry you mercy, sir; and well could wish 
You had not found me here so musical • 

Let me excuse me, and believe me so, 

My mirth it much displeased, but pleased my w»oe 

Duke 'Tis good , though music oft hath such a charm 
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm 
I pray you, tell me, hath any body inquired for me here 
to-day ? much ujion this time have I promised here to 
meet 

3fan You have not been inquired after* I have sat 
here all day. 

Enter Isabella. 

Duke. I do constantly believe you The time is come 


even now I shall crave your forbearance a little • may 
be I will call upon you anon, for some advantage to 
yourself 

Man. I am always bound to you. [Exit. 

Duke Very well met, and well come 
What 13 the news from this good deputy ? 

Dab He hatli a gaidea circummuied with brick, 
Wniose western side is with a \ineyaid back’d, 

And to tliat vineyard is a planched gate, 

That makes Ins opening with this bigger key 
Tins other doth command a little door 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads, 

Tliere have I made my promise 
Upon the heavy middle of the night 
To call upon him 

Duke But shall you on your knowledge find this way ? 

Isab I liave ta'en a due and wary note upou't: 
With whispenng and most guilty diligence. 

In action all of precept, bo did show me 
The way twice o’er 

Duke Are there no other tokens 

Between you 'greed concerning her observance^ 

Isab No, none, but only a repair i’ the dark ; 

And that I have possess’d him my most stay 
Can be but brief ; for I have made him know 
I have a servant comes with me along, 

Tliat stays updn me, whose persuasion is 
I come about my brother. 
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Tis well borne up. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this. What; ho ! within ! come forth I 

Re-enter Makiana. 

I pray you, be acquainted with this maid ; 

She cornea to do you good. 

1 do de.sirn the like. 

Duke. l)o you persuade yourself that I respect you ^ 

Man. Good Iriar, 1 know you do, and have found it 

Duke. Take, then, this your companion by the hand. 
Who hath a story ready for your ear 
I shall attend your leisure : but make haste ; 

The vaporous night approaches. 

MarL Will't please you walk aside? 

[Exeunt Mariana and Imhella. 

Duke. 0 place and greatness ! millions of false eyes 
Are stuck upon thee : volumes of report 
Run with these false and most eontrarious quests 
Upon thy doings : thousand escapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dreams 
And rack thee in their fancies. 

Re-enter Mariana and Isabklla. 

Welcome, how agreed ^ 

Tsnh. .She*ll take the enterprise upon her, lather, 

If you advise it 

Duke. It is not my consent. 

Hut my entreaty too. 

hah. Little have you to say 

When you depart from him, but, soft and low, 

‘ Remember now my brother.’ 

Mari. Fear me not. 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all. 

He is your husband on a pre-contract: 

To bring you thus together, 'tis no sin, 

Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit. (Jome, let us go: 

Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tithe’s to sow. [Exeunt. 

ScKNE IT. — A room in the 
Enter Provost and Pompev. 

Rnw. Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut off a man’s 
head ^ 

Pam. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can; but if 
he be a married man, he’s his wife’s licad, and I can 
never cut off a woman’s head. 

Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and yield 
me a direct answer. To-morrow morning are to die 
Claudio and Bamardine. Here is in our prison a cominnu 
executioner, who in his office lacks a helper : if you will 
take it on you to assist him, it shall redeem you from 
your gyves; if not, you shall have your lull time of 
imprisonment and your deliverance with an unpitied 
whipping, for you have been a notorious bawd. 

Pom. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd time out 
of mind ; but yet I will be content to be a lawful 
hangman. I would be glad to receive some instruction 
from my fellow partner. 

Prov. What, ho ! Abhorson ! Where’s Abliorson, there ? 

Enter Abhorson. 

Abhor. Do you call, sir? 

Prao. Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you to-morrow 
in your execution. If you think it meet, compound 
with him by the year, and let him abide here with you ; 
if not, use him for the present and dismiss him. He 
cannot plead his estimation with you; he hath been a bawd. 


Abhor. A bawd, sir ? fie upon him ! he will discredit 
our mystery. 

Prov. Go to, sir; you weigh equally; a feather will 
turn the scale. [Exit. 

Pom. Pray, sir, by your good favour — for sui-ely, sir, 
a good favour ^ you have, but that you have a ^ 
hanging look — do you call, sir, your occupation a my&teiy? 

Abhor. Ay, sir; a mystery. 



Penn. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mystery; 
and your whores, sir, being members of my occupation, 
using painting, do prove my occupation a mystery : but 
what mystery there should be in hanging, if I should 
be liangcd, 1 cannot imagine. 

Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery. 

Pern. Proof ? 

Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your thief : if 
it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks it 
big enough; if it be too big for your thief, your thief 
thinks it little enough : so every true man’s apparel fits 
your thief. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Pre/o. Are you agreed? 

Pam. Sir, I will serve him ; for I do find your 
hangman is a more penitent trade tlian your bawd ; lie 
doth oftoner ask forgiveness. 

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your axe 
to-morrow four o’clock. 

Abhor. Come on, bawd; I will instruct thee in my 
trade ; follow. 

Pam. I do desire to learn, sir: and I hope, if yon 
have occasion to use me for your own turn, you shall 

16 
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find mo yare;® for truly, sir, for your kindness 
I owe you a good turn. 

Pr(yv, Call hither Barnardine and Claudio : 

[^Excunt Pompey and Ahhorson. 
The one has my pity; not a jot the other, 

Being a murderer, tliough ho were my brother. 

Entei' Claudio. 

Look, here’s the warrant, Claudio, for thy death ; 

’Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Tlinu must be made immortal. Wliere’s Barnardine ? 

Claud. As fast lock'd up in sleep as guiltless labour. 
When it lies starkly in the travellers bones: 

He will not wake. 

Prav. Who can do good on him? 

Well, go, prepare yourself. [Knockvng vnthin.] But, 
hark, what noise? 

Heaven give your spirits comfort! [Exit Claudio] By 
and by ! 

I hope it IS some pardon or reprieve 
For the most gentle Claudio. 

Enter Duke, disguised as before. 

Welcome, father. 

Duke. The best and wholesomest spirits of the night 
Envelope you, good provost ! Who call'd here of late ? 
Prov. None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel ? 

Prov. No. 

Duke. They will, then, ere’t be long. 

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio ? 

Duke. There's some in hope. 

Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not so, not so; his life is parallel'd 
Even with the stroke® and line of his great justice : 

He doth with holy abstinence subdue 

That in himself which he spurs on his power 

To qualify in others : were he meal'd ^ with that * 

Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous; 

But this being so, he's just. [Knodcing within. 

Now are they come. 

[Ex^d Provost. 

This is a gentle provost : seldom when 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men [Knocking within. 
How now ! what noise ? That spirit’s jiossessed with haste 
That wounds the unsisting * postern with these * unr^iiung 
strokes. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. There he must stay until the officer 
Arise to let him in : he is call'd up. 

Duke, Have you no countermand for Claudio yet, 
But he must die to-morrow? 

Prov. None, sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning, provost, as it is. 

You shall hear more ere morning. 

Prov, Happily 

You something know ; yet I believe there comes 
No countermand ; no such example have we . 

Besides, upon the very siege® of justice ****^*' 

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d the contrary. 

Enter a Messenger. 

This is his lordship's man. 

Duke, And here comes Claudio's pardon. 

Mes, [Giving a paper ^ My lord hath sent you this 
note; and by me this further charge, that you swerve 
not from the smallest article of it, neither in time, 


matter, or other circumstance. Good morrow ; for, as I 
take it, it is almost day. 

Prov, I shall obey him. [Exnt Messenger. 

Duke. [./Isirfc.] This is his pardon, purchased by 
such sin 

For w'hioh the pardoner himself is in. 

Hence hath otfeucc his quick celerity. 

When it is borne in high authority : 

When vice makes mercy, mercy's so extended, 

That for the fault's love is the offender friended. 

Now, sir, what news? 

Prov. I told you. Lord Angelo, belike thinking me 
remiss in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted 
putting-on; methinks strangely, for he hath not used it 
before. 

Duke. Pmy you, let's hoar. 

Prov. [Reads.] 

' Whatsoever you may hear to the contrary, let Claudio 
be executed by four of the clock ; and in the altenioon 
Barnardine : for my better satisfaction, lot me have 
Claudio's head sent me by five. Let this be duly per- 
formed; with a thought that more depends on it than 
we must yet deliver. Thus fail not to do your office, 
as you wdll answer it at your peril.' 

What say you to this, sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine who is to be executed 
in the afternoon? 

Prov. A Bohemian born, but here nursed up and 
bred ; one that is a prisoner nine years old. 

Duke. How came it that the absent duke had not 
either delivered him to his liberty or executed him ^ 
I have heard it w^as ever his manner to do so. 

Prov, His friends still wrought reprieves for him : 
and, indeed, his fact, till now in the government of Lord 
Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof. 

Duke. It is now apparent? 

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by himself. 

Duke. Hath he borne him.self penitently in prison ? 
bow seems he to be touched ? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more dread- 
fully but as a drunken sleep ; careless, reckless, and 
fearless of what’s past, present, or to come ; insensible ot 
mortality, and desperately mortal. 

Duke. He w-ants advice. 

Prov. He will hear none : he hath everaiore had the 
liberty of the prison; give him leave to escape hence, 
he would not: drunk many times a day, if not many 
days entirely diiink. We have very oft awaked him, 
as if to cariy him to execution, and showed him a 
seeming warrant for it: it hath not moved him at all. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in your 
brow, provost, honesty and constancy: if I read it not 
truly, my ancient skin beguiles me ; but, in the boldness 
of my cunning,® I will lay myself in hazard. 

Claudio, whom here you have warrant to execute, is 
no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo who bath 
sentenced him. To make you understand this *iu a 
manifested effect, I crave but four days’ respite ; f^r the 
which you are to do me both a present and a danj^rous 
courtesy. 

Prov. Pray, sir, in what? 

Duke. In the delaying death. 

Prov. Alack, how may I do it, having tlie hour 
limited, and an express command, under penalty, to 
deliver his head in the view of Angelo? I may make 
my case as Claudio’s, to cross this in the smallest. 

Duke. By tbfs vow of mine order I warrant you, if 
my instructions may be your raide. Let this Baniardine 
be this morning executed, and his head borne to Angelo. 
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Prov. Angelo hath seen tl)em both, and will discover 
the 1‘avour. 

Dii.kc, O, death’s a great disgniser; and you may 
add to it. Shave the head, and tie the beard ; and say 
it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared before 
liis death : you know the course is common. If any 
thing fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good 
fortune, by the saint whom I profess, 1 will plead against 
it with my life. 

Prov. Pardon me, good father; it is against my oath. 

Duke, Were you sworn to the duke, or to the deputy \ 

Prov. To him, and to his substitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, if 
the duke avouch the justice of your dealing ? 

Prov. But wliat likelihood is in that? 

Duke. Not a resemblatice, but a certainty. Yet since 
I see you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor 
persuasion can with ease attempt you, I will go lurther 
than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. Look you, 
sir, hero is the hand and seal of the duke: you know 
the character, I doubt not; and the signet is not 
strange to you. 

Prov. 1 know them both. 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the duke : 
you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure ; where 
you shall find, within these two days lie will be here. 
This is a thing that Angelo knows not; for he this 
very day receives letters of strange tenour; perchance 
of the duke’s death; perchance entering into some 
monastery; but, by chance, nothing of what is writ.* 
].*ook, the unfolding star calls up the shepherd. 

Put not yourself into amazement how these things 
should be : all difficulties are but easy when tliey are 
known. Call your executioner, and off with Barnardine’s 
head : I will give him a present shrift, and advise him 
for a better place. Yet you are amazed ; but this shall 
absolutely resolve you. Come away ; it is almost clear 
dawn. {Exeunt. 


Scene III . — Another roam in the same. 

Enter PoMl»KY. 

Pom. 1 am as well acquainted here as I was in our 
house of profession : one would think it were Mistress 
Overdone’s own house, for here l>c many of her old 
customers First, here's young Master Rash; he’s in 
for a commodity of brown paper and old ginger, nine- 
score and seventeen pounds; of which ho made five 
marks, ready money : marry, then ginger was not much 
ill request, for the old women were all dead. Then is 
there here one Master C.iper, at the suit of Master 
Three-pile the mercer, for some four suits of peach- 
coloured satin, which now peaches him a beggar. Then 
have we here young Dizy, and young Master Deep-vow, 
and Master Coppor-spur, and Master Starve-lackey the 
rapier and dagger man, and young Drop-heir that killed 
lusty Pudding, and Master Fortlilight the tilter, and 
brave Master Shooty the great traveller, and wild Half- 
can that stabbed Pots, and, I think, forty more ; all 
great doers in our trade, and are now ‘ for the Lord’s sake/ 

Enter Abhokson. 

Abh(n\ Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 

Pom, Master Barnardine I you must rise and be 
lianged, Master Barnardine! 

AbJior. What, ho, Barnardine! 

Ear, [Within,] A pox o’ your throats! Who makes 
that noise there? What are you? 

Pom, Your friends, sir; the hangman. You must 
be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death. 


Ear. [ Within.] Away, you rogue, away ! I am sleepy. 
Abhor. Tell Inia he iiiiist awake, and that quickly too. 
P(/m, Pray, Master Barnardine, awake till you are 
executed, and sleep afterwards. 

Abho7\ Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

Pom. He is coming sir, he is corning; I hear liis 
straw rustle. 

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah? 

Pom. Very ready, .sir. 


Enter Barnardini:. 


Bar. How now, Abhorson ? what’s the news with you ? 
Abhor. Truly, sir, 1 'would desire you to clap into 
your prayers ; for, look you, the warrant's come. 

Bar. You rogue, I have been drinking all night; I am 
not fitted for’f. 



Pmn. O, the better, sir ; for he that drinks all night, 
and is hanged betimes in the morning, may sleep the 
sounder all the next day. 

Abhor. Look yon, sir ; liexe comes your ghostly 
father ? do we jest now, think you ? 


Enter Duke, distpiised as before, 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise you, 
comfort you, and pray with you. 

Bar, "Friar, not I : I have been drinking hard all 

night, and I will have more time to prepare me, or 

they shall beat out my brains witli billets: I will not 

consent to die this day, that’s certain. 

Duke. O, sir, you must : and therefore I beseech you 
Look forward on the journey you shall go 

Bar. I swear I will not die to-day for any man's 
persuasion. 

Duke. But hear you. 

Bar. Not a word : if you have anything to say to 
me. come to my ward : for thence will not I to-day. 

[Esnt. 

Duke, Unfit to live or die: 0 gravel heart! 

After him, fellows; bring him to the block. 

[E:i'eant Abhorson and Pompeif. 
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Ee-evier Provost. 

Prov. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner * 

Ihike. A creature unprepareti, unmeet for deatli ; 

And to transport him in the mind he is 
Were damnable. 

Prov. Here in the prison, father. 

There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Hagozine, a most notorious pirate, 

A man of Claudio's years; his beard and head 
Just of his colour. What if we do omit 
This reprobate till he were well inclined; 

And satisfy the deputy with the visage 
Of Bagozine, more like to Claudio ? 

J)uJk. O, 'tis an accident that heaven provides! 
Dispatch it presently; the hour draws on 
Prefix’d by Angelo: see this be done. 

And sent acconling to command; whiles I 
Persuade this rude irretch willingly to die. 

Prov. This shall be done, good father, presently. 

But Barnardine must die this afternoon: 

And how shall we continue Claudio, 

To save me from the danger that might come 
If he were known aUve? 

Puke. Let this be done. 

Put them in secret holds, both Barnardine and Claudio : 
Ere twice the sun hath made his journal greeting 
To the under generation, you shall find 
Your safety manifested. 

Prov. I am your free dependant. 

Duke. Quick, dispatch, and send the head to Angelo. 

[Exit Provost. 

Now will I write letters to Angelo ~ 

The provost, he shall bear them— whose contents 
Shall witness to him T am near at home. 

And that, by great injunctions, 1 am bound 
To enter publicly him I’ll desire 
To meet me at the consecrated fount 
A league below the city; and from thence. 

By cold gradation and well-balanced form. 

We shall proceed with Angelo. 

Re-enitr Provost. 

Prov. Here is the head; I’ll carry it myself 
Duke. Convenient is it. Make a swift return ; 

For I would commune with you of such things 
That want no ear but yours. 

Prov. I’ll make all speed [Exxt. 

Itab. [Witkin."] Peace, ho, lie here! 

Duke. The tongue of IsabeL She’s come to know 
If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither: 

But I wiU keep her ignorant of her good. 

To make her heavenly comforts of despair. 

When it is least expected. 

EkUt Isabella. 


laab. Ho, by your leave! 

Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious daughter. 
laab. The better, given me by so holy a man. 

Hath yet the deputy sent my brother’s pardon? 

Duke. He hath released him, Isabel, from the world : 
His head is off, and sent to Angelo. 
laab. Nay, but it is not so. 

Duke. It is no other: show your wisdom, daughter. 
In your close patience. 

laab. O, I will to him and pluck out his eyes! 
Duke. You shall not be admitted to his sight 
Jadb. Unhappy Claudio! wretched Isabel! 

Injurious world! most damned Angelo! 


Duke. This nor hurts him nor profits you a jot ; 
Forbear it therefore; give your cause to Heaven. 

Mark what I say, which you shall find 
By every syllable a faithful verity: 

The duke comes home to-iuorrow ; nay, diy your eyo.s , 
One of our covent,* and his confessor, 

Gives me this instance: already he hath carried 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo, 

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates. 

There to give up their power. If you can, pace yout 
wisdom 

In that good path that I would wish it go, 

And you shall have your bosom on this wretch, 

Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart. 

And general honour. 

Jsab. I am directed by you. 

Duke. This letter, then, to Friar Peter give; 

’Tis that he sent me of the duke’s return : 



Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana’s bouse to-night. Her cause and yours 
I’ll perfect him withal, and ho shall bring you 
Before the duke, and to the head of Angelo 
Accuse him home and home. For my poor self, 

I am combined by a aacred vow. 

And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter: 
Command these fi-etting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart; trust ilot my holy order. 

If I pervert your course. Who’s here? 

ErUer Lucio. 

Lucio. Good even. Friar, where’s, the provost ? 

Duke. Not within, sir. 

Lueio. 0 pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heart to 
see thine eyes so red : thou must be patient. 1 adi fain 
to dine and sup with water and bran; I dare qot for 
my head fill my belly; one fruitful meal would set me to’t. 
But they say the duke will be here to-morrow. By my 
troth, Isabel, I |pved thy brother; if the old fantastical 
duke of dark cohiets had been at home, he had lived. 

[Exit Isabella. 


Act IV,] 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


125 


Duke. Sir, the duko is inarvelloas little beholding to Tljc provost knows our purpose and our plot, 

your roporte; but the best is, he lives not in them. The matter l>eing afoot, keep your instruction, 

Liicio, ^ Friar, thou knpwest not tlio duke so well as And hold you ever to our special drift; 

I do; he 8 a better woodman’' than thou takest ^ wenoher. Though sometimes you do blench from this to that, 

him for. As cause doth minister. Go call at Flavius* house, 

Dukt, Well, you II answer this one day. Fare yc well. And tell him where 1 stay : give the like notice 

Lucio, Nay, tarry ; 1 11 go along with thee : 1 can I'o Valentinus, Kowlaiid, and to Crassus, 

tell thee pretty tales of the duke. And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate; 

Duke, You liavc told mo too many of him already. Hut send me Flavius first, 
sir, if they be true ; if not true, none were enough. FH. F It shall be speeded well. [Exit. 

Lwio. I was once before him for getting a wench 
with child. EyUer Varrius. 

Duke. Did you such a thing ? Duke. I thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast made good 

Litcio. Yes, marry, did I : but I was fain to forswear haste : 

it ; they would else have married me to the rotten medlar. Come, w^e will walk. There’s other of our friends 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest. Rest Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. [Exeunt. 

you well. 

Lucio. By my troth, I’ll go with thee to the lane’s .A * ^ 

end: if bawdy talk offend you, wc*ll have very little 
oi it. Nay, friar, I am a kind of burr ; 1 shall stick. 

[ExeuiU. 

Scene IV. — A room in Angelo’s Jiouse. 

Enter Angelo and Escalus. 

Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath disvouched 
other. 

Antj In most uneven and distracted manner. 

Ilis actions show much like to madness: pray Heaven 
hi3 wisdom be not tainted ! And why meet him at 
the gates, and vod* liver our authorities there ? 

Esral. I guess not 

-In//. And why should we proclaim it in an 
hour before his entering, tlmt if any crave redress of 
111 justice, they should exhibit their petitions m the 
street ? 

Esral. He shows Iiis reason for that : to have a 
dispatch of coniplainls, and to deliver us from 
devices hereafter, which shall then have no power 
to stand against us. 

Anrj. Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaimed 
betimes i’ the morn; I’ll call you at your house: 
give notice to such men of sort and suit as arc to 
meet him. 



Escal. I shall, sir. Fare you well. 

Anff. Good night. [Exit Escalus. 

This deed unshapes me quite, makes me** unpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A dettower’d maid] 

And by an eminent body that enforced 

The law against it! But that her tender shame 

Win not proclaim against her maiden loss, 

How might she tongue* me! Yet reason dares •®***®“ 

. herno;^ ^ 

For my authority bears * of a credent bulk, * ***“‘*^ 

That no particular scandal once can touch 

But it confounds the breather. He should have lived, 


Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense, 

Might in the times to come have ta’en revenge, 

By so receiving a dishonour’d life 

With ransom of such shame. Would yet he had lived! 

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 

Nothing goes right: we would, and we would not. 


Scene V. — Fields without the town. 

Enter Duke in his own hahit, and Friar Peter. 

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me ; 

[Giving liters. 


Scene VI . — Street near the city gate. 

Enter Isabella ani Mariana. 

Isah. To speak so indirectly I am loath : 
r would say the tnith; but to accuse him so, 

That is your part; yet I am advised to do it; 

Hh says, to veil full purpose. 

Mari. Be ruled by him. 

Isah. Besides, he tells mo that, if peiudventure 
He speak against me on the adverse side, 

I should not think it strange ; for ’tis a physic 
That’s bitter to sweet end. 

Mari. I would Friar Pet^'r — 

hah. 0, peace! the friar is coma 

Enter Friar Peter. 

Fri. P. Come, I have found you out a stand most fit, 
Where you may have such vantage on the duke. 

Ho shall not pass you. Twice have the trumpets sounded; 

The generous and gravest citizens 

Have hent* the gates, and very near upon 

The duke is entering: therefore, hence« away! [Exeunt. 




ACT V. 

Scene I . — Tlie city gait. 


Mariana veiled, Isabella, and Friar Peter, at then 
stand. Enter Duke, Varrius, liords, Angelo, £s- 
calus, Lucio, Provost, Officers, and Citizens, at 
several doors. 

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met' 

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you 

^ yo'**' royal grace ' 

Duke Many and hearty thankings to you both 
We have made inquiry of you ; and we hear 
Such goodness of ynur justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks. 
Forerunning more requital 

Ang. You make my bonds still greater 

Duke. O, your desert speaks loud; and I should 
wrong it, 

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom. 

When it deserves, with characters of brass, 

A forted residence 'gainst the tooth of time 
And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand. 

And let the subject see, to make them know 
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. Come, Escalus, 

You must walk by us on our other hand; 

And good supporters are you. 


Friar Peter and Isabella amt forwaid 

Frt P. Now IS your time • speak loud, and kneel 
before him 

Isab. Justice, 0 royal duke' Vail your rcganl 
Upon a wrong’d, I would fain have said, a maid' 

O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 

By throwing it on any other object 

Till you have heard me in my true complaint. 

And given me justice, justice, justice, justice ' 

Duke. lielate your wrongs; inwdiat? by whom’ be bind. 
Here is Lord Angelo shall give you justice: 

Bovcal yourself to him. 

Isab. O worthy duke. 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil. 

Hear me yourself, for that which I must sjieak 
Must either punish me, not being beheved, 

Or wring redress from you. Hear me, O hear me, here' 
Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not iirit. 

She hath been a suitor to me for her brother 
Cut off by course of justice — 

Iscdt By course of justice! 

Ang. And she will speak most bitterly and stfange- 
Iscib. Most strange, but yet most truly, will I speak: 
Tliat Angelo’s forsworn; is it not strange? 

That Angelo’s a murderer; is’t not strange’ 
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That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 

An hypocrite, a virgin-violator; 
la it not strange and strhnge? 

Duke, Nay, it is ten times strange. 

Isdb, It is not truer he is Angelo 
Thau this is tfll as true as it is strange: 

Nay, it is ten times true; for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 

Duke, Away with lier! Poor soul. 

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense. 

Isah, O prince, I conjure thee, os thou hclievest 
There is another comfort than this world, 

That thou neglect me not, with tliat opinion 
That I am touch’d with madness! Make not impossible 
That which but seems unlike: ’tis not impossible 
But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground, 

May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute 
As Angelo; even so may Angelo, 

In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms. 

Be an arch- villain; believe it, royal prince: 

If he be less, he’s nothing; but he’s more. 

Hud I more name for badness. 

Duke, By mine honesty. 

If she bo mad — as I believe no other — 

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 

Such a dependency of thing on thing, 

As e’er I heard in madness. 

Dah, 0 gracious duke, 

Harp not on that, nor do not banish reason 
For inequality; but let your reason serve 
To make the tnith appear where it seems hid. 

And hido the false seems true. 

Duke, Many that are not mad 

Have, sure, more lack of reason. What would you say? 

hah, I am the sister of one Claudio, 

Condemn’d upon the act of fornication 
To lose his head; condemn’d by Angelo: 

I, in probation of a sisterhood, 

Was sent to by my brother; one Lucio 
As then the messenger — 

Ludo, That’s I, an’t like your grace: 

I came to her from Claudio, and desired her 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo 
For her poor brother’s pardon. 

Imh, That’s he, indeed. 

Duke, You were not bid to 5i)eak. 

Lucio, No, my good lord , 

Nor wish’d to hold my peace. 

DuJee, I wish you now, then; 

Ih'ay you, take note of it: and when you have 
A business for yourself, pray Heaven you then 
Be perfect. 

• Lucio, I warrant your honour. 

Duke, The warrant’s for yourself; take he 1 to’t. 

Tsab, This gentleman told somewhat of my tale — 

LxLcio, Kight. 

Duhz, It may be right; but you arc i* the wrong 
To speak before your time. Proceed. 

hah, I went 

To this pernicious caitiff deputy — 

Duke, That’s somewhat madly spoken. 

Isah. Pardon it; 

The pliraso is to the matter. 

Duke. Mended again. The matter; proceed. 

Isab. In brief, to set the needless process by, 

How I persuaded, how I pray’d, and kneel’d, 

How he refell’d* mo, and how I replied— 

For this was of much length — the vile conclusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter: 


He wouhl not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust, 

Kelcase my brother; and, after much debatement, 

My sisterly remorse® confutes mine honour, ®*’*®^* 

And 1 did yield to him; but the next morn betimes, 
llis purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother’s head, 

Duke. Tliis is most likely! 

hah. O, tliat it were as likes as it is true! 

Duke, By Heaven, fond wretch, thou know’st not what 
thou speak’st, 

Or else tliou art suborn’d® against his honour 
In liateful jmicticc. First, his integrity 
Stands without blemish. Next, it imports no reason 
That with such vehemcncy he should pursue 
Faults ])roper to himself: if he had so offended, 

He would have weigh’d thy brother by himself 
And not have cut liim off. Some one hath set you on: 
Confess tlie truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou earnest here to complain. 

hab. And is this all? 

Then, 0 you blessed ministers above. 

Keep me in patience, and with ripen’d time 
Unfold the evil wliich is here wrapt up 
In countenance! Heaven shield your grace from woe, 

As I, thus wrong’d, lienee unbelieved go I 

Duke, 1 know you’ld fain be gone. An officer! 

To prison with her! Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
(')n him so near us? This needs must be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent and coming hither? 

hab. One that I would were here, Friar Lodowick. 
Duke, A ghostly father, belike. Who knows that 
Lodowick? 

Lucio, My lord, I know him; ’tis a meddling friar; 

I do not like the man: had he been lay, my lord. 

For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swinged him soundly. 

^ke. Words against me! this is a good friar, belike! 
And to set on this wretched woman liere 
Against our substitute! Ixit this friar be found. 

Lucio, But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar, 

1 saw them at the prison : a saucy friar, 

A very scurvy fellow. 

Fri, P, Blessed be your royal grace! 

I liavc stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abused. First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accused your substitute. 

Who is as free fi*om touch or soil with her 
As she from one ungot. 

Duke. We did believe no less. 

Know you that Friar Lodowick that she speaks of? 

Fri, P, I know him for a man divine and holy; 

Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler. 

As he’s reported by this gentleman; 

Anri, on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace. 

Ludo, My lord, most villanously; beUeve it. 

Fri, P, Well, he in time may come to clear himself; 
But at this instant he is sick, my lord. 

Of a strange fever. Upon his mere request, 

Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended ’gainst Lord Angelo, came I hither, 

To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and false; and what he with his oath 
And all probation will make up full clear, 

Whensoever he’s coiiventcd^ First, for this woman. 

To justify this worthy nobleman, T8am»on*d. 

So vulgarly and pemonolly accused, 
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Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes, 

Till she herself confess it. 

Duke. Good friar, let’s hear it. 

[Isabella is carried off guarded; and Mariana conies fonvard 
Do you not smile at this, Lord Angelo^ 

0 heaven, the vanity of wretcheii fools ' 

Give us some seats. Come, cousin Angelo, 

In this ril be impartial®; be you judge a Neutral 

Of your own cause. Is this the witness, friar ? 

First, let her show her face, and after speak. 

Mari. Pardon, my lord; I will not show iiiy face 
Until my husband bid me. 

Duke. What, are you married/ 

Man. No, my lord. 

Duke Are you a mauP 
Man No, my lord. 

Duke. A widow, then? 

Man. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. Why, you are nothing tlien: neitlior maid, widow, 
nor w’ife ? 

Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk ; for many of 
them are neither maid, widow, nor wife. 

Duke. Silence that fellow: I would he had some cause 
To prattle for himself. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne*er was married , 
Anil 1 confess besides I am no maul : 

1 have known iny husband; yet iiiy husband 
Knows not that ever he knew me. 

Lucio. He vras drunk then, my lord : it can be no better. 
Duke. For the benefit of silence, would thou wert so too! 
Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is no witness for Uinl Angelo 
Man. Now I come to‘t, iny lord: 

She that accuses him of fornication, 

In self-same manner doth accuse my husband, 

And charges him, my lord, with such a time 
When ril depose I had him in mine arms 
With all the effect of love 

Ang. Charges she more than me? 

Mari. Not tliat I know. 

Duke. No ? you say your hasband. 

Mari. Why, ju&t, my lord, and that is Angelo, 

Who thinks he knows that he ne’er knew my body. 

But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel’s. 

Ang. This is a strange abuse.® Let’s see thy face ! 
Mari. My husband bids me ; now I will unmask. 
This Ls that face, thou cruel Angelo, [l/nvdling. 

Which once thou sworest was worth the looking-on ; 
This is the hand which, wdth a vow’d contract. 

Was fast belock’d in thine ; this is the body 
That took away the match from Isabel, 

And did supply thee at thy garden-house 
In her imagined person. 

Duke. Know you this woniau i 

Lucio. Carnally, she says. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more! 

Lucio. Enough, my lord. 

Ang. My lord, I must confess I know this woman : 
And five years since there was some speech of marriage 
Betwixt myself and her; which was broke off, 

Partly for that her promised proportions* * 

Came short of composition, but in chief 

For that her reputation was disvalued 

In levity ; since which time of five years 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her. 

Upon my faith and honour. 

Mari. Noble prince, 

As there comes light from heaven and woixls from breath, 


As there is sense in truth and truth in virtue, 

I am affianced this man’s wife as strongly 
As words could make up vows; and, my good lord. 

But Tuesday night last gone in's garden-house 
He knew mo as a wife. As this is true, 

Let me ill safety raise me from my knees; 

Or else for ever lie confixed here, 

A marble monument ! 

Ang. I did but smile till now: 

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice: 

My patience here is touch’d. I do perceive 
These poor informal® women are no more 
But instruments of some more mightier member 
That sets them on : let me have way, my lord, 

To find this practice out 

Duke. Ay, with my heart; 

And punish them to your height of pleasure . 

Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious w’oman, 

Compact with her that’s gone, think’st thou thy oaths, 
Though they would swear down each particular saint, 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit 
That’s sealed in approbation? You, Lord Escalus, 

Sit with my cousin; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuse, whence 'tis derived. 

There is another friar that set them on; 

Let him be sent for. 

Fn. P. Would he were here, my lord I for he, indeed. 
Hath set the women on to this complaint: 

Your provost knows the place where he abides, 

And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go do it instantly. [Exit Provost. 

And you, my noble and well- warranted coubin. 

Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth. 

Do with your injuries as seems you best, 

In any chastisement : T for a while will leave you ; 

But stir not you till you liave well determined 
Upon these slanderers. ^ 

Escal. My lord, we’ll do it throughly. [Exit DukeT 
Signior Lucio, did not you say you knew that Friar 
Ludowick to be a dishohest person ? 

Lucio. ‘ Cucullus non facit monachum : ’ lioiiest in 
nothing but in his clothes ; and one that hath spoke 
most villanous speeches of the duke. 

Esral. We shall entreat you to abide here till ho 
come, and enforce them against him ; we shall find this 
Iriar a notable follow. 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on iny word. 

Esral Call that same Isabel here once again: 1 would 
speak with her. [Exit an attendant.] Pray you, my lord, give 
me leave to question; you shall see how I'll handle her. 
Lucio. Not better than lie, by her own report. 

Escal. Say you ? 

Ludo. Many, sir, 1 think, if you handled lier privately, she 
w'ould sooner confess: perchance, publicly, she’ll be ashamed. 
Escal. I will go darkly to work with her. 

Ludo. That's Uie way; for women are light at midnight. 

Be-enter Officers with Isabella, and Provost uHth the 
Duke in his friars habit. 

Escal. Come on, mistress: here’s a gentlewomaa denies 
all that you have said. 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke of ; 
here with the provost. 

Escal. In very good time : speak not you to bim till 
we call upon you, 

Lucio. Mum. 

Escal. Come, sir ; did you set these women on to 
slander Lord Angelo ? they have confessed you did. 
Duke. 'Tis false. 
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£scaL How 1 know you wliiire you are ? 

Duke, Respect to your great place! and let the devil 
Be aomctimes lionoure J ^Ibr his hurning throne! 

AVhere is the duke? 'tis he sliould hear me speak. 

Jiscal. The duke's in us; and we will hear you speak; 
Look you speak justly. 

Duke, Boldly, at least. But, 0, poor souls, 

Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox ? 

Good night to your redress! Is the duke gone^ 

Then is your cause gone too. The duke's unjust, 

Thus to retort your manifest appeal, 
y\nd put your trial in the villain's mouth 
Which here you come to accuse. 

Lucio. This is the rascal ; tliis is he I spoke of. 

Escal. Why, thou unreverend and uiiliallow'd friar, 

Is’t not enough thou hast suborn'd these women 
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul mouth 
And in the witness of his proper car, 

To call him villain ? and then to glance from him 
To the duke himself, to tax him with injustice ? 

Taki*. him hence; to the rack with him! We'll louse you 
Joint by joint, but we will know his purpose. 

Wliat, ‘unjust!' 

Duke, Be not so hot; the duke 

Dare no more stretch this finger of mine than he 
Dare rack his own; his subject am I not, 

Nor here jirovincial. My business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 

Where 1 have seen corruption boil and bubble 
Till it o’er-run the stew; laws for all faults, 

But faults so -countenanced, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber's sliop, 

As much in mock as mark. 

Escal, Slander to the state! Away with him to prison * 

Anq, What can you vouch against him, Signior Lucio? 
fs this the man that you did tell us of? 

Lucio, 'Tis he, my lord. Come hither, goodman bald- 
pate : do you know me ? 

Duke, I remember you, sir, by the sound of your voice; 

I im‘t you at the jirison, in the absence of the duke. 

Lucio. 0, did you so ? And do you remember what 
you said of the duke? 

Duke, Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio, Do you so, sir ? And was the duke a flesh- 
monger, a fool, and a coward, as you tlien reported him to be? 

Dukt. You must, sir, change persons with inc, ere 
you make that my report: you, indeed, spoke so of him; 
and much more, much worse. 

Lucio. 0 thou damnable fellow ! Did not I jduck 
thee by the nose for thy speeches ? 

Duke. I protest I love the duke os I love myself. 

Anq. Hark, how the villain would close now, after 
. his treasonable abuses ! 

Escal, Such a fellow is not to be t .’ked withal. 
Away with him to prison 1 Where is the provost ? 
Away with him to prison ! lay bolts enough upon him : 
let him speak no more. Away with those giglots® too, 
and with the other confederate companion! sMtdimp*. 

Duke. \To Provost.^ Stay, sir ; stay awhile. 

Ang, What, resists he? Help him, Lucio. 

Lucio, Come, sir! come, sir; come, sir; foh, sir! Wliy, 
you bald-patcd, lying rascal, you must be hooded, must 
you ? Show your knave's visage, with a pox to you ! show 
your sheep-biting face, and be hanged an hour! WilTt 
notoff? \Pulls off the friar's hood, and diseova's the duke, 

Duke. Thou art the first knavd that o’er madest a duke. 
First, provost, let me bail these gentle three. 

[Jb Imcio,] Sneak not away, sir ; for the friar and you 
Must have a word anon. Lay hold on him. 


I^ucio, Thi-s may prove worse tlian hanging. 

Duke. Escalus.^ What you have spoke 1 pardon j 
sit you down ; 

We’ll borrow place of him. [To Augdo.’] Sir, by your leave. 
Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast, 

Rely upon it till my tale be heard. 

And hold no longer out. 

Anq, O my dread lord, 

1 sliould be guiltier than my guiltiness, 

To think T can be iiridiscernible, 

When I perceive your grace, like power divine, 

Hath looked upon my passes. ^ TIku), good prince, * 

No longer session hola upon my shame, 

But let my trial be mine own confession: 

Immediate sentence then, and sequent death, 

Is all the grace I bog. 

Duke. Come hither, Mariana. 

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this woman’ 

Anq, I was, iny lord. 

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her instantly. 
Do you the ofllce, friar; which consummate, 

Return him here again. Go with him, provost. 

[Ej:eunt Angelo^ Mariana, Friar Peter, and Provost. 
Escal, My lord, I am more amazed at his dishonour 
Than at the strangeness of it. 

Duke. Come hither, Isabel. 

Your friar is now your prince : as I was then 
Advertising and holy to your business, 

Not changing heart witli habit, I am still 
Attorney'd at your service. 

Isah. 0, give me pardon, 

That I, your vassal, have employ'd and pain’d 
Your unknown sovereignty! 

DvJee. You are pardon'd, Isabel : 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 

Your brother’s death, I know, sits at your lieart; 

And you may marvel why I obscured myself, 

Labouring to save his life, and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power 
Than let him so be lost. O most kind maid, 

It was the swift celerity of his death, 

Which I did think with slower foot came on. 

That brain’d my purpose. But, peace be with him! 
That life is better life, past fearing death, 

Than that whicli lives to fear: make it your comfort. 

So happy is your brother. 

Isdb. I do, my lord. 

Re-enter Angelo, Maruna, Friar Peter, and Provost. 

Duke. For this new-married man approaching here, 
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong'd 
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon 
Tor Mariana’s sake: but os he adjudged your brother — 
Being criminal, in double violation 
Of sacred chastity and of promise-breach 
Thereon dependent, for your biothcr's life — 

The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tongue, 

‘An Angelo for Claudio, death for death!' 

Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure; 

Like doth quit like, and MEASURE still FOR MEASURE. 
Theu, Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifested; 

Which, though thou wouldst deny, denies thee vantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very block 
Wh(*re Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like haste. 
Away with him! 

Mari. O my most gracious lord, 

I hope you will not mock me with a husband. 
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Duke. It is your husband mock’d you with a husband : 
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 

I thought your marriage fit; else imputation, 

For that lie knew you, might reproach your life 
And choke your good to come: tor his possessions. 
Although by confiscation they are ours. 

We do instate and widow you withal. 

To buy you a better husband. 

Mari. O my dear lord, 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him; we are definitive. 

Mari. Gentle my liege — [Ktueling. 

Duke. You do but lose your labour. 

Away with him to death! [Tb Zucio,] Now, sir, to you. 

Man. 0 my good lord ! Sweet Isabel, take my part; 
liCnd me your knees, and all my life to come 
I’ll lend you all my life to do you service. 

Duke. Against all sense you do importune her: 

Should she kneel down in mercy of this fact. 

Her brother’s ghost his paved bed would break. 

And take her hence in horror. 

Mari. Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me; 

Hold up your hands, say nothing; I’ll speak all. 

They say, best men are moulded out of faults; 

And, for the most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad; so may my husband. 

0 Isabel, will you not lend a knee? 

Duke. He dies for Claudio’s death. 

Isah. Most bounteous sir, [Krueling. 

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d. 

As if my brother lived: 1 partly think 
A due sincerity govern’d his deeds, 

Till he did look on me: since it is so. 

Let him not die. My brother had but justice. 

In that he did the thing for which be died 
For Angelo, 

His act did not o’ertalce bis bad intent. 

And must be buried but as on intent 
That perish’d by the way: thoughts are no subjects; 
Intents but merely thoughts- 
Mari. Merely, my lord. 

Duke. Your suit’s unprofitable; stand up, I say. 

1 have bethought me of another fault. 

Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour? 

Prov. It was commanded so. 

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the deed? 

Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private message. 
. Duke. For which I do discharge you of your office: 
Give up your keys. 

Prm. Pardon me, noble lord: 

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not; 

Yet did repent me, after more advice: 

For testimony whereof, one in the prison. 

That should by private order else have died, 

I have reserved alive. 

Duke. What’s he ? 

Prm. His name is Barnordine. 

Duke. I would thou hadst done so by Claudio. 

Go fetch him hither; let me look upon him. {ExU Provost. 

Eseai. I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
As you. Lord Angelo, have still appear'd. 

Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood. 

And lack of temper'd judgment afterward. 

Ang. I am sorry that such sorrow I procure : 

And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart 
That I crave death more wmngly than mercy; 

'Tis my deserving; and 1 do enti-eat it. 


Bc-eiUer PROVOST, xcith Barnardine, Claudio muffled, 
and Juliet. 

Duke. Which is that Barnardine? 

Prov. This, my loril. 

Duke. There was a friar told me of tliis man. 

Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul. 

That apprehends no further than this world. 

And squarest thy life according. Thou’rt condemn’d: 
But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all; 

Ami pray thcc take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come. Friar, advise him; 

I leave him to your hand. What muffled fellow’s that? 

Prov. This is another prisoner that I saved. 

Who should have died when Claudio lost liis head ; 

As like almost to Claudio ns himself. [Unmuffles Claudio. 
Duke. [To Isabella^ If he be like your brother, for 
his sake 

Is ho pardon’d; and, for your lovely sake. 

Give me your hand and say you will be mine. 

He is my brother too: but fitter time for that. 

By this Lord Angelo perceives he’s safe; 

Methinks I see a quickening in his eye. 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits* you well: numuui 

Look that yon love your wife ; her worth worth yours. 
I find an apt remission in myself; 

And yet here’s one in place I cannot pardon. 

[To Lucio'\ You, sirrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward. 
One all of luxury,* an ass, a madman; »i.ech.r». 

Wherein have I so deserved of you. 

That you extol me thus? 

Lueio. ’Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according to 
the trick. If you will hang me for it, you may ; but 1 had 
rather it would please you I might be whipt. 

Duke. Whipt first, sir, and hanged after. 

Proclaim it, provost, round about the city. 

Is any woman wrong’d Tiy this lewd fellow. 

As I have heal'd him swear himself there’s one 
Whom he begot with child, let her appear, 

And he shall marry her:, the nuptial finish’d. 

Let him be whipt and hang’d. 

Luno. I beseech your highness, do not many me to 
a whore. Your highness said even now, I made you a 
duke: good my lord, do not recompense me in making 
me a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shall marry her. 

Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal 
Bemit thy other forfeits. Take him to prison; 

And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lueio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing to death, 
whipping, and hanging. 

Duke. Slandering a prince deserves it. 

„ [ExemU Offieers with Dudo. 

She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you restore. 

Joy to you, Mariana ! I/)ve her, Angelo : 

I have confess’d her, and I know her 'virtue. 

Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodncfs: 
There’s more behind that is more gratulate. 

Thanks, provost, for thy care and secrecy: 

We shall employ thee in a worthier place. 

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Bagozine for Claudio's: 

The offence pardons itself. Dear Isabel, 

1 have a motion much imports your good; 

Whereto if you’ll a willing ear incline, 

What’s mine is yours and what is yours is mine. 

So. bring us to our palace; where we’ll show 
What’s yet behind, that’s meet you all should know. 

[Eiemnt. 
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hteaaengerat Watch^ Attendants, dc, 
SCENE.— Messina. 


ACT I. 

Scene I . — Before Leonato’s house. 


Enter Leonato, Heso, anrf Beatrice, with a Messenger. 

Leon. I learn in this letter that Don Peter of Arragon 
comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this: he was not three 
leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this 
action ? 

Mess. But few of any sort,* and none of name **“'' 

Leon. A victory is twice itself when tho achiever brings 
home full numbers. I find here that Don Peter hath 
bestowed much honour on a young Florentine called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part and equally remem- 
bered by Don Pedro ; he hath borne himself beyond the 
promise of his age, doing, in the figure of a lamb, the 


feats of a lion: he hath indeed better bettered expecta- 
tion than you must expect of me to tell you how. 

/ron. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very 
much glad of it. 

Mess. 1 have already delivered him letters, and there 
appears much joy in him ; even so much that joy could 
not show itseif modest enough without a b^ge of 
bitterness. 

Jjfon. Did he break out into tears? 

Mess. In great measure. 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness: there are no 
faces truer than those that are so washed. How much 
better is it to weep at joy than to joy at weeping' 

Beat. I pray you, is Signior Mountanto returned from 
tho wars or no? 
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[Act r. 


M’ss. I know none of that name, lady: there was 
none such in the arniy of any sort. 

Lemi. What is he that you ask for, niece? 

Hno. My cousin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mess. 0, he's relumed ; and as pleasant as ever ho was. 

Beat. He set iip his bills here in Messina, and chal- 
lenged Cupid at the flight ; and my uncle’s fool, reading 
tlic challenge, subscribed for Cupid, and challenged him 
at the bird bolt. I pray you, how many hath he killed 
and eaten in these wars ? But how many hath he 
killed I for indeed 1 promised to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, yoi\ tax Signior Benedick too much ; 
but he’ll be meet with yon, I doubt it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp to 
eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man ; he hath 
an e.\ceUent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady: but what 
is he to a lord ? 

Mess A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed 
with all honourable virtues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed; he is no less than a stuffed 
man: but for the stuffing — well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece. There 
is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick 
and her : they never meet but there’s a skirmish of 
wit between them. 

Beat. Alas ! he gets nothing by that. In our last 
onflict four of his five wits went halting off, and now 
is the whole man governed with one: so that if he 
have wit enough to keep himself worm, let him bear 
It fur a difference between himself and his horse ; for 
It is ail the wealth that he hath left, to be known 
a reasonable creature. Who is his companiou now? 

He hath every month a new sworn brother. 

Mess. Is’t possible ? 

Beat. Very easily possible: he wears his faith 
but as the fashion ’ of his hat ; it ever ’ 
changes Avith the next block. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books. 

Beat. No ; an he were, I Avould burn my study. 

But, I pray you, Avho is his companion t Ls there 
no young squarer * now that will make a ’ «>iip«uui. 
voyage with him to the devil? 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

Beat. O liOrd, he will hang upon him like a 
disease: he is sooner caught than the pestilence, 
and the taker runs presently mad. God help the 
noble Claudio ' if he have caught the Benedick, it 
will cost him a thousand pound ere a’ be cured. 

Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Leon. You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat. No, not till a hut January. 

Mem. Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter DoK Feoro, Don JoiiN, Clacdio, Benedick, and 
Balthasar. 

D. Pedro, Good Signior Leonato, you are come to 
meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is to avoid 
cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the like- 
ness of your grace : for trouble being gone, comfort should 
remain ; but when you depart from me, sorrow abides 
and happiness takes his leave. 

D. Pedro. Yon embrace your charge too willingly. 
I think this is your daughter. 


Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were you a child. 

B. Pedro. You have it full. Benedick: wo may guess 
by this what you are, being a man. Truly, the lady 
fathers herself. Be happy, lady; for you are like an 
honourable father. 

Bene. If Signior Leonato lie her father, she would not 
have his head on her shoulders for all I^Icssina, as like 
him as she is. 

Beat. I wonder that you Avill still * be talking, * *'*”■ 
Signior Benedick: nobody marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear Lady Disdain I arc you yet living ? 

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die Avhile she hath 



such meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick ? Courtesy 
itself must convert to disdain, if you come in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turncoat. But it is certain 
1 am loved of all ladies, only you excepted : and I would 
I could find in my heart that 1 had not a hard peart; 
for, truly, 1 love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women: they woul^ else 
have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I thank 
God and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that: 
1 had rather hear my dog bark at a crow than R man 
swear he loves me. 

Bene, God keep your ladyship still in that mind 1 so 
some gentleman or other shall 'scape a predestinate 
scratched face. 

Beat. Scratcuihg could not make it worse, an 'twere 
such a face as yours were. 
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Bene, Well, j'ou aro a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat, A bird of my tongue is better than a beast 
of yours. 

Bene, I would my horse had the speed of your tongue, 
and so good a continuer. But keep your way, i’ God's 
name; I have done. 

Beat, You always end with a jade's trick: I know 
you of old. 

D. Pedro. That is the sum of all, Leoiiato. Signior 
Claudio and Signior Benedick, my dear Irieiid Leoiiatu 
hath invited you all. 1 tell him we shiill stay here at 
the least a month ; and ho heartily prays some occa- 
sion may detain us longer, I dare swear he is no 
hypocrite, but prays from his heart. 

Leon, If you swear, my lord, you shall not be forsworn. 
[To Don John."] Let me bid you welcome, my lord: 
being reconciled to the prince your brother, 1 owe you 
all duty. 

D, John. I thank you : I am not of many words, 
but I thank you. 

Leon. Plea.se it your grace lead on? 

D, Pedro, Your hand, Lconato; w’c will go together. 

[Exeunt all except Bcncdtck and Claudio. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of 
Signior Leonato ? 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 

Claud, Is she not a modest young lady? 

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man should 
do, for my simple true judgment ; or would you have 
me speak after my custom, as being a professed tyrant to 
tln*ir sex? 

Claud. No; T pray theo speak in .sober judgment. 

Boix, Why, i' faith, methinks she's too low for a high 
praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too little for" a 
great praise : only this commendation I can afford her, 
that were she other than she is, she were unhandsome ; 
and being no other but as she is, I do not like her. 

Claud. Thou thinkest I am in sport: 1 pray thee 
tell me truly how thou likest her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after her ? 

Claud, Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 
you this with a .sad brow ? or do you jday the flouting 
Jack, to tell us Cupid i.s a good hare-tinder and Vulcan 
a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key sliall a man take 
you, to go in the song ? 

Claxul. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that 
ever I looked on. 

Bern. I can see yet without spectacles, and I sec no 
such matter : there’s her cousin, an she were not possessed 
with a fury, exceeds her os much in beauty as the 
first of May doth the last of December. But I hope 
you have no intent to turn husband, have you? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, th ugh I had 
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wile. 

Bene. Is't come to this ? In faith, hath not the world 
one man but ho will wear his cap with siwpiciou ? Sliall 
I never see a bachelor of threescore again ? Go to, i’ faith ; 
an thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear 
the print of it and sigh away Sundays. Look; Don 
Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. Wliat secret hath held you here, that you 
followed not to Leonato'a? 

Bene. I would your grace would constrain me to tell. 

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear. Count Claudio: I can be secret as 
a dumb man: I would have you think so; but, on my 


allegiance, mark you this, on iny allegiance. lie is in 
love. With who ? now that is your grace's part. Mark 
how .short liis answer is: With Hero, I^onato's short 
daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, iny lord: ‘it is not so, nor 
'twjis not so, but, indeed, God forbid it should be so.' 

Claud. If my passion chango not shortly, God forbid 
it should l)e otherwise. 

D. Pedro, Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is 
very well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, 

I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. Tliat she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. Tliat I neither feel how she should be loved, 
nor know how she should be worthy, is the opinion that 
fire cannot melt out of me : I will die in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the 
despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part but in the 
force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank lier ; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give lier most humble 
thanks : but that I will have a recheat winded in my 
forehead, or hang my bugle in an invisible baldrick, all 
women shall pardon me. Because I w'ill not do them the 
wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the right to 
trust none ; and the fine * is, for the which I • 
may go the finer, I will live a bachelor. 

1). Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my 

lord, not \vith love : prove that ever I lose more blood 

with love than I will get again with drinking, pick out 
mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen and hang me up 
at the door of a brothel-ho’ise for the sign of blind 
Cupid. 

£>. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this faith, 

; thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat and 

shoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him be clappeil 

on the shoulder, and called Adam. 

D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try: 

‘In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.' 

Bene. The savage bull may ; but if ever the sensible 
Benedick bear it, pluck off tl.e bull's horns and set 
them in my forehead : and let me be vilely painted, 
and in such great letters as they write ‘Here is good 
horse to hire,’ let them signify under my sign ‘Here 
you may see Benedick tlie married man.' 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou wouldst be 
horn-mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his quiver 
in Venice, thou wilt quake for tliis shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too, then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the hours. 
In the meantime, good Signior Benedick, repair to 
Lconato's: commend me to him and tell him I will 
not fail him at supper; for indeed he hath made great 
preparation. 

I have almost matter enough in me for such an 
embassage; and so I commit you — 

Claud. To the tuition of God: From my house, if 
I had it, — 

D. Pedro, The sixth of July: Your loving friend. 
Benedick. 
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Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body of your 
discourse is sometime guarded with fragments, and the 
guards ore but slightly basted on neither ; ere you flout 
old ends any further, examine your conscience : and so I 
leave you. [Exit. 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me good 
D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach : teach it but how. 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to l(*arii 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Clavd. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ^ 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero ; she*s his only heir. 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. O, my lord, 

When you went onwartl on this ended action, 

I look'd upon her with a soldier’s eye, 

That liked, but had a rougher task m haml 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 

But now 1 am return’d and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires. 


All prompting mo how fair young Hero is. 

Saying. 1 liked her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro. Thou wilt bo like a lover presently. 

And tire the hearer with a book of words. 

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 

And I Will break with her and with her father. 

And thou shalt have her. Was’t not to this end 
That thou begaii’st to twist so fine a story? 

Claud. How sweetly you do minister to love, 

That know love’s giief by his coiin)loxiun I 
But le&t my liking might too sudden seem, 

I would have salved it with a longer treatise. 

]). Vidro. What need the biulge much broader than 
the flood ^ 

The fairest grant is the necessity 
Look, uliiit will serve is lit* 'tis once,® thou 
lovest. 

And I will fit thee wdth the remedy. 

I know we shall have revelling to-night*. 

I will assume thy part in some disguise, 



And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart. 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale; 

Then after to her father will I break; 

And the conclusion is, she shall be thine. 

In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — ^ room in Leonato's limse. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio, Tneeiwg. 

Leon. How now, brother ! Where is my cousin, your 
son? hath he provided this music? 

Ant He is very busy about it. But, brother, I can 
tell you strange news that you yet dreamt not of. 

Leon. Are they good? 

Ant As the event stamps them: but they have a 
good cover; they show well outward. The prince and 
Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley in 
mine orchard, were thus much overheard by a man of 
mine: the prince discovered to Claudio that he loved 


my niece your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it 
this night in a dance; and if he found her accordant, 
he meant to take the present time by the top and 
instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this ? 

Ant A good sharp fellow: I will send fur him; 
and question him yourself. 

Leon, No, no; we will hold it as a dream till it 
appear itself: but I will acquaint my daughter withal, 
that she may be the better prepared for an answer if 
peradventure this be true. Go you and tell her'of it 
[Enter attendants.'] Cousins, you know what you have 
to do. 0, 1 cry you mercy, friend; go you wifli me, 
and I will use your skill. Good cousin, have a care 
thU busy time. [Sxeunt 

Scene Ul.—The same. 

Enter Don John and Conrade 

Con. Wliat the good-year, my lord! why are you 
thus out of measure sad? 



135 


[Act i. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


J). John. There is no measure in the occasion that 
breeds; therefore the sadness is without limit. 

Con. You should heiw reason. 

D. John. And when I have heard it, what blcssin^ 
brings it ? 

Con. If not a present remedy, at least a patient 
sufferance. 

JD. John. I wonder that thou, being, as thou sayest 
thou art, born under Saturn, goest al)Out to apply a 
moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. I cannot hide 
what 1 am: I must be sad when 1 have cause, and 
hinilc at no man*s jests; eat when I have stomacli* an<l 
wait for no riiari's leisure; sleep when I am drowsy, and 
tend on no man’s business; laugh when I am merry, 
and claw' no man in his humour. ? natter* 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show of 
this till you may do it witliout controlment. You have 
of late stood out against your brother, and he hath 
tii’en you newly into his grace; wlicrc it is impossible 
you should take, true root but by the fair weather that 
you make yourself; it is needlul that you frame the 
season for your own harvest. 

I). John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge than 
a rose in his grace, and it better fits my blood to Ixi 
disdained of all than to fashion a carriage to rob love 
from any: in this, though I cannot be said to be a 
flattering honest man, it must not be denied but I am 
a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with a muzzle and 
enfranchised with a clog; therefore I have decreed not 
to sing in my cjige. If I had my mouth, I would bite; 
if I had m) liberty, I would do my liking; in the 
meantime, let me be that I am, and seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent ? 

T). John. I make all use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here? 


Enter Bohachio. 

Wliat news, Borachio? 

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper : the prince 
your brother is royally entertained by I^onato; and I 
can give you intelligence of an intended marriage. 

D. John. Will it serve for any model to build mischief 
on? What is he for a fool that betrotha himself to 
unquietness ? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brotlier’s right hand. 

D. John Who ? the most exquisite Claudio ? 

Bora. Even he. 

A John. A proper squire! And who, and who? 
which way looks he? 

Bora. Marry, ou Hero, the daughter and heir of 
Ixionato. 

D. John. A very forward March-chick ! How came 
you to this? 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was 
smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and 
Claudio, hand in hand, in sad • conference : I wdiipt ® 
me behind the arras; and there heard it agreed upon 
that the prince should woo Hero for himself, and having 
obtained her, give her to Count Claudio. 

A John. Come, come, let us thither ; this may prove 
food to my displeasure. That young start-up hath all 
the glory of my overthrow : if 1 can cross him any 
way, I bless myself every way. You arc both sure, and 
will assist me ? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

A John. Let us to the great supper : their cheer is 
the greater that I am subdued. Would the cook were 
of my mind! Shall wq go prove what's to be done? 

Bora. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 




ACT II. 

Scene I . — A hall in Leonato’s house. 


Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hebo, Beatrice, md others . 

Lem. Was not Count John here at supper? 

Ant. I saw him not. 

JBeat. How tartly that gentleman looks! I never 
can see him but I am heart-burned an hour after. 

JTero He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man that were made just 
in the midway between him and Benedick: the one is 
too like an image, and says nothing; and the other too 
like my lady’s eldest son, evermore tattling. 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick's tongue in Count 
John's mouth, and half Count John’s melancholy in 
Signior Benedick’s face — 

Beat. With a good leg and a good foot, uncle, and 
money enough in his purse, such a man would win any 
woman in the world, if a’ could get her good-will. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee 
a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith, she’s too curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst: I shall lessen 
God’s sending that way; for it is said, 'God sends a 
curst cow short horns;’ but to a cow too curst he sends 
none. 

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you no 
horns. 

Beat. Just, if he send me no husband; for the 
which blessing I am at him upon my knees every 
morning and evening. Lord, I could not endure a 
husband with a beard on his face: I had rather lie in 
the woollea 

Leon. You may light on a husband that hath no beard. 

Beat. What should 1 do with him? dress him in 
my apparel, and make him my waiting gentlewoman? 
He that hath a beard is moro than a youth, and he 


that hath no beard is less than a man: and he that is 
more than a youth is not for me, and he that is less 
than a man, I am not fur him: therefore 1 will even 
take sixpence in earnest of the bear-ward, and lead his" 
apes into hell. 

Leon. Well, then, go you into hell? 

Beat. No, but to the gate; and there will the devil 
meet mo, like an old cuckold, with horns on his head, 
and say ' Get you to heaven, Beatrice, get you to 
heaven; here’s no place for you maids;’ so deliver I up 
my apes, and away to Saint Peter for the heavens ; he 
shows me where the bachelors sit, and there live we as 
merry as the day is long. 

Ant. [To Hero ] Well, niece, I trust you will be ruled 
by your father. 

Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin’s duty to make 
curtsy and say, 'Father, as it please you.’ But yet for 
all that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, or else 
make another curtsy and say, 'Father, as it please me.’ 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted 
with a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of some other metal 
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over- 
mastered with a piece of valiant dust? to make an 
account of her life to a clod of wayward marl ? No, 
uncle. I’ll none : Adam’s sons are my brethren ; and, 
truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daugh^, remember what I told you : if the 
prince do solicit you in that kina, you know your 
answer. 

Beat. Tlie fault will be in the music, cousin, if you 
be not wooed in good time ; if the prince be too impor- 
tant,' tell him the^ is measure in everything, and 
so dwee out the answer. For, hear me. Hero: wooing, 
wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch jig, a measure. 
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and a cinque pace; the first suit is hot and hasty, like 
a Scotch jig, and full as fantastical; the wedding, man- 
nerly modest, as a measjire, full of state and ancientry ; 
and then comes repentance and, with his bad legs, falls 
into the cinque pace foster and faster, till he sink into 
his grave. 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a church 
by daylight. 

Leon. Tlie revellers are entering, brother; make good 
luoiii. [All put on their masks. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthasar, Don 
John, Borachio, Margaret, Ursula, and others, masked. 

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your 
friend ? ‘ ^ 

Hero. So you walk softly and look sweetly and say 
nothing, I am yours for the walk ; and especially when 
1 walk away. 

D. Pedro. With me in your company? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so? 

Hero. When 1 like your favour; for God defend the 
lute should be like the case ! 

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon's roof; within the 
house is Jove. 

Hero. Why, then, your visor should be thatched. 

D. Pedro. Speak h)w, if you speak love. 

[Drav:in(] her aside. 

Balth. Well, i w(*iild you did like me 

Marg. So would not 1, for your own sake ; for I 
have many ill qualitie.s. 

Balth. Which is one ? 

Marg. I say my prayers aloud. 

Balth. I love you the better : the hearers may cry, 
Amen 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer’ 

Balth. Amen. 

Marg And God keep him out of my .sight when the 
dance is done ! Answer, clerk. 

Balth. No more words ; the clerk is answcu d. 

Urs. I know you well enough ; you are Signior 
Antonio. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. 1 know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless you 
were the veiy man. Here's his diy hand up and down ; 
you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. Come, come, do you think I do not know y«» . 
l»y your excellent wit ? can virtue hide itself ? Go to, 
mum, you are he ; graces will appear, and the an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so? 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That I was disdainful, and that I had my good 
wit out of the ' Hundred Merry Tales : * well, this was 
Signior Benedick that said so. 

Bene. What’s he? 

Beat. I am sure you know him well enough. 

Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he ? , « ^ , 

Ikat. Why, he is the prince’s jester: a very dull fool ; 
only his gift is in devising impossible slanders none but 
libertines delight in him ; and the commendation is not 


in his wit, hut in his villany; for he both pleases men 
and angers them, and then they laugh at him and beat 
him. I am sure he is in the fleet : I would he had 
hoarded me. 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him 
what you say. 

Beat. Do, do : he’ll but break a comparison or two 
on me: which, peradventurc not marked or not laughed 
at, strikes him into melancholy; and then there’s a par- 
tridge wing saved, for the fool will eat no supper that 
night. [Mustc."] Wc must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them 
at the next turning. 

[Dance. Then exeunt all exce])t Don John, 
Borachio, and Claudio. 

D. John. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and 
hath withdrawn her father to break with him about it. 
The ladies follow her, and but one visor remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by his 
hearing. 

D. John. Are not you Signior Benedick ? 

Claud. You know me well; I am he. 

D. John. Signior, you are very near* my ■ 
brother in his love ; he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray 
you, dissuade him from her: she is no equal for his birth : 
you may do the part of an honest man in it. 

Claud. IIow know you he loves her ? 

D. John. I heard him swear his affection. 

Boi'a. So did 1 too ; and ho swore he would many 
her to-night. 

D. John. Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Borachio. 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick. 

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. 

'Tis certain so; the prince wooes for himself. 

Friendship is constant in all other things 
Save in the office and affairs of love : 

Therefore all hearts in love use their own tongues , 

Let every eye negotiate for itself, 

And trust no agent ; for beauty is a witch 
' Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 

This is an accident of hourly proof. 

Which I mistrusted not. Farewell, therefore, Hero! 

Re-enter Benedick. 

Bene. Count Claudio ? 

Claud. Yea, the same, 

Bene. Come, will you go wit!; me? 

Claud. Whither ? 

Beiic. Even to the next willow, about your own busi- 
ness, county. What fashion will you wear the garland 
of? about your neck, like an usurer’s chain ? or under 
you 4 * arm, like a lieutenant’s scarf ? You must wear it 
one way, for the prince hath got your Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of Tier. 

Bene. Why; that’s spoken like an honest drovicr: so 
they sell bullocks. But did you think the jirince would 
have served you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene. Ho 1 now you strike like the blind man : ’twas 
the boy that stole your meat, and you’ll beat the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I’ll leave you. [E^t. 

Bone. Alas, poor hurt fowl! now will he creep into 
sedges. But that my Lady Beatrice should know me, 
and not know me 1 The prince’s fool ! Ha ? It may 
be I go under that title because I am merry. Yea, but 
BO I am apt to do myself wrong ; I am not so reputed ; 
it is the base, though bitter, disposition of Beatrice that 
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piits the world into her person, and so gives mo out. 
WeU, I’ll be revenged as I may. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where’s the count? did you 
see him ? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame. I found him hero os melancholy as a lodge in 
a warren: I told him, and 1 think I told him true, that 
your grace had got the good-will of this young l^y ; 
and I offered him my company to a willow-tree, either 
to make him a garland, as being forsaken, or to bind 
him up a rod, as being worthy to be whipped. 

D. Pedro. To be whipped I What’s his fault ? 

Bev£. The flat transgression of a school-boy, who, 
being overjoyed with finding a bird’s nest, shows it his 
companion, and he steals it. 

D. Pedro. Wilt thou moke a trust a transgression ^ 
The transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had been 
made, and the garland too ? for the garland he might 
have worn himself, and the rod he might have bestowed 
on you, who, as I take it, have stolen his bird’s nest 

2>. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and restore 
them to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by my 
faith, you say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you: 
the gentleman that danced with her told her she is much 
wronged by you. 

Bene. O, she misused me post the endurance of a 
block ! an oak but with one green leaf on it would have 
answered her; my very visor began to assume life and 
scold with her. She told me, not thinking I had been 
myself, that I was the prince’s jester, that I was duller 
than a great thaw ; huddling jest upon jesc with such 
impossible conveyance* upon me that I 
sto^ like a man at a mark, with a whole army shoot- 
ing at me. She speaks poniards, and every word stabs: 
if her breath were as terrible as her terminations, there 
were no living near her; she would infect to the north 
star. I would not marry her though she were endowed 
with all that Adam had left him before he transgressed ; 
she would have made Hercules have turned spit, yea, 
and have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, 
talk not of her: you shall find her the infernal Ate in 
good apparel. I would to God some scholar would con- 
jure her ; for certainly, while she is here, a man may 
live as quiet in hell as in a sanctuary; and people sin 
upon purpose, because they would go thither; so, indeed, 
aU disquiet, horror, and perturbation follows her. 

D. Pedro. Look, here she cornea 

Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Hero, and Leonato. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service to 
the world’s end ? I will go on the slightest errand now 
to the Antipodes that you can devise to send mo on. 
I will fetch you a toothpicker now from the furthest 
inch of Asia, bring you the length of Prester John’s foot, 
fetch you a hair off the great Cham’s beard, do you any 
embassage to the Pigmies, rather than hold three words’ 
conference with this harpy. You have no employment 
for me? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Beru. 0 God, sir, here's a dish 1 love not: I cannot 
endure my Lady Tongua [Exit. 

J). Pedro. Come, iMy, come; you have lost the heart 
of Signior Benedick. 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile; and 
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1 gave him use* for it, a double heart for his * 
single one: marry, once before he won it of me with 
false dice, therefore your grace may well say I have lost it. 

B. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, you have 
put him down. 

Beat. So I would not ho should do me, my lord, lest 
I should prove the mother of fools. I have brought 
Count Claudio, whom you sent me to seek. 

D. Pedro. Why, how now, count! wherefore ore you 
sad? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord 

I) . Pedro. How then ? sick ? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor merry, 
nor well; but civil* count, civil as an orange, and •**“' 
something of that jealous com])lexion. 

D. Pedro. I’ faith, lady, I think your blazon to be 
true; though. I’ll be sworn, if he be so, his conceit is 
false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, and 
fair Hero is won : I have broke with her father, and his 
good w'ill obtained : name the day of marriage, and God 
give thee joy ! 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes: his grace hath made the match, and all 
grace say Amen to it. 

Beat. Speak, count, ’tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the peifcctcst herald of joy : 1 were 
but little happy, if I could say how much. Lady, as 
you are mine, I am youia : I give away myself for you, 
and dote upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, stop hi- 
mouth with a kiss, and let not him speak neitlier. 

D. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it keejis 
on the windy side of care. My cousin tells him in his 
ear that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance! Thus goes ever}' ono» 
to the world but I, and I am sun-burnt , * I * 
may sit in a corner and .cry heigh-ho for a husband! 

b. Pedr&. Lady Beatrice, T will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your father’s get- 
ting. Hath your grace ne’er a brother like yon? Your 
father got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by 
them. 

J) . Pedro. Will you have me, lady? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another for 
working-days: your grace is too costly to wear every 
day. But, I beseech your grace, pardon me: I was 
born to speak all mirth and no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to be 
merry best becomes you; for, out of question, you were 
liorn in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried; but then 
there was a star danced, and under that was I born. 
Cousins, God give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told 
you of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. By your grace’s 
pardon. [Exit. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element i|i her, 
my lord: she is never sad but when she sleepai, and 
not ever sad then; for I have heard my daughttt say, 
she hath often dreamed of unhappiness and waked 
herself with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon, 0, b^ no means: she mocks all her wooers 
out of suit. 
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D. Pedro. She were aa excellent wife for Benedick. 

Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a week 
married, they would talk themselves mad. 

D. Pedro. County ChtUdio, when mean you to co to 
church ? 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord: time goes ou crutches 
till love have all his rites. 

1^1. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is hence 
a just seven-night; and a time too biief, too, to have 
all things answer my mind. 

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a 
breathing ; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time shall 
not go dully by us. I will in the interim undertake 
one of Hercules’ labours; which is, to liriiig Signior 
Benedick and the Lady Beatrice into a mountain of 
affection the one with the other. 1 would fain have it 
a match, and I doubt not but to fashion it, if you three 
will but minister such assistance as I shall give you 
direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten 
nights’ watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 


D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? 

Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to help 
my cousin to a good husliand. 

D. Pedro And Benedick is not the unhopefuUest 
husband that I know. Thus far can I praise him; he 
is of a noble .strain, of approved valour, and confirmed 
honesty. J will teach you how to humour your cousin, 
that slie shall fall in love with Benedick ; and I, with 
your two helps, will so practise on Benedick that, in 
dcB))ite of his quick wit and his queasy stomach, he 
shall fall in love with Beatrice. If we can do this, 
Cupid is no longer an archer : his glory shall be ours, 
for we arc the only love-gods. Go in with me, and I 
will tell jou lay diift. {^Exeunt. 

Scene II — The same 
Enter Don John and Bouachio 

X>. John. It IS so ; the Count Claudio shall marry 
the daughter of lAjonato. 

Bora. Yea, my lord; but I can cross it. 

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment, will 



be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure to him, 
and whatsoever comes athwart his affection ranges evenly 
with mine. How canst thou cross this marriage ^ 

■ Bora. Not honestly, my lord; but so covertly that 
no dishonesty shsdl apiiear in me. 

D. John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. I think I told your lordship a year since, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting 
gentlewoman to Ilera 

D. John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her lady’s chamber window. 

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of this 
marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go 
you to the prince your brother; spare not to tell him 
that he hath wronged his honour in manying the 
renowned Claudio— whose estimation do you mightily 
hold up — ^to a contaminated stale, such a one as Hero. 


B. John. What proof shall I make of that’ 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato. Ixiok you for 
anv other issue ? 

I). John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
any thing. 

Bora. Go, then; find me a meet hour to draw Don 
Pedro and the Count Claudio alone : tell them that you 
know that Hero loves me; intend a kind of zeal both 
to the prince and Claudio, os — in love of your brother’s 
honour, who hath made this match, and his friend’s 
reputation, who is thus like to be cozened with the 
semblance of a maid — that you have discovered thus. 
They will scarcely believe this without trial : offer them 
instances ; which shall bear no less likelihood than to 
see me at her chamber-window, hear me call Margaret 
Hero, hear Margaret term me Claudio ; and bring them 
to sec this the very night before the intended wedding: 
for in the meantime 1 will so fashion the matter that 
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Hero shall be absent, and there shall appear such 
seeming truth of Hero’s disloyalty that jeuousy shall 
be called assurance, and all the preparation overthrown. 

D. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, I 
will put it in practice. Be cunning in the working this, 
and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and my 
cunning shall not shame me. 

D. John. I will presently go learu their day of 
marriage. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Leonato’s orchard. 

Enter Benedick. 

Bene. Boy ! 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. Signior ? 

B^. In my chamber- window lies a book : bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

jBew. I know that; but I would have thee hence, 
and here again. [Ant Boy-I I do much wonder that 
one man, seeing how much another man is a fool when 
he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath 
laughed at such shallow follies in others, become the 
argument of his own scorn by falling in love : and such 
a man is Claudio. I have known when there was no 
music with him but the drum and the fife; and now 
had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe: I have 
known when he would have walked ten mile afoot to 
see a good armour ; and now will ho lie ten nights 
awake, carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was 
wont to speak plain and to the purpose, like an honest 
man and a soldier; and now is he turned orthography; 
his words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many 
strange dishes. May I be so converted and see with 
these eyes ? I cannot tell ; 1 think not : I will not be 
sworn Wt love may transform me to an oyster; hut I’ll 
take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster of me, 
he shaU never make me such a fool. One woman is 
fair, yet I am well ; another is wise, yet I am well ; 
another virtuous, yet I am well; but till all graces be 
in one woman, one woman shall not come in my grace. 
lUch she shall be, that’s certain ; wise, or I’ll none ; 
virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her; fair, or I’ll never 
look on her ; mild, or come not near me ; noble, or 
not I for an angel; of good discourse, an excellent 
musician, and her hair shall be of what colour it please 
God. Ha ! the prince and Monsieur Love ! I will hide 
nw in the arbour. [Withdraws, 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato. 

Z). Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ? 

Claud.^ Yea, my good lord. How still the evening is. 
As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony ! 

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himself? 

Claud. 0, very well, my lord : the music ended. 

We’ll fit the kid-fox with a pennyworth. 

Enier Balthasar vrith Mueie. 

P- Pedro. Come, Balthasar, we’ll hear that song again. 

Balth. 0, good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 

D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency 
To put a strange face on his own perfection. 

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no noTore. 

Balth. Because you talk of wooing I will sing; 

Since many a wooer doth commence bis suit 


To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes. 

Yet will he swear he loves. 

D. Pedro. Now, pray thee, come; 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument. 

Do it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes; 

There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the noting. 

D. Pedro. Why, these are very crotchets that he speaks; 
Note, notes, forsooth, and nothing. [Air. 

Bene. Now, divine air! now is his soul ravished! 
Is it not strange that sheeps’ guts should hole souls out 
of men’s bodies? Well, a horn for my money, when 
all’s done. 

The Sony. 

Balth. Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more. 

Men were deceivers ever. 

One foot in sea and one on shore. 

To one thing constant never: 

Then sigh not so, but let them go. 

And 1» you blithe and bonny. 

Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no moe, 

Of dumps ^ so dull and heavy; jumwu 
The fraud of men was ever so, 

Since summer first was leafy : 

Then sigh not so, &c. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Ha, no, no, faith ; thou singest well 
enough for a shift 

Bene. An he had been a dog that should have howled 
thus, they would have hanged him: and I piny God 
his bad voice bode no mischief. I bad as lief have 
heard the night raven, come what plague could have, 
come after it. 

D. Pedro. Yea, marry,, dost thou hear, Balthasar’ 

I pray thee, get us some excellent music ; for to-morrow 
night wc would have it at the I.iady Hero’s chamber- 
window. 

Balth. The best I can, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell. [Exil Balthasar^ Come 
hither, Leonato. What was it you told me of to-day, tliat 
your niece Beatrice was in love with Signior Benedick? 

Claud. 0, ay : stalk on, stalk on ; the fowl sits. I 
did never think that lady would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful that 
she should so dote on Signior Benedick, whom she hath 
in all outward behaviours seemed ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is’t possible ? Sits the wind in that comer ? 

Leon. By my trotfi, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it: but that she loves him with an enraged 
affection ; it is past the infinite of thought. 

D. Pedro. May bo she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O God, counterfeit ! There was never counter- 
feit of passion came so near the liib of passion a4 she 
discovers it. 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she? 

Claud. Bait the hook well; this fish will bite. 

Leon. What effects, my lord? She will sit you, you 
heard my daughter tdl you how. 

Claud. She did, inde^ 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pra}r ^ou ? You amaze me : 

1 would have thought her spint had been invincible 
against all assaults of affection. 
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Leon, I would have sworn it had, iny lord , especially 
against Benedick. 

Bene, I should think this a gull, but that the white- 
bearded fellow speaks it! knavery cannot, sure, hide 
himself in sucli reverence. 

Claud, He hath ta’eii the infection: hold it up 

JD. Pedro, Hath she made her affection known to 
Benedick 7 

Leon, No, and swears she never will: that's her 
torment. 

Claud, Tis true, indeed; so your daughter says, 
‘Shall 1/ says she, ‘that have so oft encountered liim 
with scorn, write to him tliat I love him ^ ’ 

Leon, This says she now when she is beginmng to 


write to him; lor she’ll be up twenty times a night, 
and tlicre will she sit in her smock till she have wnt 
a sheet of p«ipei my daughter tells us all 

Claud Now you talk ot a sheet ot paper, I remember 
a pretty jest your daugliter told us of. 

Leon. O, when she had wiit it and was leading it 
over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between the slicet ? 

Claud That 

Leon O, she tore tlie letter into a thousand half- 
pence ; railed at herself, that she should be so immodest 
to write to one that she knew would flout her ; ‘ J 
measure him,* says she, 'by my own spirit, for I should 
flout him, it he wiit to me, vea, though 1 love him, 
I should.* 



Claud, Then down upon hei knees she falls, wec])s, 
sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses, ‘O 
sweet Benedick ! God give me patience ' ’ 

Lem, She doth indeed; my daughter says so. and 
the ecstasy hath so much overborne her that my daughter 
is sometimes afeard she will do a desperate outrage to 
herself: it is very true. 

D, Pedro, It were good that Benedick knew of it 
by some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud, To what end 7 He would make but a spoit 
of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

D, Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to liang 
him. She's an excellent sweet lady; and, out of all 
suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 


D Pedro, In e\cry thing but in loMng Benedick 
Lion 0, my lord, wisdom and blood combating in 
so tender a body, wc have ten proofs to one that blood 
hath the victory I am sorry for her, as I have just 
cause, being her uncle and her guardian 

2? Pedro I w’ould she had bestowed this dotage on 
me: T would have duffed all other respects and made 
her half myself I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and 
hear w'hat a* will say. 

Leo7i Were it good, think you ^ 

Claud, Hero thinks surely she will die • for she says 
she will die, if he love her not ; and she will die, ere she 
make her love knowm ; and she will die, if he woo her, 
rather than she will bate one breath of her accustomed 
crossness. 
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D. Fedro. She doth well ; if she should make tender 
of her love, 'tis very possible he’ll scorn it; for the 
man, as you know all, hath a contemptible spirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

D. Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward happiness. 

Claud. Before God ! and, in my mind, veiy wisa 

D. Pedro. He doth indeed show some sparks that 
are like wit. 

Claud. And I take him to be valiant 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you: and in the 
managing of quarrels you may say he is vrise; for 
either he avoids them with great discretion, or under- 
takes them with a most Christian-like fear. 

Leon. If he do fear God, a’ must necessarily keep 
peace: if he break the peace, he ought to enter into a 
quarrel with fear and trembling. 

D. Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man doth fear 
God, howsoever it seems not in him by some laige 
jests he will make. Well, I am sorry for your niece. 
Shall we go seek Benedick, and tell him of her level 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord: let her wear it 
out with good counsel 

Leon. Nay, that’s impossible: she may wear her 
heart out first 

D. Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by your 
daughter: let it cool the while. I love Benedick well; 
and I could wish he would modestly examine himself, 
to see how much he is unworthy so good a lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk? dinner is ready. 

Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. 

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for her ; 
and that must your daughter and her gentlewomen 
carry. The sport will be, when they hold one an opinion 
of another’s dotage, and no such matter: that’s the 
scene that I would see, which will be merely * a * 
dumb-show. Let us send her to call him in to dinner. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato. 

Sene. [Coming forward^ This can be no trick : the 
conference was sadly borne. They have the tinith of 
this from Hero. They seem to pity the lady: it seems 
her affections have their full bent. Love me! why, it 


[Act II. 

must bo requited. I hear how I am censured: they 
say I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the love 
come from her; they say, too, that she will rather die 
than give any sign of affection. I did never think to 
marry: I must not seem proud: happy are they that 
hear their detractions, and can put them to mending. 
They say the lady is fair; ’tis a truth. I can bear 
them witness: and virtuous; ’tis so, I cannot reprove 
it: and wise, but for loving me; by my troth, it is no 
addition to her wit, nor no great aigument of her folly, 
for I will be horribly in love with W. I may chance 
have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on 
me. because I have railed so long against marriage : but 
doth not the appetite alter? a man loves the meat in 
his youth that he cannot endure in his age. Shall 
quips and sentences and these paper bullets of the 
brain awe a man from the career of his humour? No, 
the world must be peopled. When I said I would die 
a bachelor, I did not tliiiik I should live till I were 
married. Here comes Beatrice. By this day! she’s a 
fair lady: I do spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. Against my will I am sent to bid you come 
in to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks than 
on take pains to thank me: if it had been painful, 
would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure then in the message t 
Beod. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
knife’s point, and choke a daw withal. You have no 
stomach, signior : fare you well. [Exit 

Bene. Ha I 'Against my will I am sent to bid you 
come in to dinner; there’s a double meaning in that 
'I took no more pains fur those thanks than you took 
pains to thank me ; ’ that’s as much as to say. Any 
pains that I take for you is as easy os thanks. If I 
do not take pity of her, I *am a villain ; if I do not 
love her, I am a Jew. I will go get her picture. 

[Exit. 




ACT III. 


Scene I. — Leonato’s garden. 


Elder Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour; 

There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 

Proposing • with tlie prince and Claudio : • duo»m»iii* 

Whisper her ear and tell her, I and Ursula 

Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 

Is all of her; say that thou overlieard’st us; 

And hid her steal into the pleached bower. 

Whore honeysuckles, ripen’d by the sun. 

Forbid the sun to enter; like favourites, 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it: there will she hide her. 
To listen our purpose.* This is thy office ; ' i>nec«it» 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, presently. 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come. 

As we do trace this alley up and down. 

Our talk must only be of Benedick. 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit: 

My talk to thee must be how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter 
Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made. 

That only wounds by hearsay. 

Eaier Beatrice, htkind. 

Now begin; 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Uft. The pleasant’st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her ralden oars the silver stream, 

And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine oovertura 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 


Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. 

[ApproeuMng the bower. 
No, truly, Uisula, she is too disdaintul; 

I know her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards' of the rock. lutwiu 

Urs. But are you sure 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely? 

Hero. So says the prince and my new-trothed lord. 
Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam? 
Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it; 
But I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 

To wish him wrestle with affection. 

And never to let Beatrice know it 

Urs. Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full as fortunate a bed 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon? 

Hero. 0 god of love ! I know he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man: 

But Nature never framed a woman’s heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice; 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes. 

Misprising what they look on, and her wit 

Values itself so highly that to her 

All matter else seems weak: she cannot love. 

Nor take no shape nor project of affection. 

She is so self-endeared. 

Urs. Sure, I think so; 

And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport of it. 

Hero. Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured, 

But she would spell him backward: if fair-faced. 

She would swear the gentleman should be her sister; 

If black, why. Nature, drawing of an antique, 

Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-headed; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut ; 
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If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 

If silent, why, a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 
Hero, No, not to be so odd and from all fashions 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 

But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak; 

She would mock me into air; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 

Therefore let Benedick, like, cover’d fire. 

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly: 

It were, a better death than die with mocks, 

Which 13 as bad as die with tickling. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it : liear what she will say. 
Hero. No ; ratlier I will go to Benedick. 

And counsel him to figlit against his passion. 

And, truly. I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : one doth not know 
IIow much an ill wortl may empoison liking. 



Urs. 0, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 

She cannot be so much without true judgment — 
Having so swift* and excellent a wit 
As she is Jirized to have — as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 

Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy : Signior Benedick, 

For shape, for bearing, ailment and valour. 

Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name 
Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it 
When are you married, madam? 

Hero. Why, every day, to-morrow. Come, go in: 
I'll show thee some attires, and have thy counsel 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs. She’s limed,* I warrant you : we have 
caught her, madam. 

Hero. If it proves so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

[Bxeunt Hero and Ursula 


[Act III. 

Beat. [Coming forward!] What lire is in mine ears ^ 
can this be true ? 

Stand 1 condemn'd for pride and scorn so much? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 

And, Benedick, love on; I will requite thee, 

Taming my wild heart to thy lo^'^ng hand : 

If thou dost love, my kindne'ss shall incite thco 
To bind our loves up in a holy band; 

For others say thou dost deserve, and I 

Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit 

Scene II. — A room in Leonato's house. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and Lkonato 

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your man*iagc be con- 
summate, and then go I toward An-agoii. 

Claxid. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll vouch- 
safe me. 

D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in the 
new gloss of your marriage, as to show a child his nc\v 
coat and forbid him to wear it. I will only be bold witli 
Benedick for his company ; for, from the crown of his 
head to the sole of his foot, he is all mirth . lie liutli 
twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow-string, and the little 
hangman* dare not shoot at him ; lie hath a lieart * 
as sound as a bell and his tongue is the clapper, for 
what his heart thinks, his tongue speaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as 1 have been. 

Leon. So say I: methiuks you are sadder. 

Claud. I hope he be in love. 

D. Pedro. Hang liim, truant ’ there's no true drop of 
blood in him, to be truly touched with love . if he l»e 
sad, he wants money. 

Bene 1 have the toothache 
D Pedro. Draw it 
Bene. Hang it ! 

Claud. You must liang it first, and draw it afterwards 
D. Pedro. What ' sigh foi> the toothache ? 

Ijcon Whore is but a humour or a worm 
Bene AVell, every one can master a grief but he tliat 
lias it 

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love 
D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
unless it be a fan(*y that he hath to strange disguises , 
as, to be a Dutchman to-day, a Frenchman to-morrow, or 
in the shape of two countries at once, as, a German from 
the waist downward, all slops ; and a Spaniard from tlio 
hip upward, no doublet. Unless he have a fancy to this 
foolery, as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as 
you w'ould have it appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, there 
is no believing old signs : a' brushes his hat o' mornings ; 
what should that bode ? 

J). Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber’s ? 
Claud. No, but tlie barber's man hath been seen with 
him, and the old ornament of his cheek has already 
stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leem Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by the 
loss of a beard. 

D. Pedro. Nay, a’ rubs himself with civet : can you 
smell him out by that? ' 

Claud. Thai’s as much as to say, the sweet youth’s 
in love. 

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melanchofy. 
Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face ? 

D. Pedro. Yea, dt to paint himself? for the which, I 
hear what they say of him. 
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Clavd, Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is now 
crept into a lute-string, and now governed by stops. 

I?, Pedro, Indeed, that -'tells a heavy tale for him ; 
conclude, conclude he is in love. 

Clavd, Nay, but I know who loves him. 

I) , Pedro, That would I know too : 1 warrant, one 
that knows him not. 

Clavd, Yes, and his ill conditions; and, in despite of 
all, dies for him. 

D. Pedro, She shall be buried with her face upwards. 

Bene, Yet is this no charm for the toothache. Old 
signior, walk aside with me : 1 liave studied eight or nine 
wise words to speak to you, which the.se hobby-horses 
must not hear. \^Exmnt Benedick and Leonato, 

D, Pedro, For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice. 

Claud. 'Tis even so. Hero and Margaret have by 
this played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two 
bears will not bite one another when they meet. 

Enter Don John. 

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you 1 

D. Pedro. Good den, brother. 

IJ. John. If your leisure served, I would speak with you. 

D. Pedro. In private? 

D. John. If it please you : yet Count Claudio may 
lioar; for what T would speak of concerns him. 

D. Pedro. What's the matter ? 

D. John. [^To Clavdio.‘\ Means your lordship to be 
married to-morrow ? 

T). Pedro. You know he does. 

J) . John 1 know not that, when he knows what 1 
know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you dis- 
cover it. 

1). John. You may think I love you not: let that 
apj)ear liereafter, and aim better at me by that I now 
will maiiife&t. For my brother, I think he holds you 
well; and in dearness of lieart hath holp to effect your 
(Misuing marriage : surely suit ill spent and labour ill 
bestowed. 

I) . Pidro. Why, what’s the matter? 

J) . John. 1 came hither to tell you ; and, circum- 
stances shortened, for she has been too long a talking of, 
the lady is disloyal. 

Claud. Wlio, Hero? 

D. John. Even she ; Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, every 
man’s Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal ? 

D. John. Tlie word is too good to paint out her 
wickedness ; 1 could say she were worse ; think you of 
a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder not till 
further warrant : go but with me to-night, yoit shall sec 
her chamber-window entered, even the night before her 
wedding-day : if you love her then, to-morrow wed her : 
but it would better fit your honour to change your mind. 

Claud. May this be so ? 

D. Pedro. 1 will not think it. 

D. John, If you dare not trust that you see. confess 
not that you know : if you will follow me, I will show 
you enough ; and when you have seen more and heard 
more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud, If I see any thing to-night why I should not 
marry her to-morrow, in the congregation, where I should 
wed, there will I shame her. 

D, Pedro, And, as 1 wooed for thee to obtain her, I 
will join with thee to disgrace her. 

D. John, I will disparage her no farther till you are 


my witnesses: bear it coldly but till midnight, and let the 
issue show itself. 

D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned ! 

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting! 

D, John. O plague right w'ell prevented ! so will you 
say when you have seen the sequel. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — A street. 

Enter Dogbeuky ami Verges with the Watch. 

Dog. Are you good men and true ? 

Perg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should suffer 
salvation, body and soul. 

Dog. Nay, that were a punishment too good for them, 
if tlicy should have any allegiance in them, being chosen 
for the prince’s watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dog- 
berry. 

Dog. First, who think you the most dcsartless man 
to be constable ? 

First Watch. Hugh Otecake, sir, or George Seacole : 
for they can write and read. 

Dog. Come hither, neighbour Seacole. God hath 
blessed you with a good name ; to be a well-favoured 
man is the gift of fortune ; but to write and read comes 
by nature. 

Sec. Watch. Both which, master constable— 

Dog. You have : I knew it would be your answer. 
Well, fur your favour, sir, why, give God thanks, and 
make no boast of it: and for your wTiting and reading, 
let that appear %vhen there is no need uf such vanity. 
You arc thought here to the most senseless and fit 

man for the constable of the watch ; therefore bear you 
the lantern. This is your charge ; you sliall compndiend 
all vagrom men ; you are to bid any man stand, in 
the prince’s name. 

Sec. Watch. How if a* will not stand ? 

Dog. Why, then, take no note of him, but let him 
go; and presently call the rest of the watch together, and 
thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is 
none of the prince’s subjects. 

Dog. True, and they are to meddle witli none but tlie 
prince’s subjects. You shall also make no noise in the 
streets ; for for the watch to babble and to talk is most 
tolerable and not to be endured. 

Watch, We wdll rather sleep than talk : wp know 
what belongs to a watch. 

Dog. Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet 
watchman; for I cannot see how sleeping should offend; 
only, have a care that your bills be not stolen. Well, 
you arc to call at all the ale-houses, and bid those that 
are drunk get them to bed. 

Watch. How if they will not? 

Dog. Why, then, let them alone till they are sober: 
if they make you not then the better answer, you may 
say they are not the men you took them for. 

Watch. Well, sir. 

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, by 
virtue of your oHice, to be no true man : and, for such 
kind of men, the less you meddle or make with them, 
why, the more is for your honesty. 

Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we not 
lay hands on him ? 

Dog. Truly, by your office you may : but I think 
they that touch pitch will be defiled : the most peace- 
able way for you, if you do take a thief, is to let him 
show himself what he is, and steal out of your company. 

19 



146 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


[Act III. 


Vtrg. You liave been always culled a merciful man, 
partner. 

Log. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will, 
much more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Vtrg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you must 
call to the nurse and bid her still it. 

Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will not 
hear us t 

Dog. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the child 
wake her w'ith crying; for the ewe that will not hear 
her lamb when it baes, wiU never answer a calf when he 
bleats. 

Vtrg. ’Tis very tnie. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge : you, constable. 


are to present the prince’s own person : if you meet the 
prince in the night you may stay him. 

Vtrg. Nay, by’r lady, that I think a’ cannot. 

Dog. Five shillings to one on’t, with any man that 
knows the statues, he may stay him : marry, not with- 
out the prince be willing; for, indeed, the watch ought 
to offend no man; and it is an offence to stay a man 
against his will. 

Verg. By’r Lady, I think it be so. 

Dog. Ha, ah, ha ! Well, masters, good night ; an there 
be any matter of weight chances, call up me : keep your 
fellows’ counsels and your own ; and good night. Come, 
neighbour. 

Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge : let us go 



sit here upon the church-bench till two, and then all to 
bed. 

Dog. One word more, honest neighbours. I pray you, 
watch about Signior L^nato’s door ; for the wedding 
being there to-morrow, there is a great coil to-night. 
Adieu : be vigitant, I beseech you. [Exeunt Do^terry and 
Verges. 

Enter Borachio and COMRADE. 

Bora. What, Conrade! 

Watch. [Aeide.'] Peace, stir not 

Bora. Conrade, I say! 

Cbn. Here, man : 1 am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Maas, and my elboyr itched; I thought there 
would a scab follow. 


Con. I will owe thee- an answer for that: and now 
forward with thy tale. 

Bora. Stand thee close, then, under this pothouse, 
for it drizzles rain; and 1 will, like a true dhinkard, 
utter all to thee. 

Watch. [Aaide^ Some treason, masters : yit stand 
close. 

Bora. Therefore know I have earned of Don' John a 
thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villany should be so 
dear. 

Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask if it were pcmible 
any villany should be so rich; for when rich villains 
have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what price 
they will. 
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Cm. I wonder at it 

Bofra. That shows thou art unconfirmed. Tiiou know- 
est that the fashion pf a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak, is 
nothing to a man. 

Con, Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora. I mean, the fashion. 

Con, Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say the fool's the fool. 
13ut seest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion is? 

fFateh. \Aside.'\ I know that Deformed; a’ has been 
a vile thief this seven year; a* goes up and down like 
a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No ; 'twas the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief 
this fashion is ? how giddily a’ turns about all the hot 
bloods between fourteen and five-and-thirty ? sometimes 
fashioning them like Pharaoh's soldiers in the ‘reeky •■“’"r- 
painting, sometime like god Bel’s priests in the old church* 
window, sometime like the shaven Hercules in the smirched 
worm-eaten tapestry, where his codpiece seems as massy 
as his club? 

Con. All this I see ; and I see that the fashion wears 
out more apparel than the man. But art not thou thy- 


self giddy with the fashion too, that thou hast shifted 
out of thy tale into telling me of the fashion ? 

Bora. Not so, neither : but know that I have to-night 
wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero : she leans me out at her mistress’ cham- 
ber-window, bids me a thousand times good night — I 
tell this tale vilely; I should first tell thee how the 
prince, Claudio, and my master, planted and placed and 
possessed by my master Don John, saw afar off in the 
orchard this amiable encounter. 

Cm. And thought they Margaret was Hero? 

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio : but 
the devil my master knew she was Margaret ; and partly 
by his oaths, which first possessed them, partly by the 
dark night, which did deceive them, but chiefly by my 
villany, which did confirm any slander that Don John 
had made, away went Claudio enraged; swore he would 
meet her, as he was appointed, next morning at the 
temple, and there, before the whole congregation, shame 
her with what he saw o’er night, and send her home 
again without a husband. 

First Watch. We charge you, in the prince’s name, 
stand! 

Su. Watch. Call up the right master constable. We 



have here recovered the most dangerous piece of lechery 
that ever was known in the commonwealth. 

First Watch. And one Deformed is one of them : I 
know him ; a’ ufears a lock. 

Cm. Masters, masters — 

See. Watch. You’ll be made bring Deformed forth, I 
wurant you. 

Can, Masters — 

First Watch, Never speak : we charge you let us obey 
you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being 
taken up of these men’s bills. 

Cm. A commodity in question, I warrant you. Come, 
we’ll obey you. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Hero's apartment. 

Enter Hero, Maroaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and 
desire her to rise. 

Vrs. I wiU, lady 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Hrs. Well. [Arft. 


Marg. Troth, I think your other rabato were better. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, 's not so good ; and I warrant 
your cousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin’s a fool, and thou art another ; I’ll 
wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the 
hair were a thought browner; and your gown’s a most 
rare fashion, i’ faith. I saw the duchess of Milan’s 
gown that they praise so. 

Hero. 0, that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth, 's but a night-gown in respect 
of yours : cloth o’ gold, and cuts, and laced with silver, 
set with pearls, down sleeves, side sleeves,^ 
and skirts, round underborne with a bluish tinsel : but for 
a fine, quaint, graceful, and excellent fashion, your's is 
worth ten on’t. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it! for my heart is 
exceeding heavy. 

Mary. 'Twill be heavier soon by the weight of a man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee ! art not ashamed ? 

Marg. Of what, lady ? of speaking honourably ? Is 
not marriage honourable in a wggar? Is not your lord 
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honourable without marriage ? I think you would have 
me say, ‘saving your reverence, a husband an bad think- 
ing do not wrest true speaking, I’ll otlend nobody: is 
there any harm in 'the heavier for a husband?' None, 
I think, an it be the right husband and the riglit wife ; 
otherwise 'tis light, and not heavy : ask niy Lady Beatiice 
else; here she comes. 

EnUr Beatrice. 

Hero, Good morrow, coz. 

BcaL Good monx)w, sweet Hero. 

Hero, Why, how now ? do you speak in the sick 
tune ^ 

BmL I am out of all other tune, nicthinks. 

Marg. Clap’s into ‘ Light o’ love ; ’ tliat goes without 
a burden: do you sing it, and I’ll dance it. 

BtaL Ye light o’ love, with your lieels ! then, if your 
husband have stables enough, you’ll sec he shall lack no 
barns. • ® 

Marg, 0 illegitimate construction ! I scorn that wuth 
my heels. 

Beat, *Tis almost five o’clock, cousin; ’tis time you 
were ready. By iny troth, I am exceeding ill : heigh-ho I 

Manj, For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ! 

Beat, For the letter that begins them all, H. ® 

Marg. Well, an you. be not turned Turk, there’s no 
more sailing by the star. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow ? 

Marg, Nothing I ; but God send every one their 
heart’s desire 1 

Hero, These gloves the count scut me ; they arc an 
excellent perfume. 

Beat I am stuffed, cousin ; I cannot smell. 

Marg, A maid, and stuffed ! there’s goodly catching 
of cold. 

Beat, 0, God help jne! God help me! how long 
have you professed apprehension ^ 

Marg, Ever since you left it. Doth not my wit 
become me rarely ? 

Beat, It is not seen enough, you should wear it in 
your cap. By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg Get you some of this distilled Carduus Bene- 
dictus, and lay it to your heart ! it is the only thing for 
a qualm. 

Hero, There thou prickest her with a thistle. 

Beat, Bcnedictus I why Benedictus ? you have some 
moral in this Benedictus. 

Marg, Moral ! no, by my troth, I have no moral 
meaning ; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may think 
perchance that I think you are in love : nay, by’r lady, 
1 am not such a fool to think what I list, nor I list 
not to think what I can, nor indeed I cannot think, if I 
would think my heart out of ihinkiri?, that you are in 
love, or that you will be in love, or tliat you can be in 
love. Yet Benedick was such another, and now is he 
become a man : he swore he would never marry, and 
yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats his meat with- 
out grudging : and how you may be converted I know 
not, but methink.s you look with your eyes as other 
women do. 

Beat, What pace is this that thy tongue keeps? 

Marg, Not a false gallop. 

Be-enter Ursula. 

Urs, Madam, withdraw: the prince, the count, Signior 
Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of the town, 
are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero, Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, good 
Ursula. [Exeunt. 


[Act hi. 


Scene V. — Another room tn Leonato’s house. 


Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges. 

Leon, What would you with me, honest neighbour? 

l)og. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence with 
you that decerns you nearly. 

Leon, Brief, I pray you ; for you see it is a busy 
time with me. 

Dog, Marry, this it is, sir, 

Verg, Yes, in trutli it is, sir. 

Leon, What is it, my good Iriends ? 

Dog Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off the mat- 
ter : an old man, sir, and lus wits are not so blunt as, 
God help, I would desire they were; but, in faith, hontst 
as the skill betw'een his brows. 

Verg, Ves, I thank God I am as honest as any man 
living that is an old man and no honester than I. 

Dog, Comparisons are odorous : palabras \ 
neighbour Verges. 

Lco7i, Neighbours, you are tedious. 



Dog, It pleases your worship to say so, but we are 
the poor duke’s officers ; but truly, for mine own part, if 
I were as tedious as a king, I could find it in my heart 
to bestow it aU of your worship. 

Leon, All thy tediousuess on me, ah ? 

Dog. Yea, an ’twere a thousand pound more tliun 
'tis ; for I hear as good exclamation on your woi-ship as 
of any man in tlie city ; and though 1 be but a poor 
man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verg, And so iflfn L 

Leon, I w'ould fain know what you have to say. 

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting your 
w^orship's presence, ha’ ta'en a couple of as arrant knaves 
as any in Messina. 

Dog. A good old man, sir ; he will be talking : as they 
say. When the age is in, the wit is out: Qnd helj) 
us 1 it is a world to see. Well said, i' faith, nitighboiir 
Verges : well, God’s a good man ; an two men ride 
of a horse, one must ride tehind. An honest soul, i’ faith, 
sir ; by my troth he is, as ever broke bread ; but God 
is to be worshipped ; all men are not alike ; alas, 
good neighbour! 

Leo 7 h. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of you. 

Dog, Gifts I that God gives. 

Leon, I must leave you. 

Dog, One word, sir; our watch, sir, have indeed 
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comprehended two aspicioua persons, and we would 
have them this morning examined before your worship. 

Leon. Take their^ examination yourself and bring it 
me : I am now in great haste, as it may appear unto you. 

Dog. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well. 

Enter a Me.sseiiger. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your daughter 
to her husband. ^ 


Leon. I'll wait upon them: I am ready. 

[Exeunt Leonato arid Messenger. 

Dog. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis Seacole; 
bid him bring his pen and iiikhom to the gaol : we are 
now to examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dog. We will spare for no wit, 1 warrant you; here’s 
that shall drive some of them to a noncome : only get 
the learned writer to set down our excommunication and 
meet me at the gaol. [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

Scene I . — A church. 


Enter Don Pepuo, Don John, Leonato, Friar Francis, 

Claudio, Benedick, Hero, Beatrice, and attendants. 

Leon. Come, Friar Francis, be brief; only to the plain 
form of marriage, and you shall recount their particular 
duties afterwards. 

Fnar You come hitlicr, my lord, to many this lady. 

Claud. No. 

Leon. To be married to her : friar, you come to 
marry her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to this 
count. 

Hero. I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impediment 
why you should not be conjoined, 1 charge you. on 
your souls, to utter it. 

Claud, Know you any, Hero? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, count ? 

Leon. 1 dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. 0, what men dare do I what men may do ! 
what men daily do, not knowing what they do ' 

Bene. How now ! interjections ? Why, then, some 
be of laughing, as, ah, ha, he ! 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar. Father, hy your leave: 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud, And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 

May counterpoise this rich and precious gift? 

D. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again. 


Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank- 
fulness. 

There, Leonato, take her back again : 

Give not this rotten orange to your friend; 

She's but the sign and semblance of her honour. 

Behold how like a maid she blushes here! 

O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ' 

Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear. 

All you that see her, that she were a maid, 

By these exterior shows? But she is none; 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed; 

Her blush is guiltiness, not mqdesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ? 

Claud. Not to be mairied, 

Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof, 

Have vanquish'd the resistance of her youth, 

And made defeat of her virginity — 

Claud. I know what you would say: if 1 have 
known her, 

You will say slic did embrace me as a husband, 

And so extenuate the 'forehand sin: 

No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ; 

But, as a brother to his sister, show'd 
Bashful sincerity and comely love. 

Hero. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you? 

Claud. Out on thee ! Seeming I I will write against it : 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb, 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 
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Dut you arc more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide ? 
Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 

D. Pedro. What should I speak ? 

I .stand dishonour'd, that liave gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 

Leon. Are these things spoken, or do 1 but dream? 
D. John. Sir, they arc spoken, and these things are 
true. 

lieiu. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True ! O God 1 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 

Is tills the prince ? is this the prince’s brother ? 

Is this face Hero’s ? are our eyes our own ? 

Leo7i,. All this is so: but what of this, my lord? 
Clavd. Let me but move one question to your 
daughter : 

And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
Tliat you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 
Hero. 0, God defend me 1 how am I beset ! 

What kind of catechising call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name. 
Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero; 

Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What man was he talk'd with you yesternight 
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one? 

Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero I talk’d with no man at that hour, my lord. 
D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden, lieonato, 

I am sorry you must hear: upon mine honour. 

Myself, my brother, and this grieved count 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window; 

Who hath indeed, most like a liberal* villain, 

Confess'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

2>. John. Fie, fie ! they are not to be named, my lord. 
Not to be spoke of : 

There is not chastity enough in language 
Without offence to utter them. Thus, pretty lady, 

I am sorry for thy much misgovemment. 

Claud. 0 Hero, what a Hero hadst thou been. 

If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts and counsels of thy heart’ 

But fare thee well, most foul, most fair! farewell, 

Thou pure impiety and impious purity ! 

For thee I’ll lock up all the gates of love, 

And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang. 

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm. 

And never shall it more be gracious.* Aunett** 

Leon. Hath no man’s da^r here a point for me? 

[Hero swoons. 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin! wherefore sink you 
down? 

D. John. Come, let us go. These things, come thus 
to light, 

Smother her spirits up. 

[BBemt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claudio. 
Bene. How doth the lady? 

BeeU. Dead, I think. Help, uncle! 

Hero I why, Hero I Uncle ! Signior Benedick ! JMar I 
Leon. 0 Fate! take not away thy heavy hand. 
Death is the fairest eover for her shame 
That may be wish’d for. 


Beat. How now, cousm Hero! 

Friar. Have comfort, lady. 

Z«an. Dost thou look up? 

Friar. Yea, wherefore should she not? 

Leon. Wherefore ! Why, doth not every earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood? 

Do not live. Hero, do not ope thine eyes: 

For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die, 

Tliought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shamc.<i. 
Myself w’ould, on the rearward of reproaches. 

Strike at thy life. Grieved I, I had but one? 

Chid I for tliat at frugal nature’s frame?* 4Aiiomn«. 
O, one too much by thee! Why had 1 one? 

Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 

Why had 1 not with charitable hand 
Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates. 

Who smirch’d thus and mired with infamy, 

I might have said 'No part of it is mine; 

This shame derives itself from unknown loins?’ 

But mine, and mine I loved, and mine I praised. 

And mine that I was proud on, mine so much 
That I myself was to myself not mine, 

Valuing of her — ^why, she, O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again 
And salt too little which may season give 
To her foul-tainted flesh! 

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient. 

For my part, I am so attired in wonder, 

1 know not what to say. 

Beat. 0, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night f 
Beat. No, truly not; although, until last night, 

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d! O, that is stronger maile 
Wliich was before barr’d up with ribs of iron! 

Would the two princes lie, and Claudio lie, 

Who loved her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash’d it with tears? Hence from her! let her die. 

Friar. Hear me a little; for I have only been 
Silent so long and given way unto 

This course of fortune 

By noting of the lady I have mark’d 
A thousand blushing ap 2 >aritions 
To start into her face, a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness beat away those blushes; 

And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire. 

To bum the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool; 

Trust not my reading nor my observations. 

Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book;* trust not my age, 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity — 

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error.' 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be. 

Thou seest that all the grace that she hath left ' 

Is that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury; she not denies it: t 

Why seek’st thou then to cover wiUi excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accused of? 
Hero. They know that do accuse me ; I knoHr none : 
If I know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, < 

Let all my sinq lock mercy! 0 my father. 

Prove you that any man with me conversed 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
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Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Kefuse mo, hate me, torture me to death' 

Frutr. There is some strange misprision in the 
princes. 

Bcfie. Two of them have tlie very bent of honour; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 

Tlie practice of it lives in John the bastard, 

Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies. 

Leon. I know not. If they speak but truth of her. 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour. 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine. 

Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made sucli havoc of my means, 

Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends. 

But they shall find, awaked in such a kind. 

Both strength of limb and policy of mind, 

Ability in means and choice of friends. 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Friar. Pause awhile. 

And lot my counsel sway you in tln.s case. 

Your daughter here the princes left lor dead: 

Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 

And publish it that she is dead indeed : 

Maintain a mourning ostentation. 

And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon. Wliat shall become of this ? what will this do ? 
Fnar. Marry, this well carried shall on her behalf 
Change slaiuler to remorse ; that is some good : 

But not for that dream I on this strange course. 

But on this travail look for greater birth. 

JShe dying, as it must be so maintain’d, 

Upon the instant that she was accused, 

Sliall be lamented, pitied, and excused 
Of every hearer : for it so falls out 
That what w'e have we prize not to the worth 
Whiles we enjoy it, but being lack’d and lost, 

Wliy, then we rack • the value, then \vc find ® Eiagganu. 
The virtue that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio : 
Wlien he shall hear she died upon his words, 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination. 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit, 

More moving-delicate and full of life. 

Into the eye and prospect of bis soul, 

Thau when she lived indeed ; then shall ho mourn. 

If ever love had interest in his liver, 

And wish he had not so accused her. 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

L?t this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than 1 can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be levell’d false. 

The supposition of the lady’s death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And if it sort not weJl, you may conceal her, 

As best befits her wounded reputation, 

In some reclusive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise’ you: ’J’**^* 
And though you know my inwardness® and love ® 

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly os your soul 
Should with your body. 


Leon. Being that I flow in grief. 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar. ’Tis well consented : presently away ; 

For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure. 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day 

Perhaps is but prolong’d : have patience and endure. 

\Exeunt all hut Benedick and Beatrice. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ^ 
Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene.. I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason ; I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely I do believe your fair cousin is wronged. 
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of me 
that would right her ! 

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship ? 
Beat. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene. May a man do it ? 

Beat. It is a man’s office, but not yours. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as you : 
is not that strange ? 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not. It were 





as possible for me to say I loved nothing so well as you : 
but believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; I confess nothing, 
nor I deny nothing. I am sorry for my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

Beat. Do not swear, and eat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it that you love me ; and I 
will make him cat it that says I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it. 1 
protest I love thee. 

Beat. Why, then, God forgive niel 

Bmc. What offence, sweet Beatrice? 

Beai. You have stayed me in a happy hour : I was 
about to protest I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart that 
none is left to protest. 

Bew. Come, bid me do anything for thee. 

BeaJt. Kill Claudio. 
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Bme. Ha ! not for the 'wide world. 

Beat. You kill mo to deny it. Farewell. 

Bene. Tany, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. 1 am gone, though I am here : there is no love 
in you : nay, 1 pray you, let me go. 

Bme. B^trice — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends first. 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

BetU. Is he not approved in the height a villain, that 
hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kinswoman ? O 
that I were a man I What, bear her in hand until 
they come to take hands ; and then, with public accusation. 


uncovered slander, rmmitigated rancour — O God, that I 
were a man ! I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ! A proper 
saying ! 

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice — 

Beat. Sweet Hero ! She is wrong’d, she is slandered, 
she is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 

Beat. Princes and counties! Surely, a princely testi- 
mony, a goodly count, Count Comfcct; a sweet gallant 
surely ! O that I were a man for his sake I or that I had 
any friend would be a man for my sake! But manhood 
is melted into courtesies, valour into compliment, and 
men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too : lie 



is now as valiant as Hercules that only tells a lie and 
swears it. I cannot be a man with wishing, therefore 
1 will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice. By this hand, 1 love thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than swearing 
by it 

Ben*. Think you in your soul the Count Claudio 
hath wronged Hero? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged ; I will ^allenge him. 1 
will kiss your hand, and so I leave you. By this hand, 
Claudio Stoll render me a dear account As you hear 
of me, so think of me. Go, comfort your cousin: I 
must say she is dead: and so, farewell [Exeunt. 


Scene -II . — A Prison. 

Enter Dogberky, Verges, and Sexton, in gowns; and 
the Watch, toith Conhade and Borachiq. 

Dog. Is our 'whole dissembly appeared? 

Verg. 0, a stool and a cusliion for the sextpn. 

Sex. Which be the malefactors? 

Dog. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Peiy. Nay, that's certain; we have the exhibition to 
examine. 

Sex. But which ore the ofTenders that ait to be 
examined ? let them come before master constable. 

Dog. Yea, marry, let them come before me. What 
is your name, friend ? 
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Bora. Borachio. 

Dog. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours, sirrah? 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conradc. 

Dog. Write down, master gentleman Comrade. Masters, 
do you serve God? 

Sa.} 

Dog. Write down, that they hope they serve God ; and 
write God first! for God defend but God should go before 
such villains! Masters, it is proved already that you 
are little better than false knaves; and it will go near 
to be thought so shortly. How answer you for your- 
selves ? 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dog. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you; but 
I will go about with him. Come you hither, siirali; a 
word in your ear: sir, I say to you, it is thought you 
are false knaves. 

Bora. Sir, I say to you we are none. 

Dog. Well, stand aside. ’Fore God, they arc both in 
a tale. Have you writ down, that they are none? 

Sex. Master constable, you go not the way to examine : 
you must call forth the watch that are their accusers. 

Dog. Yen, marry, that’s the eftest* way. Let •a®*'***- 
the watch come forth. Masters, I charge you, in the 
prince’s name, accuse these men. 

First JFatek. This man said, sir, that Dun John, the 
prince’s brother, was a villain. 

Dog. Write down Prince John a villain. Why, this 
is fiat perjury, to Call a prince’s brother villain. 

Bora. Master constable — 

Dog. Pray thee, fellow, peace : I do not like thy look, 
I promise thee. 

Sex. What heard you him say else^ 

See. Watch. Marry, that he had received a thou.<«and 
ducats of Don John for accusing the Lady Hero wrongfully. 


Dog. Flat burglary as ever was committed. 

Verg. Yea, by mass, that it is. 

Sex. What else, fellow? 

First Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean, 
upon his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole 
assembly, and not marry her. 

Dog. 0, villain! thou wilt be condemned into ever- 
lasting redemption fur this. 

Sex. What else? 

WatcJi. This is all. 

Sex. And this is more, masters, than you can deny. 
Prince John is this morning secretly stolen away; Hero 
was in this manner accused, in this very manner refused, 
and upoii the grief of this suddenly died. Master con- 
stable, let these men be bound, and brought to Leonato’s : 
I will go before, and show him their examination. [Fxit. 

Dog. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg. Let them be in the hands— 

Con. Off, coxcomb ! 

Dog. God’s my life, where’s the sexton ? let him write 
down the prince’s officer coxcomb. Come, bind them. 
Tliou naughty varlet! 

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dog, Dost thou not suspect my place ? dost thou not 
suspect my years? 0 that he were here to write me 
down an ass' But, masters, remember that I am an 
ass; though it be not witteii down, yet forget not that 
1 am an ass. No, thou villain, thou art full of piety, 
as shall be proved upon thee by good witness. I am a 
wise fellow, and, which is more, an officer, and, which 
is more, a householder, and, which is more, a.^. pretty a 
piece of flesh as any is in Me.ssina, and one that knows 
the law, go to ; and a rich fellow enough, go to ; and a 
fellow that hath had losses, and one that hath two gowns 
and every thing handsome about him. Bring him away. 
0 that I had been writ down an as.sl {Exeunt, 

20 





ACT V. 

Scene l.—Btfon Leonato’s Tunm. 


Enttr Leoxato and ANTONIO. 

Ant If you go on thus, you will kill yourself; 

And ’tis not M’lsdoin thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Lron. I pray thee, cea.sp thy counsel. 

Which falls into mine cal's as proiitless 
As water in a sieve ; give not me counsel ; 

Nor let no coinfoiter delight mine car. 

But such a one whose wrongs ilo suit with mine. 

Bring me a fatlier that so loved his child, 

Whose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 

And hid him speak of patience ; 

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine 
And let it answer every strain for strain. 

As thus for thus and such a grief for such, 
la every lineament, branch, shape, and Ibrm : 

If such a one will smile and stroke iiis Wrd. 

Bid son-ow w^, cry ‘hem!’ when lie should groan, 
Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk 
With candle- wasters, * bring him yet to me, 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man: for, brother, men 
Can counsel and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it. 

Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give prcceptial medicine to rage. 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread. 

Charm ache with air and agony with ■words: 

No, no ; 'tis all men’s office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow. 

But no man’s virtue nor sufficiency 

To be so moral when he shall endure 

The like himself. Therefore, give me no counsel : 

My griefs ciy louder than advertisement. 

ArU. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 
Lem. I pray thee, peace. I will be flesh and blood ; 
For there was never yet philosopher 


That could endure the toothache patiently. 

However they have writ the style of gods. 

And made a push * at chance and suflbrauce. ‘ 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself, 
Make those that do ulTuiid you sutfur too. 

Leon. Thei-e thou speak’st reason : nay, I will do so. 
My soul doth tell me Hero is belied ; ^ 

And that shall Claudio know ; so shall the prince. 

And all of them that thus dishonour lier. 

Ant. Here comes the prince and Claudio hastily. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio 

D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords — 

D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 

Lem. Some haste, my lord! well, fare you well, my 
lord : 

Are you so hasty now? well, all is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 
Ant. If he could right himself with quarreling, 

Some of us would iie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him? 

Lem, Marry, thou dost wrong me; thou dissembler, thou. 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword; 

I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand. 

If it should give your age such cause of fear : 

In faith, my hand meant nothing to iny sword. 

Lem. Tush, tush, man ; never fleer and jest at me : 
I speak not like a dotard nor a fool. 

As under privilege of age to brag 

What I have done being young, or what would do 

Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to tliy head. 

Thou hast so Avrong’d mine innocent child and me 
That I am ft reed to lay my reverence by 
And, with grey hairs and bruise of many days. 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man 
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I say tliou host belied mine innocent cliild 

Thy slander liath gone through and througli her heart. 

And she lies buried with her ancestors ; 

O, ill a tomb where never scandal slept. 

Save this of hers, framed by thy vilUny! 

Claud, My villany ? 

Leon, Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say 

D, Fedro, You say not light, old man 
Leo7i, i\Iy lord, my lord. 

I’ll prove it on his body, if he dare, 

Despite his nice fence and his active practice, 
llis May of youth, and bloom of luslihood. 

Claud, Away 1 I will not have to do w ith you. 

Leon, Canst thou so daff me ? Thou hast killed my 
child : 

If thou kilVst me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

AtU. He shall kill two of us. and men indeed : 
lUit that's no matter; let him kill one first; 

Win me and wear me; let him answer me. 

Come, follow me, boy; come, sir boy, come, follow me: 
Sir boy, 1*11 whip you from your foimng fence; 

Nay, 03 I am a gentleman, 1 will, 

Leon. Brother — 

Ant, Content yourself. God knows I loved my niece ; 


And she is dead, slander’d to death by villains, 

That dare as well answer a man indeed 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue: 

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops ! 

Leon, Brother Antony — 

Ajii. Hold you content. What, man ! 1 know them, 
yea. 

And wh.it they weigli, even to tlie utmost scruple; 
Scambling, out-facing, fashiou-inoiiging boys, 

That lie and cog and flout, deprave and slander. 

Go anticly, show oiitw'ard liideou.sness, 

And speak oif halt a dozen dangerous words, 

How tliey miglit hurt their enemies, if they durst. 

And this is all. 

Leon, But, brother Antony — 

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter: 

Do not you meddle; let me deal in this 

I), Pedro, Gentlemen both, \ve will not wake your 
patience. 

My lieart is sorry for your daughter's death : 
liut, on my honour, slie \vas charged with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord — 

D, Fedio 1 will not hear you 



Leon, No 7 Come, brother; away! I will be heard. 

Ant, And shall, or some of us will smuit for it. 

[Exeunt Leonato and Ant07iio. 

D, Pedro, See, see; here comes the man we went to 
seek. 

Enter Benedick. 

Claud, Now, signior, what news ’ 

Beiix, Good day, my lord. 

D, Pedro, Welcome, signior : you are almost come 
to part almost a fray. 

Claud, We had like to have had our two noses 
snapped off with two old men without teeth. 

D, Pedro, Leonato and his brother. What tliinkcst 
thou? Had we fought, 1 doubt we should have been 
too young for them. 

Bene, In a false quarrel there is no true valour, 
I came to seek you hath, 

Claud, We have been up and down to seek ibco; 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain have 
it beaten away. Wilt thou use thy wit? 

Bene, It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it ? 

D, Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side? 


Claud, Never any did so, though very many have 
been beside their wit. I will bid thee draw, as we do 
the minstrels; draw, to jdeasure us. 

D, Pedro, As I am an honest man, he looks pale. 
Art thou sick, or angiy^ 

Claud, AVhat, coursige, man ’ What tliough care killed 
a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bene. Sir, 1 shall meet your wit in the career, an you 
charge it against me. I pray you choose another subject. 

Claud, Nay, then, give him another staff : this last 
was broke cross. 

D. Pedro, By this light, he changes more and more: 
I think he be angiy indeed. 

Claud, If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene, Shall I speak a word in your ear? 

Claud, God bless me from a challenge! 

Bene, [Aside to Claudio.^ You are a villain ; I jest 
not: I will make it good how you dare, with what you 
dare, and when you dare. Do me right, • or I * JiSnK.?? 
will protest your cowardice. You have killed a sweet 
lady, and her death shall fall heavy on you. Let me 
hear from you. 

Claud, Well, I will meet you, so I may have good cheer. 
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D. Pedro. What, a feast, a feasts 

Claud, r faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a 
calf’s head and a capon; the which if I do not carve 
most curiously, say my knife’s naufTht. Shall I not fim\ 
a woodcock ’ too ? * SirapJcion 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well; it goes easily. 

D. Pedro. I’ll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit 
the other day. I said, thou hadst a fine wit : ' Tnie,’ 
said she, ‘a fine little one.’ ‘No,’ said I, ‘a great wit:' 
‘Right,’ says she, ‘a great gross one.’ ‘Nay,’ said I, ‘a 
good wit:' ‘Just,’ said she, 'it hurts nobody.’ ‘Nay,’ 
said I, ‘the gentleman is wise:’ ‘Certain,’ said she, ‘a 
wise gentleman’ ‘Nay,’ said I, ‘he hath the tongues:’ 

' That I believe,’ said she, ‘ for ho swore a thing to me 
on Monday night, which he forswore on Tuesday morning ; 
there’s a double tongue ; thei'e’s two tongues.’ Thus did 
she, an hour together, trans-shape thy ])articular virtues: 
yet at last she concluded with a sigh, thou w’ast the 
properest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and said she 
<’arcd not. 

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did; but yet, for all that, 
an if she did not hate him deadly, she would love him 
dearly: the old man’s daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all; and, moreover, God saw him when 
he was hid in the garden. 

P. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage bull’s 
horns on the sensible Benedick’s head? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, ‘ Here dvrells Bene- 
dick the married man ’’ 

Bene. Fare you well, boy : you know my mind. I 
will leave you now to your gossip-like humour: you 
break jests as braggarts do their blades, which, God be 
thanked, hurt not. My lord, for your many courtesies 
I thank you: I must discontinue your company: your 
brother the bastard is fled from Messina: you have 
among you killed a sweet and innocent lady. For my 
Lord lackbeard there, he and I shall meet: and, till 
then, peace be with him. [Exit. 

D. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest: and, I’ll warrant 
you, for the love of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee. 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he goes 
in his doublet and hose and leaves off his w'lt! 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape ; but then is 
an ape a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, soft you, let me be: pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad. Did he not say, my brother was fled ? 

Enter DOGBERRY, Verges, and the Watch, with. Conrade 
and Borachio. 

Dog. Come you, sir: if justice cannot tame you, she 
shall ne’er weigh more reasons in her balance: nay, an 
you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must bo looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now? two of my brother’s men bound ! 
Borachio one! 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men 
done? 

Dog. Many, sir, they have committed false report; 
moreover, they have spoken untruths; secondarily, they 
are slanders ; sixth and lastly, they have bdied a lady ; 
diirdly, they have verified unjust things; and, to con- 
clude, they are lying knaves. 

p. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have done ; 
thirdly, I ask thee what’s their offence ; sixth and lastly. 


why they ore committed; and, to conclude, what you 
lay to their charge. 

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own division; 
and, by my troth, there’s one meaning well suited. 

D. Pedro. Who have you offended, masters, that you 
ore thus bound to your answer? this learned constable 
is too cunning to be understood: what’s yoirr offence? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no farther to mine 
answer : do you hear me, and let this count kill me. 
I have deceived even your very eyes : what your wisdoms 
could not discover, these shallow fools have brought to 
light: M'ho in the night overheard me confessing to 
this man how Don John your brother incensed me to 
slander the Lady Hero, how you were brought into the 
orchard and saw me coui't Maigarct in Hero’s garments, 
Ihjw you disgraced her, when you should marry her : my 
villany they have upon record ; which I had rather seal 
with my death than repeat over to my shame. The lady 
is dead upon mine and my master’s false accusation ; and, 
briefly, I desire nothing but the reward of a villain. 

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through your 
blood ? 

Claud. I have drunk poison whiles he utter’d it. 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this ? 

Born. Yea, and paid mo richly for the practice of it. 

D. Pedro. He is composed and framed of treachery . 
And fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. Sweet Hero 1 now thy imoge doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Dog. Como, bring away the plaintiffs: by this time 
our sexton hath reformed Signior Lt'onato of the matter 
and, masters, do riot foiget to specify, when time and 
place shall serve, that I am an a.ss. 

Verg. Here, here comes master Signior Leonato, and 
the sexton too. 

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, with the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain ? let me sec his eyes, ■" 
That, when I note another man like him, 

1 may avoid him : which of these is he > 

Bora. If you W’ould know your wronger, look on me 

Leon. Art thou the slave that with thy breath hast 
kill’d 

Mine innocent child ? 

Bora. Yen, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou belicst thyself : 

Here stand a pair of honourable men, 

A third is fled, that had a hand in it. 

T thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death; 

Record it with your high and worthy deeds: 

'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. 1 know not how to pray your patience. 

Yet I must speak. Clioosc your revenge yourself; 
Impo.se me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin: yet sinn’d I not 
But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I : 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he’ll enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live; 

That were impossible: but, I pray you both. 

Possess the people in Messina here 
How innocent sne died ; and if your love 
Can labour ought in sad invention, 

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb 
And sing it to her bones, sing it to-night : 

To-morrow morning come you to my house, 

And since you could not m my son-in-law, 



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


157 


Act V.] 

Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that's dead, 

And she alone is heivvto both of * 113 : 

Give her the right you should have given her cousin. 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. 0 noble sir, 

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me ! 

1 do embrace your offer; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Iicon. To-morrow then I will expect your coming ; 
To-night I take my leave. This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who I believe was pack’d < in all this wrong, 

Hired to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not. 

Nor knew not what she did when she spoke to me. 

But always hath been just and virtuous 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Bog. Moreover, sir, which indeed is not under white 
and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, did call me 
ass : I beseech you, let it be remembered m his 
punishment. And also, the walcli heard them talk of 
one Deformed : they say he wears a key in his car and 
a lock hanging by it, and borrows money in God’s name, 
the which he hath used so long and never paid that now 
men grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing for God’s 
sake : pray you, examine him upon that point. 

Leon. 1 thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dog. Your worship speaks like a most thankful and 
reverend youth ; and I praise God for you. 

Lfon. There a for thy pains. 

Bog. God save the foundation ! 

Leon Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and I 
thank thee 

Dog. I leave an arrant knave with your worship ; 
which I lieseech your worship to correct yourself, for 
the example of others. God keep your worship ! I wish 
your worship well ; God restore you to health ' 1 hum- 
bly give you leave to depart ; and if a merry meeting 
may be wished, God prohibit it ! Come, neighbour. 

[Exeunt Dogberry and Verges 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 

Ant. Farewell, my lords : wo look for you to-morrow. 

D. Pedro. We will not fail. 

Claud. To-night I’ll mourn with He*o. 

Leon. [To the Wateh.] Bring yon these fellows on. 

We’ll talk with Margaret, 

IIow her acquaintance grew with this ‘ lewd fellow. • *•«'“<>• 

[Exeunt, severally. 

Scene II. — Leonato's garden. 

Enter Benedick wnd Margaret, meeting. 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Maigar * deserve well 
at my hands by helping me to the speech of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise of 
my beauty? 

Bene. In so high a style, hlargaret, that no man liv- 
ing shall come over it ; for, in most comely truth, thou 
deservest it. 

Marg. To have no man come over me ! why, shall I 
alwa 3 rs keep below stairs ? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound’s mouth ; 

it catches. , , . 

Mo/tg, And yours as blunt as the teiiccrs loils, which 

hit, but hurt not. 

Jjene. A most manly wit, Margaret ; it will not hurt 
a woman : and so, I pruy thee, call Beatrice : I give 
thee the bucklers. 


Marg. Give us the swords; we have bucklers of our own. 

Bc7ic. If you use them, Margaret, you must put in 
the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous weapons 
for maids. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I think 
hath legs. 

Bene. And therefore will come. [Exit Margaret. 

[Siw^s] The god of love, 

That sits above, 

And knows me, and knows me, 

How pitiful I deseiTe — 

I mean in singing ; but in loving, Leander the good 
swimmer, Troilus the first employer of panders, and a 
whole bookful of these quondam carpet-mongers, whose 
names yet run smoothly in tlie even road of a blank 
verse, why, they were never so truly turned over and over 
as my poor self in love. Marry, I cannot show it in 
rhyme ; I have tried : I can find out no rhyme to ‘ lady ' 
but ‘ baby, ’ an innocent rhyme ; for ‘ scorn. ’ ' horn, ’ a 
hard rhyme; for school, ‘fool,* a babbling rhyme; very 
ominous endings : no, I was not born under a rhyming 
planet, nor I cannot woo in festival terms. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee? 

Beat. Yes, signior, and depart when you bid me. 



Bcnc. O, stay but till then ! 

Beat. ‘Then' is spoken; fare you well now : and yet, 
ere I go, let me go with that I came; which is, with 
knowing what hath passed between you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kiss 
thee. 

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is 
but foul breath, and foul breath is noisome ; therefore I 
will depart unkissed. 

Bene. Thou host frighted the word out of his right 
sense, so forcible is thy wit. But I must tell thee plainly, 
Claudio undergoes my challenge; and cither I must shortly 
hear from him, or I will subscribe him a coward. And, 
I pray thee now, tell me for which of my bad parts 
didst thou first fall in love with me ? 
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[Act V. 


Beat, For them all together; which maintained so 
politic a state of evil t)mt tliey will not admit any good 
part to intermingle with them. But for which of my 
good parts did you first suffer love for me ? 

Bene, Suffer love ! a good epithet ’ I do suffer love 
indeed, for 1 love thee against my will. 

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think ; alas, poor 
heart! If you spite it for my sake, 1 vill spite it for 
yours : for I will never love that wliich my friend hates. 

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this confession: there's not 
one wise man among twenty that will praise liimself. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that lived in 
the time of good neighbours. If a man do not erect in 
this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no 
longer iu monument than the bell rings and the widow 
weeps. 

j&o/. And how long is that, think you ? 

Bent. Question : why, an hour in clamour and a 
quarter in rheum : therefore is it most expedient for the 
wise^ if Don Worm, his conscience, find no impediment 


to the contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, 
as I am to myself. So much for praising myself, who, 
I myself will bear witness, is praiseworthy: and now 
tell me, how doth your cousin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And liow do you ? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend. There will 1 
leave you too, fur here comes one in haste. 

Enter URSULA. 

Uts. Madam, you must come to your uncle. Yonder's 
old coil at home : it is proved my Lady Hero hath been 
falsely accused, the prince and Claudio mightily abused ; 
and Don John is the author of all, who is fled and gone. 
Will you come presently? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and 
be buried in thy eyes : and moreover I will go with thee 
to tliy uncle's. {Exeunt. 



Scene III . — A church. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and three or fixur mth 
tapers. 

Claud, Is this the monument of Leonato ? 

A Lord. It is, my lord. 

Claud. {Beadxng out of a seroll!\ 

Done to death by slanderous tongues 
Was the Hero that here lies: 

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs. 

Gives her fame which never dies. 

So the life that died with shame 
lives in death with glorious fame. 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, 

Praising her when I am dumb. 

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 


n Song. 

Pardon, goddess of the night, 

Those that slew thy virgin knight: 

For the which, with songs of woe. 

Bound about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan ; 

Help us to sigh and groan, 

Heavily, heavily: 

Graves, yawn and yield your dead| 

Till death bo uttered, 

Heavily, heavily. 

Claud. Now, unto thy bones good-niglit! 

Yearly will I do this rite. 

D. Pedro, Good morrow, masters; put your torches 
out. ^ 

Tlie wolves have prey’d ; and look, the gentle day, 
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Act V.] 


Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. 

Thanks to you all, and leave us : fare you well. 

Claud. Good morrow, masters : each his several way. 
D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds ; 
And then to Leonalo’s we will go. 

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue speed ’a 
Than this for whom we render'd up this woe. 

\ExeunL 

Scene IV . — A room in Leonato's house. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, Margaret, 
Ursula, Friar Francis, and Hero. 

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent? 

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accused her 
Upon the error that you heard debated: 

But Margaret was in some fault for this, 

Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true coui'se of all the question. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 
JJene. And so am I, being else by faith enforced 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Witluiraw into a chamber by yourselves, 

And when I send for you, come hither mask'd. 

[^Exeunt Ladies. 


The prince and Claudio promised by this hour 
To visit me. You know your office, brother: 

You must be father to your brother’s daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio. 

Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance. 
Lene. Fiiar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 
Friar, lb do what, sigriior ? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me ; one of them. 

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 

Your niccc regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her: 'tis most true 
Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
Leon. The sight whereof I think you had from me. 
From Claudio and the prince : but whatb your will ? 

Biiie. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical: 

But, for my wnll, my will is your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
In the state of honourable marriage ; 

In which, good friar, I shall desire yoiu* help. 

Leon. My heart is wdth your liking. 

Frmr. And my help. 

Here comes the prince and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, and two or three others. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. Good morrow, prince ; good morrow, Claudio : 



We here attend you. Arc you yet determined 
To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter ? 

Claud. I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiopo. 

Leon. Call her forth, brother ; here's the friar ready. 

[Exit Antomo. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick. Why, what’s the 
matter. 

Tliat you have such a February face, 

So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness? 

Claud. I think he thinks upon the savage bull. 
Tusli, fear not, man ; we’ll tip thy horns with gold 
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee, 

As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 

When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low ; 

And some such strange bull leap’d your father’s cow. 
And got a calf in that same noble feat 
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 

Claud. For this T owe you : here comes other 
reckonings. 


Re-enter ANTONIO, with the Ladies masked. 

Which is the lady I must seize upon? 

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 

Claud. Why, then she’s mine. Sweet, let me sec 
your face. 

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand 
Before this friar and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand : before this holy friar, 

I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I lived, I w^as your other wife : 

[Unmasking. 

And when you loved, you were my other husband. 
Claud. Another Hero! 

Hero. Nothing certainer : 

One Hero died defiled, but I do live. 

And surely as I live, I am a maid, 

IX Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 
LC071. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander lived. 
Friar. All this amazement can 1 qualify j 
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\Vhen after that the holy rites are ended, 

I'll tell you hugely of fair Hero’s death: 

Meantime let wonder seem familiar, 

And to the chapel let us presently, 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Which is Beatrice ? 

Beat. [{7A?nasl»n^.] I answer to that name. What is 
your will? 

BcJie. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. Why, no; no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your uncle and the prince and Claudio 
Have been deceived; they swore you did. 

Beat. Do not you love me ? 

Bene. Troth, no ; no more than reason. 

Beat. ^Vhy, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula 
Are much deceived ; for they did swear you did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me 

Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead for me 

Bene. ’Tis no such matter. Then you do not love me ? 

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gentleman 

Claud. And I’ll be sworn upon’t that he loves her , 
For here’s a paper written in his hand, 

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain. 

Fashioned to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here’s another 

Writ in my cousin’s hand, stolen from her pocket. 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle ! here’s our own hands against our 
hearts. Come, I will have thee ; but, by this light, I 
lake thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you; but, by this good day, 
I yield upon great persuasion ; and partly to save ycur 
life, for I was told you were in a consumption. 


[Act V. 

Bene. Peace ! I will stop your mouth. [JTtsnny h*r. 

D. Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick, the married man 

Bene. I’ll tell thee what, prince ; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour. Dost thou 
think I care for a satire or an epigram ? No : if a man 
will be beaten with brains, a’ shall wear nothing hand- 
some about him. In brief, since 1 do purpose to marry, 
I will tliink nothing to any purpose that the world can 
say against it ; and therefore never flout at mo for what 
I have said against it; for a man is a * giddy 
thing, and this is my conclusion. For thy part, Claudio, 
1 did think to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art 
like to be my kinsman, live unbruised and love my cousin. 

Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldst have domed 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy 
single life, to make thee a double-dealer ; which, out ol 
question, thou wilt be, if my cousin do not look exceed- 
ing narrowly to thee. 

Beiu. Come, come, we are friends : let’s have a dance 
ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hoarts 
and our wives’ heels. 

Leon. We’ll have dancing afteru’ard. 

Bene. First, of my word; therefore play, music. Prince, 
thou art sad; get tliee a wife, get thoc a wife: theie is 
no staff more reverend than one tipped with horn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta’en in flight, 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bern. Think not on him till to-morrow : I’ll devise 
thee brave punishments for him. Strike up, pipers 

[Dance — Exeunt 










A Lord. 

Chkiatofhbr Slt, a tinker. 1 Penone in 
Uoitcsf, P»gf, Pl»)*r», Hiinti-j «*« Arf“e«>o«- 
men, and bervanta. 

Baftista, a nch gentleman c/Padua. 
VfNCKNTio, an old gentleman of Pisa. 

Lucemtio, eon to Viocentio, in lore with 
Bianca. 


DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

PKTRUcnio, a genUtman q/* Verona, a author to 
Kathanna 

JTaakio, \ Luceutio. 

Biondello, j 

Gk ^mio, Pctruchio. 

Curtis, J 


A Pedant. 

Widow. 

Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants atUmhng on 
DaptisU and Petruchio. 


SCENE.— Padua, and Petruciiio'b Country House. 


INDU.'JTION, 

SCENK I. — Bf/ore an aWmm on a heath. 


Enter Hostess and Sly. 

Sly. rU pheeze* you, in faith. 

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue! 

Sly. Ye are a baggage: the Slys are no rogues; 
look in the chronicles; we came in with Eich.ard Con- 
queror. Therefore paucas pallabris ; ’ let the * *■** 
world slide: sessa! 

Host. You will not pay for the glass- j you have 
burat ? 

Sly. No, not a denier. Go by, Jeronimy;’ go to thy 
cold bed, and warm theo. 

Host. I know my remedy; I must go fetch the 
third-borough. [Exit. 

/SZy. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I’ll answer 
him by law : I’ll not budge an inch, boy : let him 
come, and kindly. [Falls adeep. 

Homs windtd, EnUr a Lord from, hunting, with his 

train. 

Lord. Huntsman, I charge theo, tender well my 
honnds: . 

Brach Merriman, the poor cur is emboss d; 


And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth’d brach. 
Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge-corner, in the coldest fault? 

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

First Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the merest loss 
And twice to-day picked out the dullest scent : 

'Inist me, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool : if Echo were as fleet, 

I would esteem him worth a dozen suoh. 

But sup them well, and look unto them all: 

To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

First Hun. I will, my lord. 

Lord. What’s here? one dead, or drunk? Sec, doth 
he breathe* 

Sec. Hun. He breathes, my lord. Were he not warm’d 
with ale. 

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 

Lord. 0 monstrous beast ! how like a swine he lies 1 
Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine im^l 
Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man. 

Wliat think you, if he were convey’d to bed, 

Wrapp'd in sweet clothes, rinra put upon his fingers, 

A most delicious banquet by his bed, 

21 
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And brave attendants near him vrhen he wakes, 

Would not the beggar then forget himself? 

First Him. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot 
choose. 

Sec. Hun. It would seem strange unto him when he 
waked. 

Lord. Even as a flattering dream or worthless fancy. 
Then take him up and manage well the jest: 

Carry him gently to my fairest chamber. 

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures: 

Balm his foul head in worm distilled waters 
And bum sweet wood to make the lodging sweet: 
Procure me music ready when he wakes. 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound; 

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight, 

And with a low submissive reverence 

Say, ‘What is it your honour will command?* 

Let one attend him with a silver basin 
Full of rose-water and bestrew’d with flowers; 

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper. 

And say, ‘ "Will 't please your lordship cool your hands ?’ 
Some one be ready with a costly suit. 

And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 

Another tell him of his hounds and horse, 

And that his lady mourns at his disease: 

Persuade him that he hath been lunatic ; 


And when he says he is say that he dreams. 

For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 

This do and do it kindly, * gentle sire : * 

It will be pastime passing excellent. 

If it be husbanded with modesty ‘ ’ ®“* 

First Hun. My lord, I warrant you we will play 
our part. 

As he shall think, by our true diligence. 


He is no less than what we say he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently and to bed with him; 
And each one to his oihee when he wakes. 


[Some bear out Sly. A trumpet sounds. 
Sirrah, go sec what trumpet 'tis that sounds : 

[Exit Servingrmn. 

Belike, some noble gentleman that mean.s. 

Travelling some journey, to repose him here. 


Rs-enter Servingman. 

How now! who is itt 

Serv. An't please your honour, players 

That offer service to your lordship. 

Lord. Bid them come near. 


Enter Players. 

Now, fellows, you are welcome. 
Players. We thank your honour. 

Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night? 

A Player. So please your lordship to accept our 
duty. 

Lord. With all my heart This fellow I remember. 
Since once he play’d a farmer's eldest son; 

Twas where you woo’d the gentlewoman so well: 

I have forgot your name; but, sure, that part 
Was aptly fitted and naturally perform’d. 

A Player. I think ’twas Soto that your honour 
means. 

Lord. ’Tis very true: thou did’st it excellent 
Well, you are come to me in happy time; 

The rather for I have some sport in hand 
Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 

There is a lord will hear you play to-night: 

But 1 am doubtful of your modesties ; ' 


Lest over-eyeing of his odd behaviour — 

For yet his honour never heard a play — 

You break into some merry passion. 

And so offend him; for I tml you, sirs. 

If you should smile he grows impatient 
A Player. Fear not, my lord : we can contain ourselves. 
Were he the veriest antic in the world. 

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery. 

And give them friendly welcome every one : 

Let them wont nothing that my house affords. 

[ExU one vrith the Players. 
Sirrah, go you to Barthol’mew my page. 

And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady: 

That done, conduct him to the drunkard’s chamber; 

And call him ‘madam,’ do him obeisance. 

Tell him from me, as he will win my love. 

He bear himself with honourable action. 

Such as he hath observed in noble ladies 
Unto their loi-ds, by them accomplished : 

Such duty to the drunkard let him do 
With soft low tongue and lowly courtesy. 

And say, ‘What is’t your honour will command. 

Wherein your lady and your bumble wife 
May show her duty and make known her love?’ 

And then with kind embracements, tempting kisses. 

And with declining head into his bosom. 

Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy’d 
To see her noble lord restored to health. 

Who for this seven years hath esteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar: 

And if the boy have not a woman’s gift 
To rain a shower of commanded tears. 

An onion will do well for such a shift. 

Which in a napkin being close convey’d 
Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. 

See this dispatch’d with all the haste thou canst: 

Anon I’ll give thee more instructions. 

[Exit a Servingman. 

I know the boy will well usurp the grace. 

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman: 

I long to hear him call the drunkard husband. 

And how my men will stay themselves from laughter 
When they do homage to this simple peasant. 

I’ll in to counsel them; haply my presence 

May well abate the over-merry spleen 

Which otherwise would grow into extremes. [Extent. 

Scene II. — A hedchamber in the Lord’s house. 

Enter aloft Sly, vnth Attendants ; same with apparel, 
others wUh basin and ewer, and other appurtenances; 
and Lord. * 

iS?y. For God’s sake, a pot of small ale. 

First Serv. Will’t please your lordship drink a cup 
of sack? 

&e. Serv. Will’t please your honour taste of these 
conserves ? 

Third Serv. What raiment wili your honour wear'to-day ? 
<S/y. 1 am Christophero Sly; call not me ‘honour’ 
nor ‘lordship:’ I ne’er drank sack in my life; and if 
you give me any conserves, give me conserves Of beef: 
ne’er ask me what raiment I’ll wear; for 1 have no 
more doublets than backs, no more stockings tlian legs, 
nor no more shoes than feet: nay, sometime more feet 
than shoes, or such shoes as my toes look through the 
overleather. 

Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in your honour ! 
0, that a mighty man of such descent. 
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iNDUCmON.] 

Of such possessions, and so high esteem, 

Should be infused with so foul a spirit: 

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? Am not I 
Christopher Sly, old Sly s son of Burtoii-heath, by birth 
a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by transmutation 
a bear-herd, and now by present profession a linker. 
Ask Marian Hackct, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if she 
know me not: if she say I am not fourteen pence on 
the score for sheer ale, * score me up for the • 
ly ingest knave in Christendom. What! I am not be- 
straught : ^ here’s — ^ 

Third Serv. O, this it is that makes your lady mourn ! 
See. Serv. 0, this is it that makes your servants droop! 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred shuns your 
house, 

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 

0 noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth. 

Call liome thy ancient thoughts from banishment. 

And banish hence these abject lowly dreams. 

Look how thy servants do attend on thee, 

Each in his office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have music ? hark 1 Apollo plays, [Ahcsic. 
And twenty caged nightingales do sing; 

Or wilt thou sleep? We’ll have thee to a couch 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 
On purpose trimm’d up for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walk ; we will bestrew the ground : 

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horses shall be trapp'd. 

Their harness studded all with gold and pearl. 

Dost thou love hawking ? thou hast hawks will soar 
Above the morning lark : or wilt thou hunt ? 

Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them, 

And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

First Serv. Say thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds are 
as swift 

As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

Sec. Sei^. Dost thou love pictures ? we will fetch 
thee straight 

Adonis painted by a running brook. 

And Cytherca all in sedges hid, 

Which seem to move and wanton with her breath, 

Even as tlie waving sedges play with wind. 

Lord. Wo '11 show thee lo as she was a maid. 

And how she was beguiled and surprised. 

As lively painted as the deed was done. 

Third Serv. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny 
wood. 

Scratching her legs that one shall swear she bleeds, 

And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep. 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord ; 

Thou host a lady far more beautiful 
• Than any woman in this waning age. 

First Serv. And till the tears that she iMth shed for 
thee, 

Like envious floods, o'er-run her lovely face. 

She was the fairest creature in the world; 

And yet she is inferior to none. 

Sty. Am I a lord? and have I such a lady? 

Or do I dream ? or have I dream'd till now ? 

1 do not sleep : I sec, I hear, I speak ; 

I smell sweet savours and I feel soft things : 

Upon my life, I am a lord indeed 
And not a tinker nor Christophero Sly. 

Well, bring our lady hither to our sight; 

And once again, a pot o’ the smallest ale. 

Sec. Serv. Will’t please your mightiness to wash your 
hands ? 

0, how we joy to see your wit restored ! 


O, that once more you knew but what you are ! 

These fifteen years you have been in a dream; 

Or when you waked, so waked os if you slept. 

Sly. These fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap. 
But did I never speak of all that time ? 

First Sell). 0, yes, iny lord, but very idle words : 

For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 

Yet would you say ye were beaten out of door; 

And rail upon the hostess of the house ; 

And say you would present her at tlic leet, 

Because she brouglit stone jugs and no scal’d quarts: 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 

Sly. Ay, the woman’s maid of the house. 

Third Serv. Why, sir, you know no house, nor no 
such maid. 

Nor no such men as you have reckon'd up — 

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 

And Peter Turph, and Henry Piiiiperncll, 

And twenty move such names and men as these, 

Which never were, nor no man ever saw. 

Sly. Now liord be thanked for my good amends! 

All. Amen. 

Sly. 1 thank thee: thou shalt not lose by it. 

Enter the Page as a lady, 'nAih attendants. 

Page. How fares my noble lord ? 

Sly. Marry, I fare well ; for here is clieer enough. 
Where is my wife ? 

Page. Here, noble lord : what is thy will with her ? 
Sly. Are you iny wife and will not call me husband ? 
My men should call me ‘lord;' I am your goodniaii. 

Page. My husband and my lord, my lord and husband; 
I am your wife in all obedience. 

Sly. I know it well. What must I call her? 

Lord. Madam. 

Sly. Al'ce madam, or Joan madam ? 

Lord. 'Madam,' and nothing else ! so lords call 
ladies. 

Sly. Madam wife, they say that I have dream’d. 

And slept above some fifteen year or more. 

; Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me, 

• Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 

Sly. 'Tis much. Servants, leave me and her alone. 
Madam, undress you, and come now to bed. 

Page. Thrice-noble lord, let me entreat of you 
To pardon me yet for a niglit or two. 

Or, if not so, until the sun be set : 

For your physicians have e.xprpssly charged, 

In peril to incur your former malady, 

That I should yet absent me from your bed : 

1 hope this reason stands for iny excuse. 

Sly. Ay, it stands so that I may hardly tarry so long. 
But I would be loath to fall into my dreams again : 

I will therefore tarry, in despite of the flesh and the 

blood. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Your honour's players, hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleasant comedy; 

For so your doctors hold it very meet, 

Seeing too much sadness hath congealed your blood, 
And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy: 

Therefore they thought it good you hear a play 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 

Which bars a thousand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly. Marry, I will, let them play it. Is not a comonty 
a Christmas gambold or a tumbling trick? 

Page. No, my good lord; it is more pleasing stuff. 
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Sly. What, household stuff? 

Page. It is a kind of history. 

Sly. Well, we’ll see’t. Come, madam wife, sit by 


[Act l 

my side and let the world slip: we shall ne’er be 
younger. 

Flourish. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — Padua. A public place. 


Enter Lucentio and his man Tranio. 

Luc. Tranio, since for the great desire I had 
To see fair Fadua, nursery of arts, 

I am arrived for fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 

And by my father’s love and leave am arm’d 
With his good will and thy good company. 

My trusty servant, well approved in all. 

Here let us breathe and haply institute 
A course of learning and ingenious studies. 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Gave me my being and my father first, 

A merchant of great traffic through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 

Vincentio’s son brought up in Florence 
It shall become to serve all hopes conceived, 

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study. 
Virtue and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply that treats of happiness 
By virtue specially to be achieved. 

TeU me thy mind; for I have Pisa left 
And am to Padua come, as ho that leaves 
A shallow plash to plunge him in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to ouench his thirst. 

Tra. Mi perdonato, gentle master mine. 


I am in all affected as yourself; 

Glad that you thus continue your resolve 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 

Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue and this moral discipline, 

Let’s be no stoics nor no stocks, I pray ; 

Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks 
As Ovid be an outcast quite abjured : 

Balk logic* with acquaintance that you have, <<>»'« 

And practise rhetoric in your common talk; 

Music and poesy use to quicken you; 

The mathematics and the metaphysics. 

Fall to them as you find your stomach serves you ; 

No profit grows where is no pleasure ta’en : 

In brief, sir, study what you most affect. 

Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 

If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore. 

We could at once put us in readiness. 

And take a lodging fit to entertain 
Such friends as time in Padua shall be^et. 

But stay a while : what company is this ? 

Tra. Master, some show to welcome us to fk)wn. 

Enter Baptista, Katharina, Bianca, GremiO, and 
Hortensio. Lucentio and Tranio stand by. 

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther. 

For how I firmly am resolved you know ; 
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That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter 
Before I have a husband for the elder : 

If either of you both love Katliarina, 

Because I know you well and love you well, 

Leave shall you have to court lier at your pleasure. 

Ghre, \A8idei\ To cart her rather : she’s too rough 
for me. 

There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife? 

Kath. I pray you, sir, is it your will 
To make a stale* of me amongst these mates? 

Ilor, Mates, maid! how mean you that? no mates 
for you, 

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 

Kath, I 'faith, sir, you shall never need to fear : 

I wis it is not half way to her heart ; 

But if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle 'with a three-iegg'd stool, 

And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 

Hor, From all such devils, good Ijord deliver us! 
Gre, And me too, good Lord I 


Tra. Hush, master ! here’s some good pastime toward : 
That wench is stark mad or wonderful froward. 

IfUc. But in the other’s silence do I see 
Maid’s mild behaviour and sobriety. 

Peace, Tranio ! 

Tra, Well said, master ; mum 1 and gaze your till. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that 1 may soon make good 
What I have said. Bianca, get you in : 

And let it not displease thee, gor>d Bianca, 

For I will love thee ne’er the loss, my girl. 

Kath. A pretty peat ! ‘ it is best * 

Put finger in the eye, an she knew why, 

Bia7\. Sister, content you in iny discontent. 

Sir, to your pleasing humbly I subscribe: 

My books and instruments shall be my company, 

On them to look and practise by myself. 

Lac. Hark, Tranio I thou may’st hear Minerva speak. 
Ifor. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange ? 

Sorry am I that our good will effects 
Bianca’s giief. 



Ore. Wliy will you mew her up, 

Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell. 

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am resolved: 

Go in, Bianca: I Exit Bianca. 

And for 1 know she taketh most delight 
In music, instruments, and poetry, 

Schoolmasters will I keep within my house, 

Fit to instruct her youth. If you, Hortensio, 

Or Signior Gremio, you, know any such, 

Prefer* them hither; for to ’cunning men ishmui 

I will be very kind, and liberal 

To mine own childi’en in good bringing up : 

And so farewell. Katharina, you may stay : 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit. 

Kalh. Why, and I trust I may go too, may I not? 
What, shall I be appointed hours ; as though, belike, I 
knew not what to take, and what to leave, ha ? [JUxit. 

C^Te^ You may go to the devil’s dam : your gifts are 
80 good, here’s none will hold you. Their love is not 


so great, Hortensio, but we may blow our nails together, 
and fast it fairly out : our cake's dough on both sides. 
Farewell : yet, for the love I bear my sweet Bianca, if 
I can by any means light on a fit man to teach her 
tb.at wherein she delights, I will wish* him 
to her father. 

Har. So will I, Signior Gremio : but a word, I pray. 
Though the nature of our quarrel yet never brooked 
parle, know now, upon advice, it toucheth us both, that 
we may yet again have access to our fair mistress and 
be happy rivals in Bianca’'i love, to labour and effect 
one thing specially. 

Gre. What’s tliat, I pray ? 

Hor. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister. 

Gre. A husband! a devil. 

Ilor- I say, a husband. 

Gre. I say, a devil. Thinkest thou, Hortensio, though 
her father be very rich, any man is so very a fool to 
be married to hell ? 

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your patience and 
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mine to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there be 

(rood fellows in the world, an a man could light on 

them, would take her with all faults, and money enough. 

Gn. 1 cannot tell ; but 1 had as lief take her dowry 

with this condition, to be whipped at the high cross 

every morning. 

Hor. Faith, as you say, there’s small choice in rotten 

apples. But come ; since this bar in law makes us 

friends, it shall bo so far forth friendly maintained till 
by helping Baptista's eldest daughter to a husband wo 

set his youngest free for a husband, and then have to’t 

afresh. Sweet Bianca I Happy man be his dole ! He 
that runs fastest gets the ring.’ How say you, 

Signior Gremio ? 

Grt. 1 am agreed ; and would I had given him the 
best horse in Padua to begin his wooing that would 
thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the 
house of her ! Como on. [Exeunt Gremio and Hortensio. 

Tra. 1 pray, sir, tell me, is it possible 
That love should of a sudden take such hold? 

Luc. 0 Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I never thought it possible or likely ; 

But see, while idly I stood looking on, 

I found the effect of love in idleness : 

And now in plainness do confess to thee. 

That art to me as secret and as dear 
As Anna to the queen of Carthage was, 

Traiiio, I bum, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 

If I achieve not this young modest girl. 

Counsel me, Tranio, for T know thou canst; 

Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now ; 
Affection is not rated from the heaiii: 

If love have touched you, nought remains but so, 
‘Bcdime te captum quam queas minimo.’ 

Luc. Gramercies, lad, go forward; this contents: 

The rest will comfort, for tliy counsel's sound. 

Tra. Master, you look’d so longly on the maid. 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 

Luc. 0 yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face. 

Such as the daughter of Agenor had. 

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand. 
When with his knees he kiss’d the Cretan strand. 

Tra. Saw you no more ? mark’d you not how her sister 
Began to scold, and raise up such a storm. 

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 

Luc. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move. 

And with her breath she did perfume the air: 

Sacred and sweet was all I saw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then, ’tis time to stir him from his trance. 
I pray, awake, sir: if you love the maid. 

Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it stands: 
Her eldest sister is so curst and shrewd 
That till the father rid his hands of her, 

Master, your love must live a maid at home; 

And therefore has he closely mew’d her up. 

Because she will not be annoy’d with suitors. 

.Cue. Ah, Tranio, what a cmel father’s he! 

But art thou not advised, he took some care 
To^t her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her? 

Ira. Ay, marry, am I, sir; and now 'tis plotted. 

Luc. I have it, Tranio. 

Tra. Master, for my hand. 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Lue. Tell me thine first. 

Tra. You will be schoolmaster. 

And undertake the teaching of the maid: 

That’s your device. 

Lue. It is: may it be done? 


[Act 1. 

Tra. Not possible ; for who shall bear your part, 

And be in Padua here Vincentio’s son. 

Keep house and ply his book, welcome his fWends, 

Visit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 

Lue. Baste;* content thee, for I hove it full. 

We have not yet been seen in any house. 

Nor can we be distinguish’d by our faces 
For man or master ; then it follows thus ; 

Thou sholt be master, Tranio, in my stead, 

Keep house and port ' and servants, as I should : ’ •“*• 
I will some other be, some Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pisa. 

’Tis hatch’d and shall be so : Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee ; take my colour’d hat and cloak : 

When Bioudello comes, ho waits on thee; 

But I will charm him first to keep his tongue. 

Tra. So had you need. 

In brief, sir, sith it your pleasure is. 

And I am tied to be obedient — 

For so your father charged me at our parting, 

‘Be sen'iceable to my son,’ quoth he. 

Although I think ’twas in another sense — 

I am content to be Lucentio, 

Because so well I love Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves: 

And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded eye. 

Here conies the rogue. 

Enter Biondello. 

Sirrah, where have you been ? 
Bion. Where have I been ' Nay, how now ! where 
are you ? Master, has my fellow Tranio stolen your 
clothes ? or you stolen his ? or both ? pruy, what’s the 
news ? 

Lue. Sirrah, come hither: ’tis no time to jest. 

And therefore frame your manners to the time. 

Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life, 

Puts my apparel and my countenance on. 

And I for my escape have put on his; 

For in a quarrel, since I came ashore, 

I kill’d a man and fear 1 was descried : 

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes. 

While I make way from hence to save my life : 

You understand me? 

Bion. I, sir 1 ne’er a whit. 

Lue. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth : 

Tranio is changed into Lucentio. 

Bion. The better for him : would I were so too ! 

Tra. So could I, faith, boy, to have the next wish 
after. 

That Lucentio indeed had Baptista's youngest daughter. 
But, sirrah, not for ’my sake, but your master’s, 1 advise 
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of companies : 
When I am alone, why,. then I am Tranio; 

But in all places else, your master Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, let’s go: one thing more rests, that 
thyself execute, to make one among these wooers : if thou 
ask me why, sufficeth, my reasons are both good and 
weighty. \Exmnt 

The presetUera above apeak. 

First Serv. My lord, you nod; you do not mind the 
play. 

Slif. Yes, by Saint Anne, do I. A good matter, 
surely: comes there any more of it? 

Page. My ^ord, ’tis out begun. 

Sly. 'Tis a very excellent piece of work, madam lady : 
would 'tweie done! [They ait and mark. 
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SuKNZ II. — Padwt. Before Hobtensio's house. 

EtUer PETBUCHfo and his man Grumio. 

Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave. 

To see iny friends in Padua, but of all 
My best beloved and approved friend, 

Hortensio ; and I trow this is his house. 

Hero, sirrah Grumio; knock, I say. 

Gm. Knock, sir ! whom should 1 knock ? la there 
any man has rebused your worship ? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly 

Gru. Knock you here, sir! why, sir, wlut am I, sir, 
that I should knock you here, sir? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this •'ate 
And rap me well, or I’ll knock your knave’s pate 


Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome. I should 
knork you first. 

And then I know after who comes by the worst. 

Pd. Will it not bet 

Faith, siirah, an you’ll not knock. I’ll ring it; 

I’ll try how you cun sol, fa, and sing it. 

\He wnnys him by the ears. 
Gru. Help, masters, help! my master is mad 
Pet. Now, knock when I bid you, sirrah villain ! 

Enter lIoBTENSIO. 

Hot How now ' what’s the matter ? My old friend 
Gruniio! and my good friend Petrucliio! How do you 
all at Verona t 

Pet. .Signior Hortensio, come you to part the fray? 

‘ Con lutto il cuore, ben trovato,’ may I say. 



Hot. ‘Alla nostra case ben venuto, m-dto honorato In-re, knock me w'ell, and knock me soundly’? And 

signor mio Petruchio.’ come you now with, ‘ knocking at the gate ’ ? 

Rise, Grumio, rise: we will compound this quarrel Pet. Sirrah, bo gone, or talk not, 1 advise you 

Gru. Nay, ’tis no matter, sir, what he ’leges in Latin Hor. Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio’s pledge : 

If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his ser- Why, this’s a heavy chance ’twixt him and you, 

vice, look you, sir, ho bid me knock him and rap him Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio 

soundly, sir: well, was it fit for a servant to use liis And tell me now, sweet friend, what happy gale 

master so, ^ing perhaps, for aught I see, two and thirtv. Wows you to Padua here from old Verona? 

a pip * out ? * ***■'"''* “ * “ *^* Pet. tiuch wind as scatters young men through the 

Whom would to God I had well knock’d at first, vrorld 

Then had not Grumio come by the worst. To seek their fortunes farther than at home 

PU. A senseless villain! Good Hortensio, Where small experience grows. But in a few,* *»»‘**^ 

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate, Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me; 

And could not get him for my heart to do it. Antonio, my father, is deceased ; 

Gru. Knock at the gate I 0 heavens ! Spake you And I have thrust myself into this maze, 

not these words plain, ‘Sirrah, knock me here, rap me Haply to wive and thrive as best I may: 
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Crowns in my purse I have and goods at home. 

And so am come abroad to see the world. 

Hor. Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to thee, 
Aud wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour’d wife ? 

Thou’ldst thank me but a little for my counsel: 

And yet I’ll promise thee she shall be rich 
And very rich : but thou’rt too much my friend, 

And I’ll not wish thee to her. 

Fet. Signior Hortensio, ’twixt such friends as we 
Few words suffice ; and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s wife, 

As wealth is burden of my wooing dance. 

Be she as foul as was Florentius’ love, 

As old as Sibyl and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates’ Xanthippe, or a worse. 

She moves me not, or not removes, at least. 

Affection’s edge in me, were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas : 

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gm. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly what his 
mind is : why, give him gold enough and marry him to a 
puppet or an aglet-baby ; * or an old trot with * '“*••• 

ne’er a tooth in her head, though she have as many 
diseases as two and fifty horses : why, nothing comes 
amiss, so money comes w’ithal. 

Hor. Petruchio, since we arc stepp’d thus far in, 

I will continue that I broach’d in jest. 

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 

With wealth enough and young and beauteous. 

Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman: 

Her only fault, and that is faults enough. 

Is that she is intolerable curst 

And shrew'd and froward, so beyond all measure 

That, were my state far worser than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet. Hortensio, peace ! thou know’st not gold's effect : 
Tell me her father’s name and 'tis enough; 

For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
As thunder when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Hor. Her father is Baptista Minola, 

An affable and courteous gentleman: 

Her name is Katharina Minola, 

Benown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

Pet. I know her father, though I know not her; 
And he knew my deceased father well. 

I wifl not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her; 

And therefore let me be thus bold with you 
To give you over at this first encounter. 

Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. I pray you, sir, let him go while the humour 
lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him as well as I do, 
she would think scolding would do little good upon 
him: she may perhaps call him half a score k'naves 
or so: why, that’s nothing; an he begin once, he'll 
rail in his rope-tricks. I’ll tell you what, sir, an she 
stand him but a little, he will throw a figure in her 
face and so disfigure her with it, that she shall have 
no more eyes to see withal than a cat You know him 
not, sir. 

Hor. Tany, Petruchio, I must go with thee. 

For in Baptista's keep my treasure is: 

He hath the jewel of my life in hold. 

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca, 

And her withholds from me and other more. 

Suitors to her and rivals in my love. 

Supposing it a thing impossible. 

For those defects I have before rehearsed, 

That ever Katharina will be woo’d; 


Therefore this order hath Baptista ta’en. 

That none shall have access unto Bianca 
Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

Gru. Katharine the cumt! 

A title for a maid of all titles the worst. 

Hor. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me grace. 
And offer me disguised in sober robes 
To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen * in music, to instruct Bianca ; ’ 

That so I may, by this device, at least 
Have leave and leisure to make love to her. 

And unsuspected court her by herself. 

Gru. Here’s no knavery! Sec, to beguile the old 
folks, how the young folks lay their heads together! 

Enter Gremio, and LUCENTIO disguised. 

Jla-ster, master, look about you : who goes there, ha 1 
Hor. Peace, Grumio! it is the rival of my love. 
Petruchio, stand by a while. 

Gru. A proper stripling and an amorous! 

Gre. 0, very well ; I have perused the note. 

Hark you, sir; I'll have them very fairly bound- 
All books of love, sec that at any hand; 

And sec you read no other lectures to her; 

You understand me: over and beside 
Signior Baptista’s liberality. 

I’ll mend it with a largess. Take your paper too. 

And let me have them very well perfumed: 

For she is sweeter than perfume itself 

To whom they go to. What will you read to her^ 

Luc. Whate’er I read to her. I’ll plead for you 
As for my patron, stand you so assured. 

As firmly as yourself were still in place: 

Yea, and perhaps with more successful words 
Than you, unless you -were a scholar, sir. 

Gre. 0 this learning, what a thing it is! 

Gru. O this woodcock, what an ass it is! 

Pet. Peace, sirrah! '* 

Hor. Grumio, mumj God save you, Signior Gremio 
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortensio. 

Trow you whither I am going? ’To Baptista Minola. 

1 promised to inquire carefully 

About a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca: 

And by good fortune I have lighted well 
On this young man, for learning and Iwhaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in poetry 
And other books, good ones, I warrant ye. 

Hor. 'Tis well; and I have met a gentleman 
Hath promised me to help me to another, 

A fine musician to instruct our mistress; 

So shall I- no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so beloved of me. 

Gre. Beloved of me; and that my deeds shall prove. 
Gru. And that his bags shall prove. 

Hor. Gremio, ’tis nuw no time to vent our love: 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair. 

I’ll tell you news indifferent good for either. 

Here is a gentleman whom by chance 1 met, - 
Upon agreement from us to his liking. 

Will undertake to woo curst Katherine, 

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Gre. So said, so done, is well. 

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults? 

Pet. I know sho is an irksome brawling scold: 

If that be aU, masters, 1 hear no harm. 

Gre. No, say’st me so, friend? What countryman? 
Pet. Bom in Verona, old Antonio’s son ; 

My father de&d, my fortune lives for me; 

And I do hope good days and long to see. 
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Grt. O sir, such a life, with such a wife, were strange ! 
But if you have a stomach, to’t i* God’s name : ° 

You shall have me assisting you in all. 

But will you woo this wild-cat? 

Will I live ? 

Ori4. Will he woo her? ay, or I’ll hang her 
PcL Why came I hither but to that intent ^ 

Think you a little dm can daunt nunc ears \ 

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ^ 

Have I not heard the sea puflTd up with winds 
Bago like an angry boar chafed with sweat ? 

Have I not heard great ordnance m the field. 

And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies ? 

Have I not in a pitched battle hcaid 

Loud ’larurns, neighing steeds, and trumpets* clang? 

And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue, ” 

That gives not half so great a blpw to hear 
As will a chestnut in a farmer’s fire? 

Tush, tusli 1 fear boys with bugs.'* BOobUn. 


Gru, For he fears none. 

Ilortensio, hark : 

This gentleman is happily arrived. 

My mind presumes, lor his own good and ours. 

Hor. 1 promised we would be contributors 
And bear his charge of wooing, wliatsoe’er. 

Urc And so we will, j>rovided that lie win lier 
Gru. 1 would I were as sure of a good dinner. 

Enter TllAXlO 6rarc, and BlONDELLO. 

Tra. Gontlomeii, God save you. If I may be bold. 
Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To the house of Signior Baptista Minola ? 

Eio7i, He that has the two fair (laughters : is’t he 
you mean ^ 

Tra. Fath he, Biondcdlo. 

(h'f llaik you, sir; you mean not her to — 

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, sir. what have you 
to do? 



Pet. Not her that chides, sit, at any hand, I pmy. 
Tra. I love no chider.s, sir. Biondcllo, let’s awav 
Luc. Well begun, Tranio. 

Hut. Sir, a word c » you go : 

Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no ? 
Tra. And if I be, sir, is it any offence? 

Gre. No ; if without more w'orJs you will get you 
hence. 

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free 
For me as lor you ? 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tra. For what reason, I beseech you? 

Gre, For this reason, if you’ll know, 

That she’s the choice love of Signior Greinio. 

Hor. That she’s the chosen of Signior llortcn&io. 
Tra. Softly, my masters ! if you be gentlemen, 

Do me tliis right; hear me with patience. 

Baptista is a noble gentleman, 

To whom niy father is not all unknown ; 


And were his daughter fairer tlian she is. 

She may more suitors have and me lor one. 

Fair Ixda’s daughter had a thousand wooers ; 
llien well one more may fair Bianca have: 

And so she shall; Lucentio shall make one, 

Though Paris came in hope to speed alone. 

Gre. What! this gentleman will out-talk us all. 

Luc. Sir, give him head : I know he’ll prove a jade. 
Pet. Ilortensio, to what end are all these words ? 
Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you, 

Did you yet ever see Baptista’s daughter ? 

Tra. No, sir; but hear I do that he hath two, 

The one as famous for a scolding tongue 
As is the other fur beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the first’s for mo ; let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules; 

And let it be more than Alcides* twelve. 

Pet. Sir, understand you this of me in sooth: 

The youngest daughter 'whom you hearken for 

22 
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Her father keeps from all access of suitors, 

And will not promise her to any man 
Until the elder sister first be wed: 

The younger then is free and not before. 

Tra. If it be so, sir, that you are the man 
Afust stead us all and me amongst the rest, 

And if you break the icc and do this feat, 

Achieve the elder, set the younger free 

For our access, whose hap shall be to have her 

Will not so graceless be to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir, you say well, and well you do conceive; 
And since you do profess to be a suitor. 


You must, os we do, gratify this gentleman. 

To whom we all rest generally beholding. 

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign whereof, 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon. 

And qualf carouses to our mistress’ health. 

And do as adversaries do in law. 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 

Oru. Bion. O excellent motion! Fellows, let’s be 
gone. 

Jlor. The motion’s good indeed and bo it so, 
Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

Scene I. — Padua. A room in Baptista’s house. 


Enter Kathabina and Bianca. 

Sian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong yourself. 
To make a bondmaid and a slave of me; 

That I disdain: but for these other gawds. 

Unbind my hands, I’ll puli them off myself, 

Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat; 

Or what you will command me will I do. 

So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Kath. Of all thy suitors, here I chaige thee, tell 
Whom thou lovest best : see thou dissemble not. 

Sian. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive 
I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

JCath. Minion, thou liest Is’t not Hortensio? 

Sian. If you affect him, sister, here I swear 
ITl plead for you myself, but you shall have him. 

Kath. O then, belike, you fancy riches more ; 

You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Sian. Is it for him you do envy me so? 

Nay then you jest, and now I well perceive 
You have but jested with me all this while : 

I prithee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 


Kath. If that be jest, then all the rest was so. 

[iSiInkes her. 

Enter Baptista. 

Sap. Why, how now, dame ! whence grows this 
insolence ? 

Bianca, stand aside. Poor girl! she weeps. 

Go ply thy needle; meddle not with her. 

For shame, thou hildiug of a devilish spirit. 

Why dost thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee? 
When did she cross thee with a bitter word? 

Kath. Her silence flouts me, and I’ll be reillBnged. 

[Fliee after Bianca. 

Bap. What, in my sight ? Bianca, get thee in. 

[Exit Bianca. 

Keith. Wliat, will you not suffer me ? Nay, now I see 
She is your treasure, she must have a husband; 

I must dance bare*foot on her wedding day ’ 

And for your love to her lead apes in hell. 

Talk not to me : I will go sit and weep 

Till I can finjj occasion of revenge. [Exit. 

Sap. Was ever gentleman thus grieved as I? 

But who comes here? 
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SnnitT OKEMIO, XiUCENTIO XTi the hubit oJ‘ a TiiecLifi ytuiti * 
Pctruchio, with IIORTENSIO (IS a musician; flwciTRANio, 
with Diondello heaTififf a lute and books. 

Ore. Good morrow, neighbour Baptista. 

Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Grcinio. God save you 
gentlemen ! * 

Pet. And you. good sir ! Pray, have you not a daughter 
Caird Katharina, fair and virtuous ? 

Bap. I have a daughter, sir, called Katharina. 

You are too blunt : go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio : give me leave. 
I am a gentleman of Verona, sir, 

That, hearing of her beauty and her wit, 

Her affability and bashful modesty. 

Her wondrous qualities and mild behaviour, 

Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house, to make mine eye the witness 
Of that report which I so oft have heard. 

And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 

1 do present you with a man of mine, 

[Preseniinff Ilortensio. 
Cunning in music and the mathematics, 

To instruct her fully in those sciences, 

Whereof 1 know she is not ignorant : 

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong: 

His name is Licio, born in Mantua. 

Bap. You’re welcome, sir; and he, for your good 
sake. 

But for my daughter Katharine, this I know. 

She is not for yuuv turn, the more my grief. 

Pet. I see you do not mean to part with her, 

Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap. Mistake me not ; I speak but as I find. 
Whence are )'ou, sir? what may I call your name? 

Pet. Pctruchio is my name ; Antonio’s sol, 

A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bap. I know him well: you are welcome for his 
sake. 

Ore. Saving your tale, Petnichio, I pray, 

Ix^t us, that are poor petitioners, speak too : 

Baccare ! * you are marvellous forward. * 

Pet. 0. pardon me, Signior Gremio; I would fain be 
doing. 

Ore. 1 doubt it not, sir; but you will curse youx 
wooing. 

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure of it. 
To express the like kindness, myself, that have been 
more kindly beholding to you than any, freely give unto 
you this young scholar [Presejiting Lucentio\ that hath been 
long studying at Rheims; as cunning in Greek, Latin, 
and other languages, as the other in music and mat he 
matics ; his name is Cambio ; pray, accept his service. 

Bap. A thousand thanks, Signior Greml Welcome, 
good Cambio. [To JVanm] But, gentle sir, methinks 
you walk like a stranger: may I be so bold to know 
the cause of your coming. 

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own, 

That, being a stranger in this city here, 

Do make myself a suitor to your daughter, 

Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous. 

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the eldest sister. 

This liberty is all that I request, 

That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome ’mongst the rest that woo 
And free access and favour as the rest: 

And, toward the education of your daughters, 

I here bestow a simple instrument, 


And this small packet of Greek and Latin books: 

If you accept them, then their worth is great. 

Bap. Lucentio is your name ; of whence, I pray ? 
Tra. Of Pisa, sir; son to Vincentio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Pisa ; by report 
T know him well : you are very welcome, sir. 

Take you the lute, and you the set of books ; 

You shall go see your pupils presently. 

Holla, wi^dn! 

Enter a Servant. 

Sirrah, lead these gentlemen 
To my daughters ; and tell them both, 

These are their tutors : bid them use them well. 

[Exit Servant, with Lucentio and Hortensio, Biondello 
following. 

We will go walk a little in the orchard, 

And then to dinner. You are passing welcome, 

And so I pray you all to think yourselves. 

Pet. Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste, 

And every day I cannot come to woo. 

You knew my father well, and in him me, 

Left solely heir to all his lands and goods, 

Which I have better’d rather than decreased; 

Then tell me, if I get your daughter's love, 

What dowry shall I have with her to wife? 

Bap. After iny death the one half of my lands, 

And in possession twenty thousand crowns. 

Pet. And, for that dowry, I’ll assure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that she survive me. 

In all my lands and leases wliatsoever: 

Let specialties be therefore drawn between us. 

That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap, Ay, when the special thing is well obtain’d. 
That is, her love; for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, father, 

I am os peremptoiy as she proud-minded; 

And where tw'o raging fires meet together 
They do consume the thing that feeds their fury: 
Though little fire grows great with little wdiid, 

Y"et extreme gusts will blow out fire and all : 

! So I to her and so she yields to me; 

For I am rough and vroo not like a babe. 

Bap. Well mayst thou woo, and happy be thy speed! 
But be thou arm^ for some unliappy' words. 

Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains arc for winds, 
That shake nut, though they blow perpetually. 

Re-enter Hortensio, wiih his head broke. 

Bap. How now, my friend! Why dost thou look so 
pale ? 

Hor. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale. 

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good musician ? 
Hor. I think she'll sooner prove a soldier: 

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Bap. Why, then thou canst not break her to the 
lute ? 

Hor. Why, no; for she hath broke the lute to me. 

I did but tell her she mistook her frets,® 6 a nurtcai term. 
And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering; 

When, with a most impatient devilish spirit, 

‘Frets, call you these?* quoth she; ‘I’ll fume with 
them ; * 

And, with that word, she struck me on the head, 

And through the instrument my pate made way; 

And there I stood amazed for a while, 

As on a pillory, looking through the lute; 

While she did call me rascal fiddler, 
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And twangling Jack; with twenty sucli vile terms, 

As had she studied to misuse me so. 

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench; 

I love her ten times more than e*er I did: 

0, how I long to have some chat with her! 

Baj}. Well, go with me and be not so discomfited : 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughtei ; 

She’s apt to learn and thankful tor good turns. 

Signior Petnichio, will you go with us, 

Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ? 

Pet. I pray you do. [Exeunt all but Petnichio.] I 
will attend her here. 

And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 

Say that she rad; why then I’ll tell her plain 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale : 

Say that she frown; I’ll say she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash’d with dew . 

Say she be mute and will nut speak a word ; 

Then I’ll commend her volubility. 


And say she uttcroth piercing eloquence: 

If she do bid mo pack, I'll give her thanks. 

As though she bid me stay by her a week: 

If she deny to wed. I’ll crave the day 

When I shall ask tlie banns and when be married. 

But here slie comes; and now, Pctruchio, speak. 

Enter Katharina. 

Good-morrow, Kate; for that’s your name, I hear. 

Kath. Well have you heard, but something hard of 
hearing : 

They call me Katharine that do talk of me. 

Pet. You he, in faith; for you are call’d plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst; 

But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom, 

Kate of Kate Hall, my super-dainty Kate, 

For dainties are all Kates, and therefore, Kate, 

Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ; 

Hearing thy mildness praised in every town. 



Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded. 

Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs, 

Mjrself am moved to woo thee for my wife. 

Kath, Moved! in good time: let him that moved 
you hither 

Remove you hence: I knew you at the first 
You were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, what’s a moveable? 

Kath. A join’d-stool. 

Pet. Thou hast hit it: come, sit on me. 

Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 

Pel. Women are made to bear, and so are you. 

Kath. No such jade as you, if me you mean. 

Pet. Alas', good Kate, I will not burden thee; 

For, knowing thee to be but young and light — 

K<Uh. Too light for such a swain as you to catch; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 

Pet. Should be! should — buzz! 

Kath. Well ta’en, and like a bi^zard. 


Pei. 0 slow-wing’d turtle! shall a buzzard take thee? 
Kath, Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a 'buzzard. 

Pet. Come, conJfe, you wasp; i’ faith, you are too angry. 
Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my sting. 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 

Kath. Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies. 

Pet. Who knows not where a wasp does wear bis 
sting? In his tail. 

Kath. In his tongue. 

Pet. Whose tongue ? '' 

Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails: and so farewell 
Pet, What, with my tongue in your tail? nfcy, come 
again. 

Good Kate; I am a gentleman. 

Kath, That I’ll try. [She ririhes him. 

Pet, I swear I’ll cuff you, if you strike again. 

Kath. So may you lose your arms: 

If you strike me, you are no gentleman; 

And if no gentleman, why then no arms. 
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PtL A herald, Kate? 0, put me in thy hooka! 

Kath. What is your crest? a coxcomb? 

Pet. A combloss cook, so Kate will be my hen. 

Kath. No cock of mine; you crow too like a craven. 
Pd. Nay, come, Kate, come; you must not luck so 
sour. 

Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. 

Pd. Why, here’s no crab; and therefore look not 
sour. 

Kath. There is, there is. 

Pd. Then show it me. 

Kath. Had I a glass, I would. 

7V/. What, you mean my face? 

Kath. Well aim’d of such a young one. 

Pet. Now, by Saint George, 1 am too young for you. 
Kath. Tfct you are wither’d. 

Pd. Tis with cares. 

Kath. 1 care not. 

Pd. Nay, hear you, Kate: in sootli you scape not so. 
Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry : let me go. 

Pd. No, not a whit ; I find you passing gentle. 

'Twas told me you were rough and coy and sullen. 

And now I find report a very liar; 

For thou art jjleasant, gamesome, passing courteous. 

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowers: 
I’hou canst not frown, thou canst not look a.skance, 

Nor bite the lip, as angiy wenches will ; 

Nor liast thou pleasure to be ciuss in talk, 

But thou with mildness entertaiii’st thy woocw, 

With gentle conference, soft and affable. 

Why does the Vvorld report that Kate doth limp ? 

0 slanderous world I Kate like the hazel-twig 
Is straiglit and .slender, and as brown in hue 
As hazel nuts and sweeter than the kernels. 

0, let rne see thee walk: thou dust not halt. 

Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'st command. 

Pet. JDid ever Diau so beeomc a grove 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait? 

U, be thou Gian, and let her be Kate ; 

And then let Kate he chaste and Gian si)ortfiil 1 

Kath. Where did you study all this goodly speech ^ 
Pd. It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 

Kath. A witty mother! witless else her son. 

Pet. Am I not wise ? 

Kath. Yes, keep you warm. 

Pd. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in thy bed: 
And therefore, setting all this chat aside. 

Thus in plain terms: your father hath coasented 
That you shall be iny wife; your dowry 'greed on; 

And, will you, nill you, I will maiTy you. 

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn; 

For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty, 

Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well. 

Thou must be married to no man but im 
For I am he am born to tame you, Kate. 

And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate 
Conformable as other household Kates. 

Here comes your father: never make denial; 

1 must aitd will have Katharine to my wife. 

Re-enter Baptista, Gremio, and Tr.vnio. 

Bap. Now, Signior Pctruchio, how speed you with 
my daughter. 

Pet. How but well, sir? how but well? 

It were impossible 1 should speed amiss. 

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine! in your 
dumps ? 

KoJth. Call you me daughter? now, I promise yon. 
You have showed a tender fatherly regard, 


To wish me wed to one half lunatic ; 

A mad-cap ruttiiin and a swearing Jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out 
Pet. Father, *tis thus : yourself and all the world, 
That talk’d of her, have talk'd amiss of her: 

If she be curst, it is for policy, 

For she’s not froward, but modest as the dove; 

She is nut hut, but temperate as the morn ; 

For j).'iticricc she will prove a second Grissel, 

And Koinaii I-ucrece for her chastity : 

And to conclude*, we liave 'greed so well together, 

That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Kath. I’ll see thee bang’d on Sunday first. 

Ore. Hark, rctruchio ; she says she’ll see thee bang’d 
first. 

Tra. Is this your speeding? nay, then, good night 
our ])art! 

Pd. Be patient, gentlemen; I choose her for myself: 
If she and 1 be pleased, what’s tliat to you? 

*Tis bargain’d 'twixt us twain, being alone. 

That she shall still be curst in company. 

I tell you, ’tis incredible to believe 

How much she loves me: O, the kindest Kate! 

She hung about my neck; and kiss on kiss 
She vied so fast, protesting oath on oatli, 

That in a twink she won me to her love. 

0, you arc novices! *tis a world to see, 

How tame, wlien men and women are alone, 

A mcacock^ wretch can make the curstest shrew. haried. 
Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto Venice, 

To buy apparel ’gainst the wedding-day. 
l^rovide the feast, father, and bid the guests; 

I will be sure my Katharine shall be fine. 

Bap. 1 know not what to say: hut give me your hands; 
God send you j(»y, Petrucliio ! *tis a match. 

Ore. Tra. Amen, say we: W(* ^\ill be witnesses. 

Pet. Father, and wile, and gentlemen, adieu; 

I will to Venice; Sunday conies apace: 

Wc ^^ill have rings and things and tine array; 

And kiss me, Kate, will he married o' Sunday. 

[Jixeunt Petrucliio and Katharina severally. 
Grc. Was ever match clapp’d up so suddenly ? 

Bap. Faitli, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a desperate mart. 

Tra. ’Twas a commodity lay fretting by you : 

•Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

Bap. The gain I seek is, quiet in the match. 

Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch. 

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter: 

Now is the day we long have looked for: 

I am your neighbour, and was suitor first. 

Tra. And 1 am one that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can guess. 
Ore. Youngling, thou canst not love so dear as I. 
Tra. Greybeard, thy love doth freeze. 

Grc. But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, stand back : 'tis age that nourishetli. 

Tra. But youth in ladies* eyes that tlourisheth. 

Bap. Content you, gentlemen: I will compound this 
strife : 

'Tis deeds must win the prize; and he of both 
That can assure my daughter greatest dower 
Shall have my Bianca's love. 

Say, Signior Gremio, what can yon assure her? 

Grc. First, as you know, my house within the city 
Is riclily furnished with plate and gold; 

Basins and ewers to lave her dainty hands; 

My hangings all of Tyiian tapestry ; 

In ivory coffers I have stufPd my crowns ; 
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In cypress chests my arras counterpoints,* ■counterpane*. 
Costly apparel, tents,* and canopies, »unn*inge. 

Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss*d with pearl. 

Valance of Venice gold in needlework, 

Pewter and brass and all things that belong 
To house or housekeeping: then, at my farm 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 

Sixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls. 

And all things answerable to this portion. 

Myself am struck in years, I must confess; 

And if I die to-morrow, this is hers. 

If whilst I live she will be only mine. 

Tra. That * only * came well in. Sir, list to me : 

I am my father's heir and only son: 

If I may have your daughter to my wife, 

I'll leave her houses three or four as good. 

Within rich Pisa walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua: 

Besides two thousand ducats by the year, 

Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure. 

What, have I pinch’d you, Signior Gremio ? 

Grt. Two thousand ducats by the year of land ! 

My land amounts not to so much in all: 

That she shall have; besides an aigosy 
That now is lying in Marseilles* road. 

What, have I choked you with on aigosy? 

Tra. Gremio, 'tis known my father hath no less 
Than three great argosies; besides two galliases. 

And twelve tight galleys : these I will assure her, 

And twice as much, whate’er thou offePst next. 

Gre. Nay, I have offer’d all, I have no more; 


And she can have no more than all I have: 

If you like me, she shall have me and mine. 

Tra, Why, then the maid is mine from all the world. 
By your firm promise : Gremio is out- vied. 

Baji, 1 must confess your offer is the best; 

And, let your father make her the assuiunce, 

She is your own ; else, you must pardon me, 

If you should die before him, where’s her dower? 

Tra, That's but a cavil : he is old, I young. 

Gre. And may not young men die, as well as old? 
Bap, Well, gentlemen, 

I am thus resolved : on Sunday next you know 
My daughter Katharine is to be married: 

Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make tliis assui'ance ; 

If not, to Signior Gremio: 

And so. I take my leave, and thank you both. 

Gre, Adieu, good neighbour. [Eant Baptuta, 

Now I fear thee not : 

SiiTah young gamester, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and in his waning age 
Set foot under thy table : tut, a toy ! 

An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. [Exit, 

Tra, A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide! 

Yet I have faced it with a card of ten. 

’Tis in my head to do my master good: 

I see no reason but supposed Lucentio 
Must get a father, call’d 'supposed Vincentio;' 

And that’s a wonder: fathers commonly 

Do get their children; but in this case of wooing, 

A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cunning. [Exit, 





ACT 

Scene I. — Padua. 


ErUtr Lucentio, Hortensio, and Bianca. 

Luc. Fiddler, forbear! you grow too forward, sir: 
Have you so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katharine welcomed you withal J 
Hvr. But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroness of heavenly harmony : 

Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 

And when in music wo have spent an hour, 

Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc. Preposterous ass, that never read so far 
To know the cause why music wiu ordain'd ! 

Was it not to refresh the mind ot man 
After his studies or his usual pain’ 

Then give me leave to read philosophy, 

And while I pause, ser\’e in your harmony. 

Hvr. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of thine. 
Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To strive for that which resteth in my choice ; 

I am no breeching scholar in the schools ; 

I’ll not be tied to hours nor 'pointed times. 

But learn my lessons as I please myself. 

And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down: 

Take you your instrument, play you the whiles; 

His lecture will be done ere you have tuned 
Hvr. You’ll leave his lecture when I am in tune t 
Lue. That will be never: tune your instrument. 
Bian. Where left we last? 


III. 

Baptista’s hvute. 

Luc. Here, madam: 

‘ Ilic ibat Simois ; hie est Sigeia tcllus 
Hie steterat Priami regia celsa scnis.' 

Bian Construe them. 

Luc. ‘Hic ibat,’ as I told you before, ’Simois,’ I am 
Lucentio, ’hic est,’ son unto Vincentio of Pisa, ‘Sigcia 
tcllus,’ disguised thus to get your love ; ‘ IIic steterat, 
and that Lucentio that comes o-wooing, ‘Priami,’ is my 
man Tranio, ‘regia,’ bearing my port, ‘celsa senis,’ that 
we might beguile the old pantaloon, 

Hvr. Madam, my instrument’s in tune. 

Btan. Let’s hear. O fie ! the treble jars. 

Luc Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian. Now let me sec if I can construe it;_ ^ 

‘ Hic ibat Simois,’ I know you not, ‘hic est Sigeia tell us,’ 
I trust you not ; * IIic steterat Priami, take heed he 
hear us not, ‘regia,’ presume not, ‘celsa senis,’ despair not. 

Hvr. Madam, ’tis now in tune. 

All but the base 

Hvr. The base is right ; ’tis the base knave that jars. 
[Aside 1 How fiery and forward our pedant is! 

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love: 
Pedasculc. I’ll watch you better yet. 

Bian. Ill time I may believe, yet I mistrust 

Luc. Mistrust it not; for, sure, .ffiacides 
Was Ajax, call’d so from his grandfather. 

Bian. I must believe my master; else, I promise you, 
I should be arguing still upon that doubt: 
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But let it rest. Now, Licio, to you : 

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray. 

That I have been tliiis pleasant with you both. 

Hor, You may go walk, and give me leave a while: 
My lessons make no music in three parts. 

Luc, Are you so formal, sir? well, I must wait. 

And watch withal ; for, but 1 he deceived, 

Our tine musician groweth amorous. 

Ilor. Madam, before you touch the instrument 
To learn the order of my fingering, 

I must l)egin w'ith rudiments of art; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort. 

More pleasant, pithy, and ofl’ectual. 

Than hath been taught by any of my trade: 

And there it is in writing, fairly dniwii. 

Bian, Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 

Hor, Yet read the gamut of Horten.sio. 

Btan. [A’rtrfi*.] ‘“Gamut” 1 am, the ground of all accord, 

“ A re/* to plead Hortensio’s passion ; 

“Bmi,"' Bianca, take him for thy lord, 

“ C fa ut,” that loves with all afTection : 

” D sol re/* one clef, two notes have 1 *, 

“ E la mi/’ show pity, or I die/ 

Call you this gamut? tut, I like it not: 

Old fashions please me best; I am not so nice. 

To change true rules for old inventions. 

Enter a Serv'ant. 

Berv. Mistress, your father prays you leave your books 
And help to dress your sister's chamber up: 

You know to-moiirow is the wedding-day. 

Bian, Farewell, sweet masters both ; I must be gone. 

[Exeunt Bianca and Servant, 
Luc, Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to stay. 

[Exit, 

Ilor, But I have cause to pry into this pedant: 
Methinks he looks as though he were in love; 

Yet if thy thouglits, Bianca, be so humble 
To cast tliy wandering eyes on every stale. 

Seize tliee tliat list : if once I find thee ranging, 
Horteiisio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit. 

Scene II. — Padua, Before Baptista’s hemse. 

Enter Baptista, Gkemio, Tranio, Katharina, Bianca, 
Lucentio, and others, attendants. 

Bap, [To Tranio.] Signior Lucentio, this is the ’pointed 
day. 

That Katharine ami Pctruchio should be married, 

And yet we hear not of our son-in-law. 

What will be said? wliat mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage! 

What says Lucentio to this shame of ours? 

JCath, No shame but mine : I must, forsooth, be forced 
To give my hand opposed against my heart 
Unto a m^-brain rudesby* full of spleen ; ’ 8*wwr 

Who woo’d in haste and means to wed at leisure. 

I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour : 

And, to be noted for a merry man, 

He’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of marriage. 

Make feasts, invite friends, and proclaim the banns*, 

Yet never means to wed where he hath woo’d. 

Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 

And say, *Lo, there is mad Petruchio’s wife, 

If it would please him come and marry her*' 

Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista too. 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 


Whatever fortune stays him from his word: 

Though he bo blunt, I know him passing wise; 

Though he be merry, yet withal he’s honest. 

Hath, Would Katharine had never seen him though! 

[Exit weeping^ followed by Bianca and others. 
Bap, Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 

For such an injury would vex a very saint, 

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 

Enter BiONDEi.Lo, 

Bion, Master, master! news, old news, and such news 
as you never heard of? 

Bap, la it new and old too ? liow may that be ? 

Bion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petruchio’s coming ? 
Bap, Is he come ? 

Bion, Why, no, sir. 

Bap, What then ? 

Bion, He is coming. 

Bap, When will he be here? 

Bion, When he stands where I am and sees you there. 
Bap, But say, what to thine old news? 

Bion, Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat and 
an old jerkin, a pair of old breeches thrice turned, a pair 
of boots that have been candle-cases, one buckled, another 
laced, an old rusty sword ta’en out of the town-armoury, 
with a broken hilt, and chapeless; with two broken 
points; his horse hipped with an old motliy saddle and 
stirrups of no kindred; besides, possessed witli the glanders 
and like to mose in the chine ; troubled with the lampass, 
infected with the fashions*, full of windgalls, sj>ed **’*''y- 
with spavins, rayed w’ith the yellows, past cure of the 
fives, stark spoiled with tlie staggeis, begnawn with the 
bots, swayed in the back and shoulder-slioltcn ! near- 
legged before and with a lialf-chccked bit ami a head- 
stall of sheep’s leather which, being restrained to keep 
him from stumbling, bath been often burst and now 
repaired with knots; one girth six times pieced, and a 
woman’s crupper of vclure* which hath two letters 
for her name fairly set down in studs, and here and 
there pieced with packthread. 

Bap. Who comes with him ? 

Bion. O, sir, his lackey, for all the w'orld cajiari-soncd 
like the horse ; with a linen stock on one leg and a kersey 
boot-hose on the other, gartered with a red and blue 
list ; an old hat and ‘ the humour of forty fancies ’ pricked 
iii’t for a feather; a monster, a very monster in apparel, 
and not like a Christian footboy or a gentleman’s lackey. 

Tra. ’Tis some odd humour pricks him to this fashion ; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean-apparell’d. 

Bap. I am glad he's come, howsoe’er he comes. 

Bion, Why, sir, he comes not. 

Bap, Didst thou not say he comes? 

Bion, Who? that Petruchio came? 

Bap, Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion, No, sir; I say his horse comes, with him on 
his back. 

Bap, Why, that’s all one. 

Bion, Nay, by Saint Jainy. 

I hold you a penny, 

A horse and a man, 

Is more than one. 

And yet not many. 

Enter Petruchio and Gkumio. 

Pet. Come, where be these gallants? who’s at home? 
Bap. You are welcome, sir. 

Pet, And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra, Not so well apparell'd 

As I wish you were. 
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Pet. Were it better, I should rush in thus. 

But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride? 

How does my father? - Gentles, methinks you frown : 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they saw some wondrous monument, 

Some comet or unusual prodigy? 

Bap. Why, sir, you know this is your wedding-day : 
First were we sad, fearing you would not come; 

Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 

Fie, doff this habit, shame to your estate. 

An eye-sore to our solemn festival! 

Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detain’d you from your wife, 

And sent you hither so unlike yourself? 

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hoar: 
SufRceth, T am come to keej) my wmrd. 

Though in some part enforced to digress ; 

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 
As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

But where is Kate ? I stay too long from her : 

The morning wears, *tis time we were at church. 

Tra. See not your bride in these iinreverent robes: 

Go to my chamber; put on clothes of mine. 

Pet, Not I, believe me: thus I’ll visit her, 

Bap. But thus, 1 trust, you will not marry her. 

Pet. Good sooth, even thus; therefore ha’ done with 
words : 

To me she’s married, not unto my clothes; 

Gould I repair what she will wear in me. 

As 1 can chaitge these poor accoutrements, 

’Tvvore well lor Kate and better for iny.seli. 

But what a fool am I to chat with you, 

When I should bid good morrow to my bride, 

And seal the title with a lovely kiss! 

[fjjcrunt Petnichio and Gnimio. 
Trn. He hath some meaning in his mad attire: 

We will persuade him, be it possible, 

To put on better ere he go to church. 

Dap. I’ll after him, and see the event of this. 

[Exeunt Daptista, (rreinio. anil attendants. 
Tra. But to her love coneernetli us to add 
Her ftither’s liking : which to bring to pass. 

As 1 Ixjfore imparted to your worsliip, 

I am to get a man— whate'er he be, 

It skills not much, woTl fit him to our turn — 

And ho shall be Vincentio of Pisa; 

And make assurance here in Padua 
Of greater sums than I have promised. 

So shall you (piictly enjoy your hope, 

And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 

Luc^ AVere it not tliat my fellow-schoolmaster 
Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, 

Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage; 

Which once perform’d, let all the world si; no, 

I’ll keep mine own, despite of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into. 

And watch our vantage in this business: 

We’ll ovcr-reach the greybeard, Greinio, 

The narrow-prying father, Minola, 

The quaint musician, amorous Licio ; 

All for my master’s sake, Lucentio. 

Re-enter Grkmio. 

Signior Gremio, came you from the church? 

Ore. As willingly as e’er 1 came from school. 

Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coining home . 
Gre. A bridegroom say you ? *tis a groom indeed, 

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find. 

Tra. Curster than she ? why, 'tis impossible. 


Ghre. AVhy, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 

Tra. Why, she’s a devil, a devil, the devil’s dam. 
Gre. Tut, she’s a lamb, a dove, a fool to him! 

I’ll tell you, Sir Lucentio: when the priest 
Should a.sk, if Katharine should be his wife, 

'Ay, by gogs-wouns,' quoth he; and swore so loud. 

That, all-ainazcd, the priest let fall the book ; 

And, as he stoop'd again to take it up. 

The inad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a ciilT 
That down fell prie.st and book and book and ])rie3t: 

‘ Now take tliem up,’ quoth he, ‘ if any list.' 

Tra. What said the wench wlien he rose again ? 

Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why, he stamp'd and 
swore, 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 

But after many ceremonies done, 

He calls for wine : ' A health !' quoth he, as if 
He had been aboard, carousing to his mates 
After a storm; quaff’d off the muscadel 
And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face; 

Having no other reason 

But tliat his beard gi'cw thin and linngcrly 

And seem’d to ask him sops as he was drinking. 

This done, he took the bride about the neck 
And kis-s’d lier lips with such a clamorous smack 
That at the parting all the church did echo: 

And I seeing this came thence for very shame ; 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming. 

Such a mad marriage never was before : 

Hark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play. [Music. 

Ec-enter PrrRUCiiio, Katiiarina, Biasc’A, Baptista, 
Hortknsio, Gki:mio, and Train. 

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your pains: 
I know you think to dine with me to-day, 

And have prepared great store of wedding clieer; 

But so it is, my haste doth call me hence, 

And therefore here I mean take my leave. 

Dap. Is’t possible you will away to-night? 

Pet. I must away to-day, belbre night come ; 

Make it no w'omler; if you knew my business 
You would entreat me rather go than stay. 

And, honest company, 1 thank you all, 

That liave beheld me give a\vay myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife; 

Dine with my fatlier, drink a health to me; 

For 1 must hence; and farewell to you all. 

Tra. I.et us entreat you stf,y till after dinner. 

Pet. It may not be. 

Gre. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kaih. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. I am content. 

Kath. Are you content to stay ? 

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay; 

But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath. Now, if you love me, stay. 

Pet. Grumio, my hor.se. 

Gru. Ay, sir, they 1^ ready : the oats have eaten the 
horses. 

Kath. Nay, then, 

Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day; 

No, nor to-morrow, not till I please myself. 

The door is open, sir; there lies your way; 

You may be jogging whiles your boots are green ; 

For me, I’ll not l)e gone till I please myself: 

'Tis like you’ll prove a jolly surly groom. 

That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

23 
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Pet, O Kate, content thee ; prithee, be not angry, 
Kath, I will be angry : what hast thou to do ^ 
Father, be quiet: he shall stay luy leisure 
Grc. Ay, many, sir, now it begins to work. 

Kath, Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner: 

I see a woman may be made a fool. 

If she had not a spirit to resist 

Pet, They shall go forward, Kate, at thy command. 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her; 

Go to the feast, revel and doinineer. 

Carouse full measure to her maidenhead, 

Be mad and merry, or go hang youi selves 
But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 

Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret; 

I will be master of what is mine ow'n : 

She is iny goods, my chattels; she is my house. 

My household stuff, my field, my barn, 

My home, my ox, my ass, my any thing; 

And hero she stands, touch her whoever dare ; 

T'll bring mine action on tlie proudest lie 
That stops my w’ay in Padua. Grumio, 


[Act III. 

Draw forth thy weapon, we are beset witli thieves; 
Kescue thy mistress, if thou be a man. 

Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee, Kate: 
I'll buckler thee against a million. 

[ExeujU Petruchxo, Katharvua^ and Orumxo, 
Bap, Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Ore, Went they not quickly, I should die wdth 
laughing 

Tra, Of all mad matches never was the like. 

Lku, Mistress, what's your opinion of your sister ? 
Bian That, teing mad lierself, slie’s madly mated. 
Ore I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 

Bap, Neighbours and friends, though bride and 
bridegroom wants 

For to supply the places at the tabic, 

You know there wants no junkets at the feast. 

Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom's place; 

And let Bianca take her sister's room. 

2'ra, Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it ? 
Bap, She shall, Lucentio. Come, gentlemen, let’s go 

[Excujit. 
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Scene I. — rETKucino’s country house. 


Enter Grumio. 

Gtu, Fie, fio on all tired jades, on all mad masters, 
and all foul ways ! Was ever man so beaten ? was ever 
man so rayed ?* was ever man so weary ? J am < ii.<oui«i 
sent before to make a fire, and they are coiniii" after 
to warm them. Now, were not I a little pot aiul .soon 
hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue 
to the roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I 
should come by a fire to thaw me : but 1, with blowing 



the fire, shall warm myself ; for, considering the weather, 
a taller man than I will take cold. Holla, ho ! Curtis. 


Enter CUKTis. 

Curt. Who is that calls so coldly? 

Oru. A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou mayst 
slide from my shoulder to my heel with no greatn a 
run but my head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis. 

Cicrt. Is my master and his wife corair.', Grumio ? 

Oru. 0, ay, Curtis, ay : and therefoi'e fire, fire ; cast 
on no water. 

Curt. Is she so hot a shrew as she’s reported? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost; but, 
thou knowest, winter tames man, woman, and beast; for 
it hath tamed my old master and my new mistress and 
myself, fellow Curtis. 

Curt. Away, you three-inch fool! I am no beast. 

Oru. Am I but three inches? why, thy horn is a 
foot; and so long am 1 at the least. But wilt thou 
make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our mistress, 
whose hand, she Itoing now at hand, thou shalt soon feel, 
to thy cold comfort, for being slow in thy hot office? 

CvH. I prithee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes 
the world? 


Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine ; 
and therefore fire: do thy duty, ana have thy duty; 
for my master and mistress are almost frozen to death. 

Curt. There’s fire ready; and therefore, good Grumio, 
the new's. 

Gru. Why, ‘Jack, boy’ ho! boy!’ and as much 
news as will thaw. 

Curt. Come, you are so full of coney-catching! 

Gru. Why, therefore fire ; for I have caught extreme 
cold. Where’s the cook? is supper ready, the house 
trimmed, rushes strewed, cobwebs sw’cpt; the serving- 
men in their new fustian, their white stockings, and 
every officer his wedding-garment on? Be the jacks 
fair within, the jills fair without, the caTpets’ laid, and 
every thing in order? sTmbiMotfi. 

Curt. All ready ; and therefore, I pray thee, news. 

Gru. First, know, my horse is tired ; my master and 
mistress fallen out. 

Curt. How ? 

Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt; and thereby 
hangs a tale. 

Curt. Let’s ha’t, good Grumio. 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Curt. Here. 

Gru. ’I'liere. IStrikc.s km 

Curt. This is to feel a talc, not to hear a tale. 

Gru. And therefore ’tis called a sensible talc: and 
this cuff w’as but to knock at your ear, and beseech 
listening. Now I begin : Imprimis, we came dowm a foul 
hill, my master riding behind my mistress, — 

Curt. Both of one horse? 

Gru. What’s that to thee? 

Curt. Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the talc : but hadst thou not crossed 
me, thou shouldst have heard how her horse fell and 
she under her horse; thou shouldst have heard in how' 
miry a place, how she was bemoiled, how he left lier 
with the horse upon her, how he beat me because her 
horse stumbled, how she waded through the dirt to pluck 
him off me, how he swore, how she prayed, that never 
prayed before, how I cried, how the horses ran away, 
how her bridle was burst, how I lost n)y cruj)per, 
with many things of worthy memory, which now shall 
die in oblivion and thou return unexperienced to thy 
grave. 

Curt. By this reckoning he is more shrew than she. 

Gru. Ay ; and that thou and the proudest of you all 
shall find when he comes home. But what t.-dk I of 
this? Call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, Nicholas, Philip, 
Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest : let their heads be sleekly 
combed, their blue coats bnishcd, and their gtarters of an 
indifferent knit: let them curtsy with their left legs, 
and not presume to touch a hair of my master’s horse- 
tail till they kiss their hands. Are they all ready? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho? you must meet my master 
to countenance* my mistress. * *•«*«• 

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that? 

Oru. Thou, it seems, that calls for company to 
countenance her. 

Cuii. I call them forth to credit her. 

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of them. 
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Enter four or five Serving-men. 

Nath. Welcome homo, Grumio’ 

Phii, How now, Grumio! 

Jos. Wlmt, Grumio ' 

Nich. Fellow Grumio ! 


Nath. How now, old lad? 

Gru. Welcome, you ; — how now, you ;; — what, you , — 
fellow, you , — and thus much for greeting. Now, my 
spruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat? 

Nath. All things is ready. How near is our 
master? 



Gru. E’en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore 
be not — Cock’s passion, silence! 1 hear my master. 

Enter Petrcchio and. Katiiarin'a. 

Pet. Where be these knaves ? What, no man at door 
To hold my stirrup nor to take my horse! 


Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip t 
All Serv. Here, here, sir; here, sir. 

Pet. Here, sit! here, sir! here, sir' here, sir! 
You logger-headed and unpolish’d grooms! 

What, no attendance ?' no regard? no duty? 
Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 



Gru. Here, sir; as foolish as I was before. 

Pet. You peasant swain! you whoreson malt-horse 
drudge! 

Did I not bid thee meet rne in the park, 

And bring alon^ these rascal knaves with thee? 

Gru. Nathaniel’s coat, sir, was not fully made. 


And Gabriel’s pumps were all unpink’d i’ the heel , 
There was no link to colour Peter’s hat. 

And Walter’s dagger was not come from sheathing: 
There were none fine but Adam, llalph, and Gregory; 
The rest wete rag^, old, and beggarly; 

Yet, as they are, uere are they come to meet you. 
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Pet Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. 

rn> • -1 • <. , [ExeuTit Scrvafits. 

[Stnginff.] Where is the life that late I led— 

Where are those — Sit down, Kate, and welcome.— 

Soud, soud, soud, soud! 

Re-enter Servants wUh mpper. 

Why, when, I say? Nay, good sweet Kate, be merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogues! you villains, when? 

It was the friar of orders grey. 

As he forth walked on his way : — 

Out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 

Take that, and mend the plucking off the other. 

[Strikes hita. 

Be merry, Kate. Some water, here ; what, ho I 
Where’s my spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you hence. 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither : 

One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted with. 
Where are my slippers ? Shall I liave some water ? 

Enter one vrith water. 

Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily. 

You wlioreson villain 1 will you let it fall ? 

him. 

Kiith. Patience, I pray you ; ’twas a fault unwilling. 
Pet. A whoreson, beetle-headed, flap-car’d knave! 
C-omc, Kate, sit down; I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate : or else shall I ? 
AVhat’a this ? mutton ? 

First Serv. Ay. 

Pet. Who brought it? 

Peter. 1. 

Pet. 'Tis burnt; and so is all the meat. 

What dogs are these! Where is the rascal cook? 

How durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser. 

And serve it thus to me that love it not? 

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : 

[Throws the meat, ^'C., about the stage. 
You heedless joltheads and uninanncr’d slaves ! 

What, do you grumble? I’ll be with you straight. 

Kath. I pray you, husband, bo not so disquiet: 

The meat was well, if you were so contented. 

Pet. 1 tell thee, Kate, ’twas burnt and dried away; 
And I expressly am forbid to touch it, 

For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 

And better ’twere that both of us did fast. 

Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric, 

Than feed it with such over-roosted flesh. 

Be patient; to-morrow't shall be mended, 

And, for this night, we’ll fast for company: 

Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 

Re-enter Servants severally. 

Nath. Peter, didst ever see the like? 

Peter. He kills her in her own humour. 

Re-enter CURTIS. 

Gru. Where is he? 

Curt. In her chamber, making a sermon of continency 
to her; 

And rails, and swears, and rates, that she, poor soul. 
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak, 

And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 

Away, away! for he is coming hither. [Exeunt. 

Re-enJter Petruchio. 

Pet. Thus have I politicly begim my reign, 

And 'tis my hope to end successfully. 


My falcon now is sharp and passing empty; 

And till she stoop she must not be full-gcrged, 

For then she never looks upon her lure. 

Another way I have to man my haggard. 

To make her come and know her keeper’s call. 

That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites 
That bate and beat and will not be obedient. 

She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat ; 

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not; 

As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
I’ll find about the making of the bed; 

And here I’ll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets : 

Ay, and amid this hurly I ^intend rPreieod 

That all is done in reverend care of her; 

And in conclusion she shall watch all night : 

And if she chance to nod I’ll rail and brawl 
And with the clamour keep lier still awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ; 

And thus 1*11 curb her mad and headstrong humour. 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 

Now let him speak : ’tis charity to show. [Exit. 

Scene II. — Padua. Before Bakttsta’s house. 

Enter Tranio and Hortensio. 

Trn. Ts’t possible, friend Licio, that Mistress Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 

I tell you, sir, she bears me® fair in hand. ■ 

Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said, 

Stand by and mark the manner of his teaching. 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you read? 
Bian. What, master, read you? first resolve me that. 
IjUc. I read that I profess, the Art to Love. 

Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of your art! 
Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of my 
heart 1 

Ilir. Quick proceeders, marry! Now, tell me, I pray, 
You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Loved none in the world so well as Lucentio. 

Tra. O despiteful love! unconstant womankind! 

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

ILor. Mistake no more : I am not Licio, 

Nor a musician, as I seem to be; 

Rut one that scorn to live in this disguise, 

For such a one as leaves a gentleman, 

And makes a god of such a cullion : 

Know, sir, tlmt I am call’d Hortensio. 

Tra. KSignior Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca; 

And since mine eyes arc witness of her lightness, 

1 will with you, if you be so contented. 

Forswear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Jlor. See, how they kiss and court ! Signior Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I ftrnily vow 
Never to woo her more, but do forswear her, 

As one unworthy all the former favours 
Tliat I have fondly flatter’d her withal. 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath. 

Never to marry with her though she would entreat: 

Fic on her! see, liow beastly she doth court liim! 

Ilor. Would all the world but he had quite forsworn! 
For me. that I may surely keep mine oath, 

I will be married to a wealthy widow, 

Ere three days pass, which hath as long loved me 
As I have loved this proud disdainful haggard. 

And so farewell, Signior Lucentio. 
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Kindness in vomeu, not their beauteous looks, 

Shall urin my love: and so I tedee my leave, 

In resolution as I swore before. [Exit. 

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace 
As ’longeth to a lover's blessed case ! 

Nay, 1 have ta’en you napping, gentle love. 

Anil have forsworn you with Uortensio. 

Bum. Tranio, you jest: but have you both forsworn 
me ? 

Tra. Mistress, we have. 

Luc. Then we are rid of Licio. 

Tra. I' faith, he'll have a lusty widow now. 

That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 

Bum. God give him joy ! 

Tra. Ay, and he’ll tame her. 

Bian. He says so, Tranio. 

Tra. Faith, he is gone unto the taming-school. 



Bian. The taming-school: what, is there such a place? 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master; 

'That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long. 

To tame a shrew and charm her chattering tongue. 

ErOer BionDELLO. 

Bian. O master, master, I have watch’d so long 
That I am dog-weary: but at last I spied 
An ancient angel coming down the hill. 

Will serve the turn. 

What is he, Biondello? 

Bion. Master, a mercatante,* or a pedant, 

I know not what; but formal in apparel, 

In gait and countenance surely like a father. 

Lue. And what of him, Tranio ? 

^ Tra. If he be credulous and trust my tale. 

I’ll make him glad to seem Vincentio, 

And give assurance to Baptists Minob, 

^ if he were the right vincentio. 

Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca. 

Enter a Pedant 

Pcd. God save you, sir! 


[Act IV. 

Tra. And you, sir! you are welcome. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the farthest? 

Bed. Sir, at the farthest for a week or two : 

But then up farther, and as far as Home; 

And so to 'Tripoli, if God lend me life. 

Tra. Wliat countryman, I pray? 

Bed. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, sir? marry, God forbid! 

And come to Padua, careless of your life? 

Bed. My life, sir! how, I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua. Know you not the cause? 

Your sliips are stay’d at Venice, and the duke. 

For private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him, 

Hath publish’d and proclaim'd it openly: 

'Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come. 

You might have heard it else proclaim’d about. 

Bed. Alas! sir, it is worse for me than so; 

For I have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy. 

This will I do, and this I will advise you: 

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa? 

Bed. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been, 

Pisa renowned for grave citizens. 

Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio ? 

Bed. I know him not, but I have heard of him ; 

A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra. He is my father, sir; and, sooth to say. 

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 

Bion. [Aside.'] As much as an apple doth an oyster, 
and all oue. 

Tra. To save your life in this extremity, 

Tliis favour will I do you for his sake; 

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio. 

His name and credit shall you undertake, 

And in my house you shall be friendly lodged : 

I/)ok that you take upon you as you should; 

You understand me, sir; so shall you stay 
Till you have done your business in the city : 

If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 

Bed. 0 sir, I do; and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 

Tra. Then go with mo to make the matter good. 
This, by the way, 1 let you understand; 

My father is here look’d for every day. 

To pass assurance of a dower in marriage 
’Twixt me and one Baptista’s daughter here ; 

In all these circumstances I ’ll instruct you ; 

Go with me to clothe you as becomes you [f'xeunt. 

Scene III . — A room in Petruchio’s house. 

Enter Katharina and Gruhio. 

Gru. No, no, forsootli ; I dare not for my life. 

Kath. The more my wrong, the more his spite 
appears : 

What, did he marry me to famish me? 

B^^rs, that come unto my father’s door. 

Upon entreaty have a present alms ; 

If not, elsewhere they meet with charity : 

But I, who never knew how to entreat. i 
Nor never needed that I should entreat, 

Arn starved for meat, giddy for lack of sleep. 

With oaths kept waking and with brawling fed: 

And that which spites mo more than all these wants. 
Ho does it under name of perfect love; 

As who should say, if I should sleep or eat. 
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Twere deadly sickness or else present death. 

I prithee go and get me some repast; 

I care not what, so it be wliolesome food. 

Otu. What say you to a neat's foot? 

Kath. 'Tis p^ing good ; I prithee let me have it. 
Oi^u. I fear it is too choleric a meat. 

How say you to a fat tripe finely broil’d? 

Kaih. I like it well: good Grumio, fetch it me. 

Gru. I cannot tell ; I fear 'tis choleric. 

What say you to a piece of beef and mustard? 

Kath, A dish that 1 do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little. 

Kath. Why then, the beef, and let the mustard re.st 
Gru. Nay then, I will not: you shall have the mustaid, 
Or else you get no beef of Gnunio. 


And all my pains is sorted to no proof. 

Here, take away this dish. 

Kath. I pray you, let it stand. 

Pet. The poorest service is repaid with thanks ; 

And so shall mine, before you touch the meat. 

Kath. I thank you, sir. 

llor. Signior Petruchio, fie! you are to blame. 

Come, Mistress Kate, I’ll bear you company. 

Pet. [Aside.'] Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou 
lovest me. 

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart! 

Kate, eat apace: and now, my honey love. 

Will wc return unto thy father’s house 
And revel it as bravely as the best, 

With silken coats and caps and golden rings, 



With ruffs and cuffs and fardingales and things; 
With scarfs and fans and double change of bravery. 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery. 
What, hast thou dined? The tailor stays thy leisure, 
To deck thy body with his ruflling treasure. 

Enter Tailor. 

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments; 

Lay forth the gown. 

Enter Haberdasher. 

What news with you, sir? 

Hob. Here is the cap your worship did bespeak. 
Pd. Why, this was moulded on a porringer; 

A velvet dish : fie, fie ! 'tis lewd and filthy : 

\Vhy, ’tis a cockle or a walnut-shell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby’s cap: 

Away with it! come, let me have a bigger. 

Kath. I’ll have no bigger : this doth fit the time. 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have one too. 
And not till then. 

ITor. [Aside.] That will not be in haste. 

Kath. Why, sir, I trust I may have leave to speak ; 
And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe : 

Your betters have endured me say my mind, 

And if you cannot, best you stop your cars. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or else my heart concealing it w’ill break, 

And rather than it shall, 1 will be free 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 

Pet. Why, thou say’st true; it is a paltry cap, 

A custard-coffin,* a bauble, a silken pie: 8iu«»rfpie. 

I love thee well, in that thou likest it not. 

Kath. Love me or love me not, I like tlie cap; 


Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt, 
Gru. Why then, the mustard without the beef. 

. Kath. Go, get tliee gone, thou false deluding slave, 

''Beats him. 

That feed’st me with the very name of meat : 

Sorrow on thee and all the pack of you, 

That triumph thus upon my misery ! 

6b, get thee gone, I say. 

Enter Petruchio and Hortensio with meat. 

Pd. How fares my Kate ? What, sweeting, all 

amort lDaw».h«ri«L 

Hot. Mistress^ what cheer? 

Kath. Faith, as cold as can be. 

Pet. Pluck up thy spirits; look cheerfully upon me. 
Here, love; thou see’st how diligent I am 
To dress thy meat myself end bring it thee: 

I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What, not a word? Nay, then thou lovest it not; 


And it I will have, or I will have none. 

[Exit Haberdasher. 

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay : come, tailor, let us see’t. 

0 mercy, God! wliat masquing stuff is here? 

What’s this? a sleeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon: 

What, up and down, carved like an apple-tart? 

Here’s snip and nip and cut and slish and slash. 

Like to a censer in a barber’s shop: 

Why, what, i’ devil’s name, tailor, call’st thou this ? 
Hor [Aside.] I see she’s like to have neither cap 
nor gown. 

Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the fashion and the time. 

Pd. Marry, and did; but if you be remembefd, 

1 did not bid you mar it to the time. 

Go, hop me over every kennel home. 

For you shall hop without my custom, air: 

I’ll none of it: hence! make your best of it. 

Kath. I never saw a better-fashion'd gown. 
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More quaint,* more pleasing, nor more commend- 
able: 

Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet. Why, true ; he means to make a puppet of thee. 

Tax. She says your worship means to make a puppet 
of her. 

Pet, O monstrous arrogance ! Thou liest, thou thread, 
thoii thimble 

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail! 

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-crickct thou ! 

Braved in mine own house with a skein of thread? 

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant; 

Or I shall so ^-mete thee with thy yard 

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou livcstl 

I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr'd her gown. 


Tax. Your worship is deceived; the gown is made 
Just os my master had direction: 

Grumio gave order how it should be done. 

Oru. I gave him no order; I gave him the stuff. 
Tax. But how did you desire it should bo made? 
Gru. Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 

Tai. But did you not request to have it cuf? 

Gru. Thou hast faced many things. 

Tai. I have. 

Gni. Face not me: thou hast braved* many 
men ; brave not me ; I will neither be faced nor braved. 
I say unto thee, I bid thy master cut out the gown; 
but I did not bid him cixt it to pieces : ergo, thou liest. 
Tax. Why, here is the note of the fashion to testify. 
Pet. Bead it. 



Oru. The note lies in’s throat, if he say I said so. 

Tai. [Bead8.'\ ‘ Imprimis, a loose-bodied gown :’ 

Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown, sew 
me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with a 
bottom of brown thread : I said a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tai. [Beadt.^ ‘With a small compassed cape:’ 

Gru. I confess the cape. 

Tai. \Beada!\ ‘With a trunk sleeve:’ 

Oru. I confess two sleeves. 

Tai. [Reads.'l ‘The sleeves curiously* cut.’ 

Pet. Ay, there’s the villany. 

Gru. Error i’ the bill, sir; error i’ the bill. I com- 
manded the sleeves should be cut out and sewed up again; 
and that I’ll prove upon thee, though thy little finger be 
armed in a thimble. 


Tai. This is tnic that I say; an I had thee in place 
where, thou shouldst know it. 

Oru. I am for thee ' straight : take thou the bill, give 
me thy mete-yard, and spare not me. 

Hot. God-a-mercy, Grumio t then he shall have no 
odds. 

PU. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not foi me. 

Oru. You are i’ the right, sir: ’tis for my mis- 
tresa 

Pet. Go, take it up unto thy master’s use. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life : take up my mistress’ 
gown for thy master’s use! 

Pet. Why, sir, what’s your conceit in that? 

Gru. 0, sir, the conceit is deeper than you think for : 
Take up my mistress’ gown to bis master’s use I 
O, fie, fie, nel 
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Pet. [Aside-I llortensio, say thou wilt see the Uvilor 
paid. 

Go take it hence ; l)e gone, aiul say no more. 

IJor. Tailor, 1 Ml pay tliee tor tliy gown to-morrow ; 
Take no unkindness of Ins hasty words: 

Away ; I say ; commend mo to thy master. 

[Exit Tailor. 


Fed. Ay, what else ? and hut I he deceived 
Sjgnior Baptista may remember me 
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, 

Where we were lodgers at tlie Pegasus. 

Tra. *Tis w'ell; and liold your own, in any case. 
With such aii.-,terity as Mongeth to a lather. 

Fed. 1 warrant you. 



Fct. Well, come, my Kate ; we will unto jour father's 
F.ven in these honest mean habiliments : 

Our purse.s shall he proud, our garments poor; 
lAjr 'tis the mind that makes the body rich; 

And as tlic siiii breaks through the darkest clouds. 

So honour peeretli in the meanest habit. 

What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 

Because his feathers are more beautiful? 

Or is the adder belter than the eel, 

Because his painted skin contents the 0 }e? 

O, no, good Kate ; neither art tliou tlic w’orse 
For this poor furniture and moan array. 

If thou account’st it shame, lay it on ino ; 

And therefore frolic : we will hence forthwith, 

To feast and sport us at thy fathers liouse. 

Go, call my men, and let as straiuht to liim ; 

And bring our horees unto Long-lane end ; 

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. 

Let’s see ; I think ’tis now some seven o )ck, 

And well wo may come there by dinner-time. 

Kath. I dare assure you, sir, ’tis almost two ; 

And ’twill be siipper-timo ere you come tliere. 

Pd. It shall be seven ere I go to horse: 

T.Kiok, what I speak, or do, or think to do, 

You are still crossing it. Sirs, left alone. 

I will not go to-day; and ere I do. 

It shall be what o’clock 1 say it is. 

Ifar. [Aside.^ Why, so this gallant will command 
the sun. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Padua. Before Baptista's houae. 

ErUn Tranio, and (he Pedant dressed like Vincentio. 
Tra. Sir, this is the house : please it you that I call ? 


Enin Biondkllo 

But, sir, here comes your boy; 
’Twerc good he were scliool’d 

Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah Biondello, 
Now do your duly throughly, I advise you: 
Imagine ’twere the right Viiicentio. 

Bion. ’J'ut, fear not me. 

Trn. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista? 
Bioii. I told him that your lather was at Venice, 
And tliat you look’d lor him this day in Padua. 
Tra. 'rhou’rt a tall fellow : hold thee that to 
drink. 

Here comes Baptista : set your countenance, sir 

Enter Baptista and Luc’ENTIO. 

Signior Baptista, y(»u are happily met. 

[I'o the Pedant.] Sir, this is the gentleman I told 
you of : 

I pray yon, stand good father to me now, 

(live me Bianca lor my patriiiioiiy. 

Ptd Soil, son ! 

Sir, by your leave: having come to Padua 
M’o gather m some debts, my son Lucentio 
Made me ac([iuTinted with a weighty cause 
Of love between your daimbtcT and Jiimself: 

And, for the good report I liear of you 
And for the love he bcareth to your daughter 
And she to lain, to stay him not too long, 

I am content, m a good father’s care. 

To have liim match’d ; ami if you please to like 
No worse than I, upon some agreement 
IMe sliall you find ready and wdlliiig 
With one consent to liave her so bestow’d; 

For curious® I cannot be with you, usorapuioui. 

Signior Baptista, of whom 1 hear so w'ell. 

Baj). Sir, pardon me in w’hat 1 liavc to say : 

Your i)lainness and your shoitness please me well. 

Bight true it is, your sou Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter and she loveth him, 

Ur both dissemble deeply their atlections: 

And tluTefore, if you say no more than this, 

That like a father you will deal with him 
And pass my daughter a sufficient dower. 

The match is made, and all is done : 

"^"our son shall have iiiy daughter with consent. 

Tra. I tliank you, sir. Where then do you know best 
We be allied and sucli a.ssurance ta’en 
As shall with cither part’s agreement stand ? 

JJap. Not in my house, Lucentio; for, you know, 
Pitclicvs have ears, and I have many servants: 

Besides, old Gremio is hearkening still; 

And happily we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you: 

There doth my father lie; and there, this night. 

We’ll pass the business privatily and well. 

Send for your daughter by your sei-vant here; 

My boy sliall fetch the scrivener presently. 

The worst is this, that, at so slender warning. 

You are like to have a thin and sleiidov pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well. Biondello, hie you home, 
And bid Bianca make her ready straight ; 
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And, if you will, tell what hath happened, 

Lucentio’s father is arrived in Padua, 

And how she’s like to be Lucentio’s wife. 

Burn. I pray the gods she may with all my heart! 
Tto. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 

Bum. 

Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way ? 

Welcome I one mess is like to be your cheer : 

Come, sir; we will better it in Pisa. 

Bap. I follow you. 

\Extu7U Tranio, Pedant, and Baptista. 

Re-enter Bionpello. 

Bion. Cambio ! 

Luc. What sayest thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. You saw my master wink and laugh upon you ? 
Xuc. Biondello, what of that? 

Bion. Faith, nothing; but has loft me here behind, to 
expound the meaning or moral of his signs and tokens. 
Xn«. I pray thee, moralize them. 

Bion. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking with the 
deceiving father of a deceitful son. 

Lw. And what of him? 

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to the 
supper. 

Luc. And then? 

Bion. The old priest of Saint Luke's church is at your 
command at all hours. 

Luc. And what of all this? 

Bion. I cannot tell; expect they are busied about a 
counterfeit assurance ; take you assurance of her, ’ cum 
privilegio ad imptimendum solum:’ to the church; take 
the priest, clerk, and some sutficient honest witnesses; 

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to say. 
But bid Bianca farewell for ever and a d^y. 

Lite. Hearest thou, Biondello? 

Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a wench married in an 
afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley to stuff 
a rabbit: and so may you, sir; and so, adieu, sir. My 
master hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke's, to bid 
the priest be ready to come against you come with your 
appendix. ' [Beit. 

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented: 

She will be pleased; then wherefore should I doubt? 
Hap what hap may, I’ll roundly go about her; 

It shall go hard if Cambio go without her. [Exit. 

Scene V. — A puidie road. 

Eater Petruchio, Katiiarina, Hortensio, and Servants. 

Pd. Come on, ’i God’s name; once more toward our 
father's. 

Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon! 
Kdth. The moon ! the sun : it is not moonlight now. 
Pet. I say it is the moon that shines so bright. 
Eath. I know it is the sun that shines so blight 
Pel. Now, by my mother’s son, and that’s myself. 

It shall be moon, or star, or what I list^ 

Or ere I journey to your father’s house. 

Go on, and fetch our horses back again. 

Evermore cross’d and cross’d; nothing but cross’d. 

Hor. Say as he says, or we shall never go. 

Eath. Forward, I pray, since we have come so far. 
And be it moon, or sun, or what you please: 

An if you please to call it a rush-candle, 

Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me. 

Pet. I say it is the moon. 

Eath. 1 know it is the moon. 


[Act IV. 

Pet. Nay, then you lie: it is the blessed sun. 

Eath. Then, God be bless’d, it is the blessed sun ; 
But sun it is not, when you say it is not; 

And the moon changes even as your mind. 

What you will have it named, even that it is; 

And so it shall be so for Katharine. 

Hot. Petruchio, go thy ways; the field is won. 

Pet. Well, forward, forward ! thus the bowl should run. 
And not unluckily against the bios. 

But, soft! company is coming here. 

Enter Vinoentio. 

[ To Vincentio.] Good morrow, gentle mistress : where away ? 
Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell mo truly too. 

Host thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman? 

Such war of white and red within her cheeks! 

W'hat stars do spangle heaven with such beauty. 

As those two eyes become that heavenly face? 

Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee. 

Sweet Kate, embrace her fCr her beauty’s sake. 

Hor. A’ will make the man mad, to make a woman 
of him. 

Eath. Young budding virgin, fair and fresh and sweet. 
Whither away, or where is thy abode? 

Happy the parents of so fair a child; 

Happier the man, whom favourable stars 
Allot thee for his lovely l>ed-fellow! 

Pet. Why, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art not mad : 
Tills is a man, old, lyrinkled, faded, wither’d, 

And not a maiden, as thou say’st he is. 

Eath. Pardon, old father, roy mistaking eyes, 

That have been so bedazzled with the sun 
That everything I look on seemeth green : 

Now I perceive thou art a reverend father; 

Panlon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 

Pet, Do, good old grandsirc ; and withal make known 
Which way thou travellcst : if along with us, 

We shall be joyful of thy company. 

Vin. Fair sir, and you my merry mistress. 

That with your strange encounter much amazed me. 

My name is call’d Vincentio: my dwelling Pisa; 

And bound I am to Padua; there to visit 
A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 

Pet. What is his name? 

Vin. Lucentio, gentle sir. 

Pet. Happily met; the happier for thy son. 

And now by law, as well as reverend age, 

I may entitle thee my loving father: 

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman. 

Thy son by this hath married. Wonder not. 

Nor be not grieved : she is of good esteem. 

Her dowry wealtliy, and of worthy birth; 

Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble (^ntleman. 

Jjet me embrace with old vincentio. 

And' wander we to see thy honest son. 

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Vin. But is this true? or is it else your pleasure. 
Like pleasant travellers, to bretdc a jest 
Upon the company you overteke? 

Hor. I do assure thee, father, so it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth heraof; 

For our first merriment hath made thee jealouf. 

[Exeunt alt but Hortensio. 
Hor. Well, Petruchio, this has put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ! and if she be froward. 

Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. 

[ExU. 




ACT V. 

Scene I. — Padua. Before Lt'CENTIo’s hjouae. 


Grbmio diteooered. Enter behind Biondello, Lucentio, 
and Bianca. 

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir ; for the priest is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance to need 
thee at home ; therefore leave us. 

liion. Nay, faith, I’ll see the church o' your back; 
and then come back to my master’s as soon os I can. 

[Ereunt Lucentio, Bianca, and Biondello. 
Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 

Enter rETBUCHIO, Katharina, Vincentio, Grumio, with 
Attendants. 

Pet. Sir, here’s the door, this is Lucentio’s house: 

My father’s bears more toward the market-phvee ; 

Thither must I, and here I leave you, sir. 

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before you g : 
I think I shall command your welcome here, 

And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward. fA'/iori-s. 
Ore. They’re busy within; you were best knock louder. 

Pedant looks out of the mndmo. 

Ped. What’s he that knocks as he would beat down 
the gate? 

Vin. Is Signior Lucentio within, sir? 

Fed. He’s within, sir, but not to lie sj ^ ken withal 
Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or 
two, to make merry withal? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself : he shall 
need none, so long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, I told you your son was well beloved in 
Padua. Do you hear, .sir ? To leave frivolous circum- 
stances, I pray you, tell Signior Lucentio tliat his father 
is come from Pisa, and is here at the door to speak 
with him. , , 

Ped. Thou liest: his father is come from Padua and 
here looking out at the window. 

Vin. Art thou his father? 

Ped. Ay, sir; so his mother says, if I may believe 

her. , , , 

iVfc [To Vituentio.] Why, how now, gentleman! why. 


this is flat knavery, to take upon you another man’s 
name. 

Ped. Lay hands on the villain: I believe a’ means 
to cozen somebody in tliis city under my countenance. 

Be-enter BlONDEUX). 

Bion, I have seen them in the church together: God 
send 'era good shipping! But who is here? mine old 
master Vincentio! now we are undone and brought to 
nothing. 

Vin. [Seeing Biondello.] Come hither, crack-hemp. 

Bion. I hope I may choose, sir. 

Vin. Come hither, you rogue. What, have you for- 
got me? 

Bion. Forgot you! no, sir: I could not foiget you, 
for I never saw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, yon notorious villain, didst thou never 
see tliy master's father, Vincentio? 

Bion. What, my old worshipful old master? yes, marry, 
sir ; .see where he looks out of the window. 

Vin. Is't so indeed. [Beats Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help ! here’s a madman wdll murder 
me. [Exit. 

Ped. Help, son ! help, Signior Baptista ! 

[ExU from above. 

Pet. Prithee, Kate, let’s stand aside and see the end 
of this controversy. [They retire. 

Be-enter Pedant brloto; Tranio, Baptista, and Servants. 

Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my sepant ? 

Vin. What am I, sir! nay, what are you, sir? 0 
immortal gods ! O fine villain ! A silken doublet ! a 
velvet hose ! a scarlet cloak ! and a copatnin ^ 
hat! 0, I am undone! I am undone! while I play the 
good husband at home, my son and my servant spend 
all at the university. 

Tra. How now! what’s the matter? 

Bap. What, is the man lunatic? 

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by 
your habit, but your words show you a madman. Why, 
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sir, what Verns it 3 'ou if I wear pearl and gold ? I thank 
my good father, 1 am able to maintain it. 

Vi7i. Thy father! 0 villain! he is a sail-maker in 
Bergamo. 

liiip. You mistake, sir, you mistake, sir. Pray, what 
do j'ou think is his name ^ 

Vin. Ilis name ! as if I knew not his name : I have 
brought him w}) ever since he was tlirce years old, and 
his name is Tranio. 

Fed. Away, away, mad ass 1 his name is Lucentio; 
and he is mine only son, and heir to the lands of me, 
Signior Vincentio. 

Vt 7 i. Lucentio! O, he hath murdered liis master! 
Lay hold on him, I charge you. in the duke’s name. 
O, my son, my son ! Tell me, thou villain, whore is niy 
son Lucentio? 

Tra. Call forth an officer. 

Filter one with an Officer. 

Carry this mad knave to the gaol. Father Baptista, I 
chaigc you see that he bo forthcoming. 

Vin. Carry mo to the gaol ! 

Gre. Stay, officer: lie shall not go to prison. 


Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio: I say he shall go 
to prison. 

Gre. Take lieed, Signior Baptista, lest you he coney- 
catched* in this business: I dare swear this * ‘“p®*** "i"®* 
is the right Vincentio. 

Fed. Swear, if thou darest. 

Gre. Nay, I dure not swear it. 

Tra. Tlien thou wert best say tJiat I am not Lucentio. 

Gre. Yes, 1 know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with tlie dotard ! to the gaol with him ! 

Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and abused: O 
monstrous villain! 

Re-enter Biondkllo, loiih Lucentio and Bianca. 

Bion. 0 ! wo 01*0 spoiled and — yonder he is : deny 
him, fomwear him, or else we are all undone. 

Luc. [Kneeling!] Pardon, sweet father. 

Vin. Lives my sweet son? 

[Exeunt Biondello, Tranio, and Fedant, as Jast as niay he. 

Bian. Pardon, dear father. 

Bap. How hast thou offended? 

Where is Lucentio? 

Luc. Here’s Lucentio, 



Right son to the right Vincentio; 

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine. 

While counterfeit supposes blear’d thine eyne. 

Gre. Here’s packing,* with a witness, to 
deceive us all! 

Vin. Where is that damned villain Tranio, 

That faced and braved me in this matter so ? 

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 

Bian. Cambio is changed into Lucentio. 

Luc. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca’s love 
Made me exchange my state with Tranio, 

While he did bear iny countenance in the town ; 

And happily I have arrived at the last 
Unto the wished haven of my bliss. 

What Tranio did, myself enforced him to ; 

Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake. 

Vin. I’ll slit the villain’s nose, that would have sent 
me to the gaol. 

Bap. But do you hear, sir? have you married my 
daughter without asking my good will? 

P^in. Fear not, Baptista; we will content j'oii, go to: 
but I will in, to be revenged for this villany. [Exit. 
Bap. And 1, to sound the depth of this knavery. [Exit. 


Luc. Ijook not pale, Bianca; thy father will not 
frown. [Excujit Lucentio and Bianca. 

Gre. My cake is dough,' but I’ll in among 
the rest. 

Out of hope of all, but my share of the feast. [Exit. 
Kath. Husband, let’s follow, to see the end of this ado. 
Fet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 

Kath. What, in the midst of the street? 

Pet. What, art thou abhamed of me? 

Kath. No, sir, Uod forbid; but ashamed to kiss. 

Pet. Why, then let’s liorne again. Come, sirmli, let’s 
away. 

Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss: now pr$y thcc, 
love, stay. 

Pet. Is not this well? Come, my sweet Kate: 
Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Padua. Lucentio’s house. 

Enter B.aptista, Vincentio, Gukmio, the Pedant, Lucen- 
tio, Bianca, Petuuchio, Kathakina, HoktenSio, and 
Widow, Tranio, Biondh^LLO, and Grumio : the Scrving-nim 
with Tranio bringing in a banquet. 

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes agree : 
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And time it is, when raging war is done, 

To smile at scapes and perils overblown/ 

My fair Bianca, bid father welcome, 

While I with self-same kindness welcome thine. 

Brother Petruchio, sister Katharina, 

And thou, Horteiisio, with thy loving widow, 

Feast with the best, and welcome to my house: 

My banquet is to close our stomachs up, 

After our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down; 

For now we sit to chat as well os eat. 

PcL Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat! 

Bap, Padua affords this kindness, son Petruchio. 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

Ilor. For both our sakes. I would tliat word were true. 
Pet. Now, for my life, Ilortensio fears his widow. 
Wid. Then never trust me, if I be afeard. 

Pet. You are very sensible, and yet you miss my sense; 
I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. 

Wvl. He tliat is ^ddy thinks the world turns round. 
Pet. Roundly replied. 

Kath. Mistress, how mean you that ? 

W\d. Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by me! How likes Ilortensio tliat? 
Hot. My widow says, thus she conceives her tale. 
Pet. Very well mended. Kiss him for that, good 
widow. 

Kath. ‘He that is giddy thinks the world turns round;’ 
I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. 

Wul. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew. 
Measures my husband’s sorrow by his woe : 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kath. A very mean meaning. 

Wid. Right, I moan you. 

Kath. And I am mean indeed, respecting you. 

Pet. To her, Kate I 
Jlor, To her, widow I 

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate docs put her down. 
Hor. That’s my office. 

Pet. Spoke like an officer: ha’ to thee, lad! 

[Brinks to Ilortensio. 

Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted folks? 
Gre. Believe me, sir, they butt together well 
Bian. Head, and butt ! an hasty- witted body 
Would say your head and butt were head and horn. 
Vin. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken’d you? 
Bian. Ay, but not frighted me; therefore I’ll sleep 
again. 

Pet. Nay, that you shall not: since you have begun, 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two ! 

Bian. Am I your bird? T mean to shift my bush; 
And then pursue me as you draw your bo>v. 

You are welcome all. 

[Exeunt Bianca^ Katharina, and Widow. 
Pet. She hath prevented me. Here, Sign Traiiio, 
This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not; 
Therefore a health to all that shot and miss’d. 

Tra. 0, sir, Lucentio slipp’d mo like his greyhound, 
Which runs himself and catches for his master. 

Pet. A good swift simile, but something currish. 

Tra. 'Tis well, sir, that you hunted for yourself: 

*Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. 0 ho, Petruchio! Tranio hits you now. 

Luc. I thank thee for that gird,* good Tranio. 

Ilor. Confess, confess, hath he not hit you here? 

Pet. 'A has a little gall’d me, I couless; 

And, as the jest did glance away from me, 

Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright. 

Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio, 

I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all. 


Pet. Well, I say no : and therefore for assurance 
Let’s each one send unto his wife ; 

And he whose wife is most obedient, 

To come at first when he doth send for her, 

Shall win the wager which we will propose. 

Hor. Content. What is the wager? 

Luc. Twenty crowns. 

Pet. Twenty crowns 1 

I’ll venture so much of my hawk or hound. 

But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

Luc. A hundred, then. 

Hor. Content. 

Pet. A match! ’tis done. 

Hor. Who shall begin ? 

Luc. That will 1. 

Go, Biondello, hid your mistress come to me. 

Bion. 1 go. [Exit. 

Bap. Son, I’ll be your half, Bianca comes. 

Luc. I’ll have no halves; I’ll bear it all myself. 

Itc-entcr BlONDELLO. 

How now ! what news? 

Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word 
That she is busy and she cannot come. 

Pet. How! she is busy and she cannot come! 

Is that an answer? 

Ore. Ay, and a kind one too: 

Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 

Pet. I hope, better. 

Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. [Exit Bion. 

Pet. 0, ho! entreat her! 

Nay, then she must needs come. 

Ilor. I am afraid, sir, 

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated. 

Ee-enter Biondello. 

Now, where’s my wife? 

Bwn. She says you have seme goodly jest in hand: 
She will not come: she bids you come to her. 

Pd. Worse and worse; she will not come! O vile, 
Intolerable, not to be endured I 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your mistress ; 

Say, I command her come to me. [Exit Grumio. 

Hor. I know her answer. 

Pet. mat? 

Hor. She will not. 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 

Bap. Now, by my holidaine, here comes Katharina! 

Re-enter Katharina. 

Kath. Wliat is your will, sir, that you send for me? 
Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio’s wife ? 
Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 

Pet. Go, fetch them hither; if they deny to come. 
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands: 
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

[Exit Kaiharina. 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
Hor. And so it is: I wonder what it bodes. 

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love and quiet life. 
And awful rule and right supi*emacy ; 

And, to be short, what not, that’s sweet and happy ? 

Bap. Now, fair befal thee, good Petruchio! 

The 'wager thou hast won ; and 1 will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns ; 

Another dowry to another daughter. 

For she is changed, as she had never been. 

Pei. Nay, I will win niy wager better yet 
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And show more sign of lier obedience, 

Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

See where she comes and brings your froward wives 
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. 

Re-enter Katharina. with Bianca and Widow. 

Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not : 

Olf with that bauble, throw it under foot. 

[Kaiharina jmlU off her cap, and throws it down. 
WicL Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh, 

Till I be brought to such a silly pass! 

Burn. Fie ! what a foolish duty call you this ? 

Lne. I would your duty were as foolish too: 

The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 

Hath cost 'me an hundred crowns since supper-time. 
Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 
Ret, Katharine, I charge thee, tell these headstrong 
women 

What duty they do owe their lords aud husbands. 

JVid. Come, come, youre mocking: we will have no 
telling 

Pet. Come on, I say ; and first begin with her. 

IFid. She shall not. 

Pet. I say she shall; and first begin with her. 

JCath. Fie, fie! unkuit that threatening unkind brow, 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor : 

It blots thy beauty as frosts do bite the meads. 
Confounds thy fame as whirlwinds shake fair buds. 

And in no sense is meet or amiable. 

A woman moved is like a fountain troubled. 

Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 

And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 

Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee. 

And for thy maintenance commits his body 
To painful labour both by sea and land, 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold. 

Whilst thou liest warm at home, secure and safe ; 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands 


But love, fair looks, and true obedience; 

Too little payment for so great a debt. 

Such duty as tlie subject owes the prince 
Even such a woman oweth to her husband ; 

And when she is froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 

And not obedient to his honest will, 

What is she but a foul contending rebel 
And graceless traitor to her loving lord ? 

I am ashamed that women are so simple 
To offer war where they should kneel for peace. 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love, and oliey. 

Why are our bodies soft and weak and smooth, 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our soft conditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts? 

Come, come, you froward and unable worms I 
My mind liath been os big as one of yours, 

My heart as great, my reason haply more, 

To bandy wori for word and frown for frown; 

But now I see our lances are but straws. 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare, 

That seeming to be most which w'e indeed least arc. 
Then vail your stomachs,* for it is no boot, 

And place your hands below your husband's foot: 

In token of which duty, if he please, 

My hand is ready; may it do him ease. 

Pet. Why, there's a wench ! Come on, and kiss me, Kate. 
Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad; for thou shalt ha't. 
Vin. *Tis a good hearing when children are toward. 
Luc. But a harsh hearing when women are froward 
Pet. Come, Kate, we’ll to bed. 

We three are married, but you two are sped. 

[To Luc.] 'Twas I won the wager, though you hit the 
white ; 

And, being a winner, God give you good night! 

[Bxeunt Petruchio and KaOutrinOm 
Hot. Now, go thy ways ; thou hast tamed a curst 
shrew. 

Luc. *Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be 


tamed so. 


[Exeunt 







DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


Soi.iKUS, tUtU nf Kphe«>UB. 
ilDuEON, amtrehant r/SyrkCURC. 

A.ntipholus of EphcRUBi ) twin brotJttn, and tons 
AMTiniOLUfl of Syracuse. / to JEs^oii and Emilia. 
lUiOMio of EpheRUflf> fiOiH brotUrt, andatUndants 
DiioMioof S> raruRi*, > on ihe two Antipholuaea. 
Hai.tiiazaic, a merchant. 


Anoilo, agddtmiOi 

First Merchant, /rtf ru/ to Antipholua of Syracuse. 
Second Merchant, to wlwni An{;elo it a debtor. 
Finch, a schoolmaster. 

Emilia, wife to ^gcon, an abbess at Ephesus. 
Amu AN A, wije to Aiitipholus of Ephesus. 


LucitNA, her sister. 

Luce, servant to Adriana. 

A Courtezan. 

Gocler, Offietn, and otiier AtUndarUt. 
6CKME.~ErREsDi. 


ACT I. 

Scene l.—A hall vi the Duke’s palace. 


Enter Duke, iEoEON, Gaoler, Officers, and other 
Attendants. 

Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall 
And by the doom of death end woes and all. 

Dvke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more; 

I am not partial to infringe our laws : 

The enmity and discord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen. 

Who wanting guilders to redeem their lives 
Have seal’d his rigorous statutes with tlieir bloods, 
Excludes all pity from our threatening looks. 

For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
’Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us. 

It hath in solemn synods teen decreed. 

Both by the Syracusians and ourselves. 

To admit no traffic to our adverse towns; 

Nay, more, 

If any born at Ephesus be seen 
At any Syracusiau marts and fairs; 

Again : if any Syracusian born 
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies, 

His goods confiscate to the duke’s dis{)Ose, 

Unless a thousand marks be levied. 

To quit the penalty and to ransom him. 

Tliy substance, valued at the highest rate. 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks; 

Therefore by law thou art condemn’d to die. 


uEge. Yet this my comfort: when your words are done. 
My wues end likewise with the evening sun. 

Duke. Well, Syracusian, say in brief the cause 
Why thou departed’st from thy native home 
And for what cause thou earnest to Ephesua 
uEge. A heavier task could not have teen imposed 
Thau I to speak my griefs unspeakable: 

Yet, that the world may witness that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 

I’ll utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa was I born, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me. 

And by me, had not our Imp teen bod. 

With her I lived in joy; our wealth ii-creased 
By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum; till my factor’s death 
And the great care of goods at random left 
Drew mo from kind cmbracements of my spouse; 

From whom my absence was not six months old 
Before herself, almost at fainting under 
The pleasing punishment tiiat women tear. 

Had made provision for her following me 
And soon and safe arrived where I was. 

There had she not been long but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons; 

And, which was strange, the one so like the other 
As could not be distinguish’d but by names. 

That very hour and in the self-same inn 
A meaner woman was delivered 
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Of such a burien, male twins, both alike; 

Those, for tlieir parents were e.xceeding poor, 

I bought and brought up to attend my sous. 

My wife, not meaiily proud of two such boys, 
Made daily motions for our home return : 
Unwilling I agreed; alas! too soon 
We came aboard. 

A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d. 

Before the always wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our hanu; 

But longer did we not retain much hope; 

For what obscured light the heavens did grant 
I)id but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death; 

Which though myself would gladly have embraced. 
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife. 

Weeping before for what she saw must come. 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes. 

That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to fear. 


Forced me to seek delays for them and me. 
And this it was, for other means was none* 
The sailors sought for safety by our boat. 
And left the ship, then sinking*ripe, to us; 
My wife, more careful for the latter-born. 

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast. 
Such as seafaring men ]irovido for stornw;’ 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other : 
The children thus disposed, my wife and I, • 
Fi.xing our eyes on whom onr eare was fix’d. 
Fasten d ouraelves at either end the mast ; 
And floating straight, obedient to the stream, 
Was earned towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the sun, gazing upon the earth, 
Dispersed those vapours that olTended us; 
And, by the benefit of his wished light. 

The seas wax d calm, and we discovered 
Two ships from far making amain to us. 



Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this: 

But ere they came — 0, let me say no morel 
Gather the sequel by that went before. 

Duke. Nay, forward, old man; do not break off so • 
^ P*tyi though not pardon thee, 

w'^1 T’ 8®* ^ “ot now 

Worthily termd them merciless to us! 

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leanrues 

We were encounter’d by a mighty rock ; ’ 

Which being violently borne upon. 

Our helpful ship wss eplitted in the midst; 

^ that, in this unjust divorce of us. 

Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to eorrow for. 

*®“^* seeming as burdened 
With lesMr weiffht but not with lessw woe, 

Was earned with more speed before the wind ; 

And in our sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen of Corinth, os we thought. 


At length, another ship had seized on us- 
^d, knowing whom it was their hap to save 
Gave healthful welcome to their shipwreck’d ^ests; 
And would have reft the fishers of their prey 
Had not their bark been very slow of sail - *' 

And therefore homeward did they bend their eourae. 
^U3 have you heard me sever’d from my blisi. 
pat by misfortunes was my life prolong’d. 

Stories of my own mishaps. 

Tin TTiB wits of them thou sorrbwest i 

Do me the favour to dilate at full 

What hath befall’n of them and thee till now. 

At youii^t boy, and yet my eldest care. 

At oigh^n years became inquisitive 

and importuned me 

Inat his attendants— 80 his case was like, 
ifoft of b« brother, but retain’d his name- 
M^ht bror him company in the quest of him. 
Whom wliilst I labour'd of a love to see^ 
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I hazarded the loss of whom I loved. 

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 

Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus, 

Hopeless to hud, yet loath to leave unsought 
Or that or any place that harbours men 
But here must end the story of my life; 

And happy were I in my timely death. 

Could all my travels warrant mo they live. 

DvJce. Hapless .®geon, whom the fates 
have mark’d 

To bear the extremity of dire mishap! 

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws. 

Against my crown, ray oath, my dignity, 

Which princes, would they, may not disannul, 

My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 

But, though thou art adjudged to the death 
And passed sentence may not be recall’d 
But to our honour’s great disparagement, 

Yet I will favour thee in what I can. 

Therefore, merc:hant. I’ll limit thee this day 
To seek thy life by beneficial help: 

Try all the fnends thou hast in Ephesus; 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum, 

And live ; if no, then thou art doom’d to die. 

Gaoler, take him to thy custody. 

Gnol. I will, my lord. 

^tje. Hopeless and helpless doth ASgeon wend, 

But to procrastinate his lileless end. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Tiu Mart. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, Dromio of Syracuse, 
and First Merchant. 

First Mcr. Therefore give out you are of Epidamnum, 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate 
This very day a Syracusian merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here; 

And not being able to buy out his life 
According to the statute of the town 
Hies ere the weary sun set in the west 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

AfU. S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we host. 
And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 

Within this hour it will be dinner-time. 

Till that. I’ll view the manners of the town. 

Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings. 

And then return and sleep within mine inn. 

For with long travel I am stiff and weary 
Get thee away. 

JDro. S. Many a man •would take you at your word. 
And go indeed, having so good a mean. [A’.i/. 

Ant. E. A trusty villain,* sir, that very oft, * 

When I am dull with care and melancholy 
Lightens ray humour with his merry' jests. 

What, will you walk with me about the town. 

And then go to my inn and dine with me ? 

First Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants, 

Of whom I hope to make much benefit; 

I crave your pardon. Soon* at five o’clock, * 
Please you, I’ll meet with you upon the mart 
And afterward consort’ you till bM-time: »A»«mp»T. 

My present business calls me from you now. 

AiU. 8. Farewell till then : I will go lose myself 
And wander up and down to ■view the city. 

First Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content. 

[Exrt. 

Ant. S. Ho that commends me to mine own content 
Comment me to the thing I cannot get. 


I to the world am like a drop of water 
That in the ocean seeks another drop. 
Who, falling there to find his fellow forth. 
Unseen inquisitive,* confounds himself : 

So I, to find a mother and a brother. 

In quest of them, unhajipy, lose myself. 


Enter Dbomio of Ephesus. 

Here comes the almanac of my true date. 

What now ? how chance thou art return’d so soon * 

J)ro E Return’d so soon ' rather approach’d too late: 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit. 

The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell; 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek: 

She is so hot because the meat is cold; 

The meat is cold because you .come not home , 

You come not home because you have no stomach; 

You have no stomach having broke your fast; 

But we that know what ’tis to fast and pray 
Arc penitent* for your default to-day. » uoiiw 

Ant. S. Stop in your wind, sir: tell me this. I pray: 
Where have you left the money that 1 gave you? 

Pro. E. 0, — sixpence, that I had o’ Wednesday last 
To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper? 

The saddler had it, sir ; 1 kept it not 

Ant. S. T am not in a sportive humour new; 

Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 

We being strangers here, how darest thou trust 
So great a chaige from thine own custody? 

Pro. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner . 

I from my mistress come to you in post; 

If I return, I shall be post indeed. 

For she will score your fault upon my pate. 

Methinks your maw, like mine, should be your clock 
And strike you homo without a messenger 
Ant 8. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out of 
season; 

Reserve them till a merrier hour than thia 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee* 

Pro. E. To me, sir? why, you gave no gold to roe. 
Ant. 8. Come on, sir knave, have done your foolishness 
And tell me how thou hast disposed thy charge. 

P'i'O. E. My charge was but to fetch you from the 
mart 

Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner: 

My mistress and her sister stays for you. 

Ant 8. Now, os I am a Christian, answer me 
In what safe place you have bestow'd my money, 
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Or I shall break that meny sconce of yours 
That stands on tricks when 1 am undisposed: 

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me? 

Dro. E. 1 have some marks of yours upon my pate, 
Some of my mistress' marks upon my shoulders, 

But not a thousand marks between you both. 

If I should pay your worship those a^n. 

Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 


Ant. S. Thy mistress’ marks? what mistress, slave, 
hast thou? 

Dro. E. Your worship’s wife, my mistress at, the 
Phoenix ; 

She that doth fast till you come home to dinner 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face. 
Being forbid? There, take you that, sir knave. 



Dro. E. What mean you, air? for God’s sake, hold 
your hands ! 

Nay, an you will not, sir. I’ll take my heels. [Exit. 

Ant. S. Upon my life, by some device or other 
The villain is o’er-raught of all my money. 

They say this town is full of cozenage, 

As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye. 


Dark-working sorcerers that change the mind. 
Soul-killing witches that deform the body, 

DU^ised cheater^ prating mountebanks. 

And many such-like liberties of sin : 

If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 

I’ll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave: 

I greatly fear my mobey is not safe. [Exit. 
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ACT IL 

Scene I. — The house of Antipiiolus of Ephesus. 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr, Neither my husband nor tlic slave return'd, 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master! 

Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock. 

Luc, Perhaps some merchant liath invited him 
And from the mart he's somewhere gone to dinner. 

Good sister, lot us dine and never fret: 

A man is master of his liberty : 

Time is their master, and when they see time 
They'll go or come: if so, be patient, sister 

Adr, Why should their liberty than ouis be more? 
Luc. Because their business still lies out o’ door 
Adr, lAiok, when I serve him so, he takes it ill. 

Luc, O, know he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr, There's none but asses will bo bridled so 
Luc, Why, headstrong liberty is lash'd with woe. 
There's nothing situate under heaven's eye 
But hath his bound in earth, in sea, in sky : 

The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls 
Arc their males* subjects and at their controls : 

Men, more divine, the masters of all these. 

Lords of the wide world and wild watery seas, 

Indued with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of more pre-erfttuenre than fish and fowls. 

Are masters to their females, and their lords : 

Then let your will attend on their accords 

Adr, This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc, Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr, But, were you wedded, you wouL^ bear some 
sway. 

Luc, Ere I learn love, I’ll practise to obey 

Adr, How if your husband start some other where ? 

Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 

Adr. Patience unmoved’ no marvel though she pause* 
They can be meek that have no other caace. 

A wretched soul, bruised with adversity, 

We bid be quiet when we hear it cry ; 

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, 

As much or more wo should ourselves romplaui: 

So tliou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, ^ 
With urging helpless* patience would.st relieve me; «^’**’«‘** 
But, if thou live to sec like right bereft, 

This fool-begg’d patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Well, 1 will marry one day, but to try. 

Here comes your man ; now is your husband nigh. 

Enter Dkomio of Ephesus. 

Adr, Say, is your tardy master now at hand ? 

Dro. E. Nay, he's at two hands with me, and that 
my two oars can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him? know’st thou 
his mind? 

Dro, E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear : 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it. 

Luc, Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not feel 
his meaning? 

Dro, E, Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too w'ell 
feel his blows ; and withal so doubtfully that 1 could 
scarce understand them. 

Adr. But say, I prithee, is ho coming home? 

It seems he hath great care to please his wife. 

Dro, E, Why, mistress, sure my master is hom-inad. 


Adr. Ilorn-mad, thou villain! 

Dro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad; 

But, sure, he is stark mad. 

When I desired liini to come home to dinner, 

He ask'd me for a thousand marks in gold: 

‘’Tis dinner-time,' quoth I; ‘My gold!' quoth he: 
‘Your meat doth burn,' quoth 1; ‘My gold!' quoth he: 
‘Will you come home?' quoth I; ‘My gold!' quoth he, 
‘Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, viUain?' 
‘The pig,' quoth 1, ‘is .buni’d;' 'My gold!' quoth he: 

‘ My mistress, sir,* quoth I ; ‘ Hang up thy mistress 1 
1 know not thy mistress; out on thy mistress!' 

Luc Quoth who ^ 

Dro, E Quoth my master: 

‘ 1 know,' quotli he, ' no house, no wife, no mistress.' 

So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 

I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders; 

For in conclusion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him home. 
Dro E Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's sake, send some other messenger. 



Adr. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across. 
Dro. E, And he will bless that cross with other 
beating : 

Between you I shall have a holy head. 

Adr. Hence, prating peasant! fetch thy master home. 
Dro. E, Am I so round with you as you with me, 
That like a football you do spurn me thus ? 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither : 

If I last in this service, you must case me in leather. 

[Exit, 

Luc, Fie, how impatience lourcth in your face! 

Adr. Ilis company must do his minions grace, 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
From iny poor cheek ? then he hath wasted it : 

Are my discourses dull? barren my wit? 

If voluble and shari> discourse be marr’d, 

Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard: 

Do their gay vestments his affections bait? 

That's not my fault ; he's master of my state : 
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What ruins are in me that can be found. 

By him not ruin’d? then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures.^ My decayed fair* tBwaiT. 

A sunny look of his would soon repair: 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale 

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his stale.* * 

Lw. Self-harming jealousy ! lie, beat it hence ! 

Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dispense. 

I know his eye doth homage otherwhere; 

Or else what lets it but he would bo hcre^ 

Sister, you know he promised me a chain; 

Would that alone, alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed'. 

1 see the jewel ^t enamelled 

Will lose his beauty; yet the gold bides still. 

That others touch, and often touching will 
Wear gold : and no man that hath a name. 

By falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 

Since that my beauty cannot please his eye. 

I’ll weep what's left away, and w'eepiiig die. 

Lw. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ! 

\Extv,v,t 

SCEKE II — A public place. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant, S. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out 
By computation and mine host’s report, 

I could not speak with Dromio since at first 
I sent him fiom the mart. See, here he comes. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

How now, sir! is your merry humour alter’d? 

As you love strokes, so jest with me agaii.. 

You know no Centaur? you received no gold? 

Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner? 

My house was at the Phoenix? Wast thou mad. 

That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 

Dro. S. What answer, sir? when spake I such a 
word ? 

Ant. S, Even now, even here, not half an hour since. 
Dro. S. I did not see you since you seut me hence. 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s receipt 
And told’st me of a mistress and a dinner; 

For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeased 
Ero. S. I am glad to see you in this merry vein: 
What means this jest? I pray you, master, tell me. 
Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in the 
teeth ? 

Think’st thou I jest? Hold, take thou that, and that. 

[Seating him. 

Dro. & Hold, sir, for God’s sake! now your jest is 
earnest; 

Upon what baigain do you give it me? 

AiU. S. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool and chat with you. 

Your sauciness wiU jest upon m^ Ipve 
And make a common of my serious hours. 

When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sport. 

But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 

If you will jest with me, know my aspect 
And fashion your demeanour to my looks. 

Or I will beat this method in your seonce. 

Dro. S. Sconce call you it? so you would leave bat- 
tering, I had rather have it a head: an you use these 
blows long, I must get a sconce for my head and insconce 


it too; or else I shall seek my wit in my shoulders. 
But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten? 

Ant. S. Dost thou not know? 

Dro. S. Nothing, sir, but that I am beaten. 

Ant. S. Shall 1 tell you why ? 

Dro. S. Ay, sir, and whereibro; for they say every 
why hath a wherefore. 

Ant. S. Why, first, — for flouting me; end then, where- 
fore, — 

For urging it the second time to me. 

Dro. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of 
season, 

When in the why and the wherefore is neither rhyme 
nor reason? 

Well, sir, I thank you. 

Ant. S. Thank me, sir! for what? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something that you gave 
me for nothing. 

Ant. S. I’ll make you amends next, to give you 
nothing for something. But say, sir, is it dinner-time? 

Dro. S. No, sir : I think the meat wants that I 
have. 

Ant. S. In good time, sir; what’s that? 

Dro. S Basting. 

Ant. S. Well, sir, then ’twUl be dry. 

Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you, eat none of it. 

Ant. S. Your reason ? 

Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric, and purchase me 
another dry basting. 

Ant. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time : there’s 
a time for all things. 

Dro. S. I durst have denied that, before you were 
so choleric. 

ArU. S By what rule, sir? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain 
bald pate of father Time himself. 

Ant. S. Let’s hear it 

Dro. S. There’s no time for a man to recover his 
hair that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig and recover 
the lost hair of another maa 

Ant. S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair, being, 
03 it is, so plentiful an excrement ? 

Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he bestows on 
beasts; and what he hath scanted men in hair he hath 
given them in wit 

Ant. S. Why, but there’s many a man hath more 
hair than wit 

Dro. S. Not a man of those but he hath the wit to 
lose his hair. 

Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men plain 
dealers without wiW 

Dro. S. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost : yet he loseth 

it in a kind of jollity. 

Ant. S. For what reason? 

Dro. S. For two; and sound ones toa 

Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

Dro. S. Sure ones then. 

Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing. 

Dro. 8. Certain ones then. ' 

Ant. 8. Name them. 

Dro. 8. The one, to save the money that he; spends 
in trimming; the other, that at dinner they shottld not 
drop in his Mrridge. 

Ant. 8. You would all this time have proved there 
is no time for all things. 

Dro. 8. Marty, and did, sir; namely, no time to 
recover hair lost by natura 
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Ant. 3. But your reason was not substantial, why 
there is no time to recover. 

Dro. 3. Thus I mei^ it: Time himself is bald and 
therefore to the world’s end will have bald followers. 

Ant. 3. I knew ’twould bo a bald conclusion: 

But, soft! who wafts us yonder? 

Ihiter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipliolus, look strange and frown; 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects; 

1 am not Adriana nor thy wife. 

'The time was once when thou unurged wouldst vow 
Tliat never words were music to thine ear. 

That never object pleasing in thine eye. 

That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 

That never meat sweet-savour’d in thy taste, 

Unless I spake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carved to thee. 
How comes it now, my husband, 0, how comes it, 

That thou art thus estranged from thyself < 

Thyself 1 call it, being strange to me. 

That, undividablc, incorporate. 

Am better than thy dear self’s better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyself from me I 
For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf 
And take unmingled thence that drop again, 

Without addition or diminishing. 

As take from me thyself and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the (piick, 

Shouldst thou hut hear I were licentious, 

And that this bmly, consecrate to thee. 

By ruffian lust should be contaminate’ 

Wouldst thou not spit at me and spurn at me 
And hurl the name of husband in my face 
And tear the stain’d skin off my harlot-brow 
And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring 
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow? 

I know thou canst; and therefore see thou do it. 

1 am possess’d with an adulterate blot ; 


My blood is mingled with the crime of lust; 

For if we two be one and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of thy flesh. 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 
1 live unstain’d, thou undishonoured. 



Ant. 3. riead you to me, fair dame? I know you 
not: 

In Ephesus I am but two hours old. 

As strange unto your town as to your talk ; ^ 

Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d. 

Want wit in all one word to understand. 



Lue. Fie, brother! how the world is changed with 

When were you wont to use my sister thus ? 

She sent for you by Dromio home to dmner. 

Ant. S. By Dromio? 

Dro, 8. By me ? r t • 

Adr. By thee; and this thou didst return from lum. 


That he did buffet thee, and in his blows 
Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. 3, Did you converse, sir, with this gentlewoman ? 
What is the course and drift of your compact ? 

Dro. 3. I, sir? I never saw her till this time. 

Ant. 3. Villain, thou liest; for even her very words 
Didst thou deliver to me on tlie mart. 
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Dto. S. I never spake with her in all my life. 

Ani. S. How can she thus then call us by our names, 
Unless it be by inspiration. 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity 
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 

Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! 

Be it my wrong you arc from me exempt,’ ’ 8n«rij«i. 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 

Come, I win fasten on this sleeve of thine: 

Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine, 

Whose weakness married to thy stronger state 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate: 

If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 

Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss; 

Wlio, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap and live on thy confusion. 

Ant. S. To me she speaks; she moves me fur her 
theme ; 

What, was I married to her in my dream? 

Or sleep I now and think I hear all this? 

What error drives our eyes and ears amiss? 

Until I know this sure uncertainty. 

I'll entertain the offer’d fallacy. 

Luc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for dinner 
Dro. S. 0, for my beads! I cross me for a sinner. 
Tliis is the fairy land; 0 spite of spites.' 

We talk witli goblins, owls, and sprites; 

If we obey them not, this will ensue, 

They'll suck our breath or pinch us black and blue 


[Act n. 

£uc. Why pratest thou to thyself and answer'st not? 
Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot! 
J)ro. S. I am transformed, master, am I not? 

Ant. S. 1 think thou art in mind, and so am I. 

Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in my shape. 
Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form. 

Dro. S. No, I aril an ape. 

Zko. If thou art changed to aught, ’tis to an ass. 
Dro. S. Tis true ; she rides me and I long for grass. 
Tis so, I am an ass; else it could never bo 
But 1 should know her as well as she knows mo. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool. 

To put the linger in the eye and weep, 

Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn. 

Come, sir, to dinner. Dromio, keep the gate, 
llnsband. I’ll dine above with you to-day 
And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks. 

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master. 

Say he dines forth and let no creature enter. 

Come, sister. Dromio, play the porter well. 

Ant N. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking ? mad or well-advised ? 

Known unto these, and to myself disguised! 

I’ll say as they say and persever so 
And in this mist at all adventures go. 

Dro. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate ? 

Adr. Ay; and let none enter, lest I break your pate 
Luc. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late. 

[£xevnt. 




ACT III. 


Sc EXE I — liefure the house of AxTii’lloLUS of Ephesus 


linter AXTlPnou’S of Ephesus, Dkomio of Ephesus, 
Axuelo, and IUlthazar. 

Ant E. CJood Sigiiior Angelo, you must excuse us all; 
My wife is .shrewish when 1 keep not hour®: 

Say that 1 linj'orM with you at your shop 
To see the making' of her carcanet, 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home, 
liut here's a villain that would face me down 
He met me on the mart and that I beat him 
And charged him with a thousand marks io gold 
And that I did deny my wife and house. 

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by this^ 
Dro. E. Say what you will, sir, but I know what I 
know ; 

That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to 
show’ : 

If the skin were parchment and the blows you gave 
were ink. 

Your own handwriting would tell you what I think. 
Ant. E. I think thou art an ass 
Dro. E Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I sulTer and the blows I ’>‘’ar. 

1 should kick, being kick’d; and, being at that pa.S3, 
You would keep from my heels and beware of an a.ss. 
Ant. E. You’re sad, Signior Balthazar: pray God our 
cheer 

May answer my good will and your good Avelconie Jierc. 
BaX. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your welcome 
dear. 

Ant. E. 0, Signior Balthazar, either at flesh or fish, 
A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish 
Bal. Good meat, sir, is common; that every churl 
affords. 

Ani E. And welcome more common; for that’s 
nothing but words. 

Sal. Small cheer and great welcome makes a merry 
feast. 


Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host and more sparing 
guest : 

But though my cates be mean, take them in good part; 

Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 

But, soft’ niy door is lock’d Go bid them let us in. 

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, Ginn ’ 

iJro. S. [}Vithin!\ Mome, malt-horse, capon, coxcomb, 
idiot, patch! 

Either get thee from the door or sit down at the hatch. 

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call’st for such 
store. 

When one is one too many? Go get thee from the 
door 

Dro. E. What ])atch is made our porter ? ]\ly master 
stays in the street. 

Dro. S. [Within!] Ixit him walk from whence he 
came, lest he catch cold on’s feet. 

Ant. E. Who talks within there? ho, open the door ! 

Dro. S. [Within.] Eight, sir; I’ll tell you when, an 
you’ll tell me wherefore. 

Ant. E. Wherefore ? for my dinner : I have not dined 
to-day. 

Dro. S. [irit/iin.] Nor to-day here you must not; 
come again when you may. 

Ant. E. What art thou that keepest me out from 
the house I owe?’ 

Dro. S. [Within.] The porter for this time, sir, and 
my name is Dromio. 

Dro. E. 0 villain ! thou hast stolen both mine office 
and my name. 

The one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 

If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place. 

Thou wouldst have changed thy face for a name or thy 
name for an ass. 

Luce. [IEt/Ai».] What a coil is there, Dromio? who 
are those at the gate? 

Dro. E. Let my master in. Luce. 

Luce. [Within!] Faith, no; he comes too late: 

And so tell your master. 
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Dro. E. O Lord, I must laugh ! 

Have at you with a proverb — Shall I set lu ray staff? 

Luct. Have at you with another ; that’s — 

When? can you tell? 

Dto. S. [IFtfAin.] If thy name be call’d Luce, — Luce, 
thou hast answer’d him well. 

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion? you’ll let us in, 
I hope? 

Luce. \Wiihin!\ I thought to have ask'd you. 

Ero. S. [IFj/Ain.] And you said no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help : well struck ! there was blow 
for blow. 

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luce. [Within.'] Can you tell for whose sake? 

Dro. E Master, knock the door hard. 

Luce. [IFtfAin.] Let him knock till it aclie. 

Ant. E. You’ll cry for this, minion, if I beat the door 
down. 

Luce. [IFi/Am.] What needs all that, and a pair of 
stocks in the town? 

Adr. [H'uAin.] Who is that at the door that keeps 
all this noise? 

Dto. S. [IFtfAia,] By my troth, your town is troubled 
with unruly boys. 

Ant. E. Are you there, wife ? you might hav'e come 
before. 

Adr. [IFt/Airt.] Your wife, sir knave: go get you 
from the door. 

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this 'knave’ would 
go sore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome: we 
would fain have either. 

Bed. In debating which was best, we shall part with 
neither. 

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master; bid them 
welcome hither. 

AtU. E. There is something in the wind, that we 
cannot get in. 

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your garments 
were thin. 

Your cake there is warm within ; vou stand here in the 
cold ; 

It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so bought 
and sold. 

Ant. E. Go fetch mo something; I’ll break ope the 
gate. 

Dro. S. [Within.] Break any breaking here, and I’ll 
break your knave’s pate. 

Dro. E. A man nmy break a word with you, sir, and 
words are but wind. 

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not behind. 

Dro. S. [Within] It seems thou want’st breaking: 
out upon thee, hind! 

Dro. E. Here’s too much 'out upon thee I’ I pray 
thee, let me in. 

Dro. S. [Within.] Ay, when fowls have no feathers 
and fish have no fin. 

Ant. E. Well, I’ll break in : go borrow me a crow. 

Dro. E. A crow without feather? Master, mean yon 
so ? 

For a fish without a fin, there’s a fowl without a feather : 

If a crow help us in, sirrah, we’ll pluck a crow together. 

Ant. E. Go get thee gone ; fetch me an iron crow. 

Bal. Have patience, sir; O, let it not be so! 

Herein you war against your reputation 

And draw within the compass of suSpect 

The unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this* — your long experience of her wisdom, * 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, 


[Act iil 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown; 

And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors aro made against you. 
fie ruled by me: depart in patience. 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner. 

And about evening come yourself alone 
To know the reason of this strange restraint. 

If by strong hand you offer to break in 
Now in the stirring passage of the day, 

A vul^r comment will be made of it. 

And that supposed by the common rout 
Against your yet ungallcd estimation 
That may with foul intrusion enter in 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead; 

For slander lives upon succession. 

For ever housed where it gets possession. 

Ant. E. You have prevail’d: I will depart in quiet. 
And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. 

I know a wench of excellent discourse. 

Pretty and witty, wild and yet, too, gentle : 

There will we dine. This woman that 1 mean. 

My wife — but. I protest, without desert — 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal : 

To her will we to dinner. [To Ang.] Got you home 
And fetch the chain; by this I know ’tis made: 

Bring it, I pray you, to the Poi’pentine ; 

For there’s the house: that chain will I bestow — 

Be it for nothing but to spite my wife — 

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste. 

Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me. 

I’ll knock elsewhere, to see if they’ll disdain me, 

Ang. I’ll meet you at that place some hour hence. 
Ant. E. Do so. This jest shall cost me some expense. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IT.— TAe same. 

Enter Luciana and Antipholus of Syracuse. •» 

Luc. And may it be that you have quite iorgut 
A husband’s office ? 'shall, Antipholus, 

Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot ? 

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinous? 

If you did wed my sister for her wealth. 

Then for her wealth’s sake use her with more kind- 
ness ; 

Or if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blindness: 
Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator; 

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty; 

Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger ; 

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint; 

Be secret-false: what need she be acquainted? 

What simple thief brags of his own attaint? 

Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed 
And let her read it in thy looks at board: 

Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil w'ord. 

Alas, poor women! make us but believe. 

Being compact of credit,* that you love us; / * * *.?, ** 
Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ; 

We in your motion turn and you may move us. 

Then, gentle brother, get you in a^in; 

Comfort my sister, cheer her, c^ her wife ; • 

Tis holy sport to be a little vain. 

When the 'sweet breath of flatt^ conquers strife 
Ant. S. Sweet mistress — what your name is else, I 
know not, 
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Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine— 

Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not 
Than our earth’s wonder, more than earth divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak ; 

Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit, 

Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak. 

The folded meaning of your words’ deceit. 

Against my soul’s pure truth why labour you 
To make it wander in an unknown field' 

Are you a god? would you create me new? 

Ti-ansform me then, and to your power I’ll yield. 
But if that I am 1, then well I know 
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine. 

Nor to her bed no homage do I ow’e ; 

Far more, far more to you do I decline. 

O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note. 

To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears : 

Sing, siren, for thyself and I will dote: 

Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs. 

And as a bed I’ll take them and there lie. 

And in that glorious supposition think 
He gains by death that hath such means to die : 

Let I/)ve, being light, be drowned if she sink! 


Xuc. What, are you mad, that you do reason so? 
Ant. S. Not mad, but mated;' how, I do not 
know. 

Luc. It is a fault that spriugeth from your eye. 

Ant. S. For gazing on your beams, fair sun, being by. 
Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will clear your 
sight. 

Ant, S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on 
night. 

Luc. Why call you me love? call my sister so. 

Ant. S. Thy sister’s sister. 

Lite. That’s my sister 

AtU. S. No ; 

It is thyself, mine own seifs better part. 

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart. 

My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim. 

My sole earth’s heaven and. my heaven’s claim. 

Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be. 

Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim * ♦ 
thee. 

'Thee will I love and with thee lead my life; 

Thou hast no husband yet nor 1 no wife. 

Give me thy hand. 



Luc. O, soft, sir I hold you still : 

I'll fetch my sister, to get her good will [Exit. 

Enter Dhomio of Syracuse. 

Ant. S. Why, how' now, Dromio' where runn’st thou 
so fast? 

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir' am I Dromio? am I 
your man ? am I myself ? 

Ant. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thyself. 

Dro. S. I am an ass, I am a woman’s man and besides 
myself. 

Ant. S. What woman’s man? and how besides thyself ? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to a 
woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one 
that will have me. 

Ant. & What claim lays she to thee? 

Dro. 8. Marry, sir, such a claim as you would lay 
to your horse ; and she would have me as a beast : not 
that, I being a beast, she would have me ; but that she, 
being a very beastly creature, lays claim to mo. 

Ant. 8. What is she? 

Dro. 8. A very reverent body; ay, such a one as 


a man may not speak of without he say ' Sir-reverence. 
I have but lean luck in the match, and yet is she a 
wondrous fat marriage. 

Ant. S. How dost thou mean a fat marriage ' 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, she’s the kitchen wench and all 
grease ; and I know not what use to put her to but to 
make a lamp of her and run from her by her own light. 
I warrant, her rags and the tallow in them will bum 
a Poland winter: if she lives till doomsday, she’ll bum 
a week longer than the whole world 

Ant. 8. What complexion is she of? 

Dro. 8. Swart, like my shoe, but her face nothing 
like so clean kept ; for why,^ she sweats ; a man ^ *«»“'• 
may go over shoes in the grime of it. 

Ant. 8. That’s a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. 8. No, sir, ’tis in grain; Noah’s flood could not 
do it 

Ant. 8. What’s her name? 

Dro. 8. Nell, sir; but her name and three quarters, 
that’s an ell and three quarters, will not measure her 
from hip to hip. 

Ant. 8. Then she bears some breadth' 

Dro. 8. No longer from head to foot than from hip 

26 
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to hip: she is spherical, like a globe; I could find out 
countries in her. 

Ant. S. In what part of her body stands Ireland ? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, in her buttocks: I found it out 
by the bogs. 

Ant. S. Where Scotland ? 

Dro. S. 1 found it by the barrenne.ss; han.1 in the 
palm of the hand. 

Ant. S. Where France ? 

Dro. S. In her forehead; armed and reverted, mak- 
ing war against her heir. 

Ant. S. Where England? 

Dro. S. 1 looked lor the chalky clifis, but I could 
find no whiteness in them; but I guess it stood in her 
chin, by the salt rheum that ran between Franco and it. 

Ant. S. Where Spain? 

Dro. S. Faith, 1 saw it not ; but I felt it hot in her 
breath. 

Ant. S. Where America, the Indies ? 

Dro. S. Oh, sir, upon her nose, all o’er embellished 
with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining their rich 
aspect to the hot breath of Spain ; who sent whole arma- 
does of caracks to be ballast at her nose. 

Ant. S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands? 

Dro. S. Oh, sir, I did not look so low. To conclude, 
this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me; called me 
Dromio; swore I was assured* to her; told me 
what privy marks I had about me, as, the mark of my 
shoulder, the mole in my neck, the great wart on my 
left arm, that I amazed ran from her as a witch : 

And, I think, if my breast had not been made of faith 
and my heart of steel. 

She had transform’d me to a curtal dog and made me 
turn i’ the wheel. 

AiU. S. Oo hie thee presently, post t( the road: 

An if the wind blow any way from shore, 

I will not harbour in this town to-night: 

If any bark put forth, come to the mart. 


Where I will walk till thou return to me. 

If every one knows us and we know none, 

’Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone. 

Dro. S. As from a bear a man would run for life. 

So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit. 

Ant. S. There’s none but witches do inhabit here; 
And therefore ’tis high time that I were hence. 

She that doth call mo husltand, even luy soul 
Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair sister. 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace. 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse. 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself: 

But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 

I'll stop mine ears again.st the mermaid's song. 

Enter Anuk.lo with the chain. 

Ang. Master Antipholus, — 

Ant. S. Ay, that’s my name. 

Ang. I know it well, sir: lo, here is the chain. 

I thought to have ta’en you at the Porpentine: 

The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 

Ant. S. What is your will that I should do with this? 
Ang. What please yourself) sir : I have made it lor you. 
Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! 1 bespoke it not. 

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have. 
Go home with it and please your wife withal; 

And soon at supper-time I’ll visit you 
And then receive my money for the chain. 

Ant. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now. 

For fear you ne’er see chain nor money moie. 

Ang. You are a merry man, sir : fare you well. [A'.c)/. 
Ant. S. What I should think of this, I cannot tell. 
But this I think, there’s no man is so vain 
That would refuse so fair an offer'd chain. 

1 see a man here needs not live by bhifts, 

When in the streets he meets such golden gifts, 
m to the mart and there for Droraio stay : 

If any ship put out, then straight away. [Exit. 




ACT IV. 


Scene I . — A public place. 


Eater Second Merchant, Anoelo, and an Officer. 

See Mer. You know since Pentecost the sum is due, 
And since I luve not much iiniiortuncd you , 

Nor now I had not, but that 1 am bound 
To Persia, and want guilders for my voyage . 

Therefore make present satisfaction, 

Or I’ll attach you by this officer. 

Ang Even just the sum that I do owe to you 
Is growing* to me by Antipholus, *Aicniiiig 

And ill the instant that 1 met with you 
He had of me a chain: at five o’clock 
I shall receive the money for the same. 

Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house, 

I will discharge my bond and thank you too. 

Enter Antipholl's of Ephesus and DnoMio of Ephesus 
from the courtezan's. 

Off. That labour may you save: see w]»ere he coniiS. 
Ant. E. While 1 go to the goldsmith’s house, go thou 
And buy a rope’s end: that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates. 

For locking mo out of my doors by day. 

Hut, soft! 1 see the goldsmith. Get thee gone; 

Buy thou a rope and bring it home to me. 

Dro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year : I buy a 
rope. [EtU. 

Ant. £. A man is well holp up that trusts to you : 
I promised your presence and the chain; 

But neither chain nor goldsmith came to me. 

Belike you thought our love would last too long, 

If it were chain'd together, and therefore came not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s the note 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat. 

The fineness of the gold and chatgoful fashion. 

Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 


Than I stand debted to this gentleman ; 

I pray you, see him presently discharged, 

For he is Ixiuiid to sea and stays but for it 
Ant. £. I am not furnish’d with the pre.sent money. 
Besides, I have some business in the town. 

Good signior, take the stranger to my house 
And with you take the chain and bid iny wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof. 

Pendiance I will be there as soon as you, 

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her voursclf? 
Ant. E. No; bear it with you, le.st I come not tune 
enough. 

Ang. Well, sir, I wiU. Hare you the chain about 
you ? 

Ant. E. An if I have not, sir, I hope you have; 

Or else you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain: 
Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman, 

And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

Ant. E. Good Lord! you use this dalliance to excuse 
lour breach of promise to the Porpentine. 

I should have chid you for not bringing it. 

But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl 
See. Mer. The hour steals on ; 1 pray you, sir, dispatch. 
Ang. You hear how he importunes me; — the chain! 
Ant. E. Why, give it to my wife and fetch your 
money. 

Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you even now. 
Either send the chain or send mo by some token. 

Ant. E. Fie, now you run this humour out of breath. 
Come, where’s the chain? I pray yon, let me see it 
Sec. Mer. My business cannot brook this dalliance. 
Good sir, say whether you’ll an.«iwer me or no: 

If not. I’ll leave him to the officer. 

Ant. E. I answer you ! what should I answer you ? 
Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 


204 THE COMEDY 

AnJt. E. I owe yoa none till 1 receive the chain. 

Ang. You know I gave it you half an hour since. 

A-nJt. E. You gave me none : you wrong me much to 
say so. 

A-ng. You wrong mo more, sir, in denying it: 

Consider how it stands upon my credit. 

Sec. Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 

Off. I do ; and charge you in the duke's name to 
obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in reputation. 

Either consent to pay this sum for me 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had! 

Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou darest 
Ang. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer. 

I womd not spare my brother in this case, 

If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Off. I do arrest you, sir: you hear the suit. 

Ant. E. I do obey thee till 1 give thee bail. 

But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 

To your notorious shame; 1 doubt it not. 

Enter Drouio of Syracuse, from the bag. 

Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard 
And then, sir, she bears away. Our fraughtage, sir, 

1 have convey'd aboard and 1 have bought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-Autse. 

The ship is in her trim; the merry wind 
Blows fair from land: they stay for nought at all 
But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant. E. How now ! a madman ’ Why, thou peevish 
sheep. 

What ship of Epidamnum stays for me? 

Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage. 

Ant. E. Thou drunken slave, 1 sent thee for a rope 
And told thee to what purpose and what end. 

Dro. S. You sent me for a rope's end as soon : 

You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure 
And teach your ears to list me with more heed. 

To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight: 

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
That's cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry 
There is a purse of ducats: let her send it: 

Tell her 1 am arrested in the street 

And that shall bail me: hie thee, slave, be gone! 

On, officer, to prison till it come. 

\Exmnlt See. Merchant, Angelo, Officer, and Ant. E. 
Dro. S. To Adriana! that is where we dined. 

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband : 

She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 

Thither I must, although against my will. 

For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil. [ExU. 

Scene II. — The houae of Antipholus of Ephesus. 

Enter AoriaNA and Luciaka. 

Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so? 

Mightst thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead in earnest 7 yea or no 7 
Look’d he or red or pale, or sad or merrily 7 
What observation madest thou in this case 
Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face? 

Lve. First he denied you had in him no right 
Adr. He meant he did me none ; tire more my q>ite. 
Luc. Then swore he that he was a stranger h^ 
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Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he were. 
Lue. Then pleaded I for you. 

Adr. And what said he? 

Lue. That love I begg’d for you he begg’d of me, 
Adr, With what persuasion did he tempt thy love? 
Zue. With words that in an honest suit mig^ move. 
First he did praise my beauty, then my speech.' 

Adr. Didst speak him fair? 

Lue. Have ratience, I beseech. 

Adr. I cannot nor I will not, hmd me still; 

My tongue, though not my heart shall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere. 

Ill-faced, worse bodied, shapeless everywhere; 

Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt unkind, 

Sti^atical in making,' worse in mind. i bhimw w «»»«•. 

Lue. Who would be jealous then of such a one ? 

No evil lost is wail'd when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah, but 1 think him better than I say. 

And yet would herein others’ eyes were worse. 

Far from her nest the lapwing cries away : 

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curse. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Here! go; the desk, the purse! sweet now, 
make haste. 

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath ? 

Dro. S. By running fast. 

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio ? is he well ? 
Dro. S. No, he’s in Tartar UhiIk), worse than hell. 

A devil in an everlasting garment hath him ; 

One whose hard heart is button’d up with steel ; 

A fiend, a fury, pitiless and rough; 

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff; 

A back-friend, a shoulder-dapper, one that countermands 
The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands ; 

A hound that runs counter and yet draws dry-foot well; 
One that before the judgment carries poor souls to hell^ 
Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? ** 

Dro. S. 1 do not know the matter: he is ’rested on 
the ease. 

Adr. What, is he anested? Tell me at whose suit. 
Dro. S. I know not at whose suit he is arrested well ; 
But he’s in a suit of buff which ’rested him, that can 
I tell. 

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money in 
his desk? 

Adr. Go fetch it, sister. [A!rtY Luciana.] This 1 
wonder at, 

That he, unknown to me, should be in debt. 

Tell me, was he anested on a band? 

Jhrd. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger thing; 

A chain, a chain! Do you not hear it ring? 

Adr. What, the chain ? 

Dro. S. No, no, the bell: ’tis time that I were gone: 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one. 
Adr. The hours come back! that did I never hear. 
Dro. S. O, yes; if any hour meet a sergeant, W turns 
back for vety fear. 

Adr. As if Time were in debt! how fondly dost 
thou reason! 

Dro, 3. Time is a very bankrupt and ow#s more 
than he’s worth to season. 

Nay, he’s a thief too : have you not heard men* say. 
That Time comes stealing on by night and day.? 

If Time be in debt and theft, and a sergeant in the way. 
Hath he not, reason to turn back an hour in a day ? 

)Be-enter Luciana with a puree. 

Adr. Go, Dromio; thtee’s the money, bear it straight, 
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And bring thy master home immediately. 

Come, sister: I am press’d down with conceit— 

Conceit, my comfort -and my injury. [Exeunt. 

Scene III.— ^ public place. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant. S. There s not a man I meet but doth salute me 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend ; 

And every one doth call me by my name. 

Some tender money to me; some invite me; 

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses; 

Some offer me commodities to buy: 

Even now a tailor call’d me in his shop 

And allow’d me silks that he had bouglit for me, 

And therewithal took measure of my body. 

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles 
And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me for. 
What, have you got the picture of old Adam new- 
apparelled ? 

Ant. S. What gold is this? what Adam dost thou 
mean ? 

Dro. S. Not that Adam that kept the Paradise, but 
that Adam that keeps the })risou : he that goes in the 
cairs skin that was killed for the Prodigal; he that 
came behind you, sir, like an evil angel, and bid you 
forsake your libertj. 

Ant. S. I understand thee not ? 

Dro. S. No ? wliy, *tis a plain case : he that went, 
like a bass-viol, in a case of leather ; the man, sir, that, 
when gentlemen arc tired, gives them a sob and ’rests 
them; he, sir, that takes pity on decayed men and gives 
them suits of dumnee; he that sets up liis rest to do 
more exploits with his mace than a morris-pike. 

Arit. What, thou meanest an officer? 

Dro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; he that 
brings any man to answer it that breaks his band; one 
that thinks a man always going to bed and says, ‘God 
give you good rest!’ 

Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is 
there any ship puts forth to-night? may we be gone* 

Dro. S. Why, sir, I brought you word an hour since 
that the bark Expedition put forth to-night; and then 
were you hindered by the sergeant, to tairy for the hoy 
Delay. Here are the angels that you sent for to deli- 
ver you. 

Ant. S. The fellow is distract, and so am I ; 

And here we wander in illusions : 

• Some blessed power deliver us from hence I 

Enter a Courtezan. 

Cour. Well met, well met, Master Antipholus. 

I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now: 

Is that the chain you promised me to-day? 

Ant. S. Satan, avoid! I chaige thee, tempt me not. 

Dro. S. Master, is this Mistress Satan ? 

Ant. S. It is the devil. 

Dro. 8. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil's dam: 
and here she comes in the habit of a light \vench; and 
thereof comes that the wenches say ‘ God damn me ; * 
that’s as much to say ‘ God make me a light wench. ' 
It is written, they appear to men like angels of li^ht: 
light is an effect of fire, and fire will burn; ergo, light 
wenches wiU bum. Come not near her. 


Cou7\ Your man and you are marvellous merry, sir. 
Will you go with me ? We’ll mend our dinner here ? 

Dro. 8. Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat : or 
bespeak a long spoon. 

Ant. 8 . Why, Dromio? 

Dro. 8 . Marry, he must have a long spoon that must 
eat with the devil. 

Ant. 8 . Avoid then, fiend! what tell’st thou me of 
supping ? 

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress: 

I conjure thee to leave me and be gone. 

Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner. 
Or, for my diamond, the chain you promised. 

And I’ll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Dro. 8 . Some devils ask but the parings of one’s nail, 
A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 

A nut, a cherry-stone ; 

But she, more covetous, would have a chain. 

Master, be wise: an if you give it her. 

The devil will shake her chain and fright us with it 
Cour. I pray you, sir, rny ring, or else the chain : 

1 hope you do not mean to cheat me so. 

Ant. 8 Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, Dromio, let us go. 
Dro. S. ‘ Fly pride,* says the peacock • mistres.s, that 
you know, [Exeunt Ant. 8 . and Dro. 8. 

Cour. Now, out of doubt Antipholus is mad, 

Else would he never so demean himself. 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducat.s, 

And for the same he promised me a chain . 

Both one and other he denies me now. 

The reason that I gather he is mad, 

Besides this present instance of his rage. 

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner. 

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance. 

Belike Iiis wife, acquainted with his fits, 

On purpose shut the doors against his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his house, 

And tell his wife that, being lunatic. 

He rush’d into my bouse and took perforce 
My ring away. This course I fittest choose , 

For forty ducats is too much too lose. [Exit. 

Scene IV.— ^ street. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and the Officer. 

Ant. E. Fear me not, man ; I will not break away , 
I’ll give thee, ere 1 leave thee, so much money. 

To warrant thee, as I am ’rested for. 

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day, 

And will not lightly trust the messenger. 

That I should be attach’d in Ephesus, 

I tell you, 'twill sound harshly in her ears. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus untK a ropes end. 

Here comes my man ; I think he brings tlie money. 
How now, sir! have you that I sent you for? 

Dro. E. Here’s that, I warrant you, will pay them all 
Ant. E. But where’s the money? 

Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope. 
Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 
Dro. E. I’ll serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate. 
Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 
Div. E. To a rope’s-end, sir . and to that end am I 
returned. 

Ant. E. And to that end, sir, I M-ill welcome you. 

[Beating him. 

Off. Good sir, be patient, 

Dro. E. Nay, ’tis for me to be patient; I am in 
adversity. 
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Off. Good, now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro. E Nay, rather persuade him to hold his hands. 

Ant. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain ! 

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that I might 
not feel your blows. 

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, and 
so is an ass. 

Dro. E. I am an ass, indeed ; you may prove it by my 
long ears. I have served him from the hour of my nativity 
to this instant, and I have nothing at his hands for my 
service but blows When I am cold, he heats me with beat- 
ing; when 1 am warm, he cools ino with beating : I am 
waked with it when I sleep ; raised with it when I sit ; 
driven out of doors with it when I go from home; welcomed 
home with it when I return : nay, I bear it on my shoulders, 
as a beggar wont her brat ; and, I think, when he hath 
lamed me, I shall beg with it from door to door. 

AjiL E. Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder. 

Enter Adruna, Luciana, the Coui-tezan, and Pinch. 

Dro. E. Mistress, ‘respice fineui,* respect your end; 


or rather, the prophecy like the parrot, ‘beware the 
rope’s end.' 

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? [Beating him. 

Cour. How say you now ? is not your husband mad f 
Adr. His incivility confirms no less. 

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer; 

Establish him in his true sense again, 

And I will please you what you will demand. 

Lu€. Alas, how fiery and liow sharp he looks! 

Cour. Mark how he trembles in his ecstasy ! 

Pinch. Give me your hand and let me feel your pulse. 
Ant. E. There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

[Striking him 

Pinch. I charge tliec, Satan, housed within tins man. 
To yield possession to my holy prayers 
And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight: 

I conjure thee by nil the saints in heaven ! 

Ant E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ! I am not mad. 
Adr. O, that thou wert not, poor distressed soul ^ 
Ant. E. You minion, you, are these your custoineis? 
Did this companion® with the safIVon face sroiow 



llevel and feast it at my house to-day. 

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut 
And 1 denied to enter in my house? 

Adr. O husband, God doth know you dined at home ; 
Where would you had remain'd until this tune, 

Free from these slanders and this open shame! 

Ant E. Dined at home I Thou villain, what sayest 
thou ? 

Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home. 

ArU. E. Were not my doors lock'd up and I shut 
out? 

Dro. E, Perdie,* your doors were lock'd and 
you shut out 

Ant E. And did not she herself revile me there? 

Dro. E. Sans fable, she herself reviled you there. 

Ant E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and 
scorn me? 

Dro. E. Certes, she did; the kitchen-vestal scorn'd 
you. ^ 


Ant E. And did not I in rage depart from thence? 
Dro. E. In veri^ you did; my bones bear witness, 
That since have feft the vigour of his rage. 

Adr. Is't good to soothe him in these contraries ? 
Pinch. It is no shame: the fellow finds his vein, 
And yielding to him humours well his frenzy. 

ArU. E. Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to arrest im*. 
Adr. Alas, I sent you money to redeem you* 

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 

Dro. E. Money by me! heart and good-will you might; 
But surely, master, not a rag of money. 

Ant E. Went’st not thou to her for a purse of ducats ^ 
Adr. He came to me and I deliver’d it. 

Lite. And 1 am witness with her that she did. 

Dro. E. God and the rope-maker bear me witness 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! 

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is pos8e.ss’d ; 

T now it by their nale and deadly looks ; 

They must be bound and laid in some dark room. 





THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


207 


Acrr IV.] 

Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth 
to-day ? 

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold? 

Adr. I did not, gentle husliand, lock thee forth. 

Dro. E. And, gentle master, I received no gold; 

But, 1 confess, sir, that we were lock'd out. 

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false in both. 
AtU. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all, 
And art confederate with a damned pack 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me: 

But with these nails I’ll pluck out these false eyes 
That would behold in me this shameful spurt. 

Enter three or four, and offer to hind him. He strives. 

Adr. O, bind him ! bind lum ! let him not come near 
me. 

Pinch. More company ! The fiend is strong within him. 
Luc. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks! 
Ant. E. What, will you murder me? Thou gaoler, 
thou, 

I am thy prisoner: wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue? 

Off. Masters, let him go: 

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 

Pinch. Go bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

[They offer to bind Dro E. 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer’ 

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage ana displeasure to himself’ 

Off. He is my prisoner; if I let him go. 

The debt he owes will be required of me. 

Adr. I will discharge thee ere I go from thee: 

Bear me forthwith unto his creilitor 

And, knowing how the debt grows, T will pay it. 

Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Homo to my house. 0 most unhappy day' 

Ant. E. 0 most unhappy strumpet' 

Dro. E. Master, I am hero entered in bond for you. 
Aid. E. Out on thee, villain! wherefore dost thou 
mad me? 


Dro. E. Will you lie bound for nothing? be mad, 
good master: cry ‘The devil!’ 

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk! 
Adr. Go bear him hence. Sister, go you with me. 
[Exeunt all but Adriana, Lueiana, Officer, and Couitezan. 
Say now, whose suit is he an-ested at? 

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith : do you know him ’ 
Adr. I know the man. What is the sum he owes’ 
Off. Two hundred ducats. 

Adr. Say, how grows it due’ 

Off. Due for a chain your husband had of him. 

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it not. 
Cour. When as your husband aU in rage to-day 
Came to my house and took away my ring — 

The ring I saw upon his finger now — 

Straight after did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may be so, but I did never sec it. 

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is: 

1 long to know the truth hereof at large. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse with his rapier draion, 
and Dromio of Syracuse. 

Lue. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose agaia 
Adr. And come with naked sw'ords. 

Let’s call more help to have them bound again. 

Off. Away! they’ll kill us. 

[Exeunt all but Ant. S. and Dro. S. 
Ant. S. I see these witches are afraid of swords. 

Dro. S. She that would be your wife now ran from you. 
Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our stuff from 
thence : 

I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night ; they will surely 
do us no harm: you saw they speak us fair, give us 
gold: methmks they are such a gentle nation that, but 
for the mountain of mad flesh that claims marriage of me, 
I could find in my heart to stay here still and turn witch. 

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our stuff* aboard. 4L<i»n«« 

[Exeunt. 





ACT V. 

SCEHE I. — A strut hefoTS a Priory. 


Enter Second Merchant and Angelo. 

Ang. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you; 

But, I protest, he hod the chain of me. 

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Btt. Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in the city ? 
Ang. Of very reverend reputation, sir. 

Of credit infinite, highly belove<l, 

Second to none that lives here in the city: 

His word might hear my wealth at any time. 

Sw. Mer. Speak softly . yonder, as 1 think, he walks. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse and. Dkomio of Syracuse. 

Ang, ’Tis so; and that self chain about his neck 
Which ho forswore most monstrously to have. 

Good sir, draw near to me. I’ll speak to him. 

Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 

'That you would put me to this shame and trouble; 

And, not without some scandal to yourself. 

With circumstance and oaths so to deny 
This chain which now you wear so openly: 

Beside the charge, the shame, imprisonment, 

You have done wrong to this my honest friend. 

Who, but for staying on our controversy, 

Had hoisted sail and put to sea to^ay; 

This chain you had of me; can you deny it? 

Ant. S. I think I had ; I never did deny ih 
Sec. Mer. Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore it too 
Ant. S. Who heard me to deny it or forswear it? 
8u. Mer. These ears of mine, thou know*stt did bear 
thee. 

Fie on thee, wretch! ’tis pity that thou livest 
To walk where any honest men resort 
Ant. S. ’Thou art a villain to impeach me thus: 

I’ll prove mine honour and mine honesty 
Against thee presently, if thou darest stand. 

See. Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

[They draw. 

Enter Adbiana, Lociana, the Courtezan, and others. 

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God’s sake! he is mad. 
Some get vdthin him,* take his sword away: 

Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. ^ 


Dro. S. Run, master, run; for God’s sake, take a 
house! 

This is some priory. In, or we are spoil’d ! 

[Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S. to the Priory 

Enter the Lady Abbess. 

Aid). Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng you Inlher’ 
Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

Arig. I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Sec. Mer. I am sorry now that I did draw on hira* 
Ahb. How long hath this possession held the man ’ 
Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad, 

And much different from the man he was; 

But till this afternoon his passion 
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage, 

AW. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck of sea < 
Buried some dear friend? Hath not else his eye 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love? 

A sin prevailing much in youthful men. 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to? 

Adr. To none of these, except it be the last; 
Namely, some love that drew him oft from home. 

AW. You shouM for that have reprehended him. 
Adr. Why, so 1 did. 

AW. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let me. 

AW. Haply, in private. 

Adr. And in assemblies too. 

AW. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy of our conference: 

In bed he slept not for my urging it; 

At hoard he fed not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme; 

In company I often ^nced it; 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

AW. And thereof came it that the man was mad ; 
’The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poisons mord deadly than a mad dog’s tooth. 

It seems his sleeps were hinder’d by th^ railing, 

And thereof comes it that his head is light 
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Thou suy st his xno&t wss sftucBd with thy uphr&idiDcs : 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions; 

Thereof the ramng fire ^of fever bred ; 

And what’s a fever bu£ a fit of nu tdn e ss ? 

Thou say'st his sports were hinder’d by thy brawls : 
Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue 
But moody and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair, 

And at her heels a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures and foes to life? 

In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest 
To be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast: 

The consequence is then thy jealous fits 
Have scared thy husband from the use of wits. 

Lw. She never reprehended him but mildly. 

When he demean’d himself rough, rude, and wildly. 
Why bear you these rebukes and answer not? 

Adr. Sho did betray me to my own reproof. 

Good people, enter and lay hold on him. 

Abb, No, not a creature enters in my house. 


Adr. Then let your servants bring my husband 
forth. 

Abb. Neither: he took this place for sanctuary. 

And it shall privilege him from your hands 
Till I have brought him to his wits again. 

Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurse. 

Diet his sickness, for it is my office. 

And will have no attorney but myself; 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. Be patient; for I will not let him stir 
Till I have used the approved means T have. 

With wholesome 83rrup8, drugs, and holy prayers. 

To make of him a formal man again: 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order. 

Therefore depart and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will not hence and leave my husband here : 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness 
To separate the husband and the wife. 



Abb. Be quiet and depart : thou shalt not have him. 

[£xit. 

Zue. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 

Adr. Come, go: I will fall prostrate at his feet 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither. 

And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 

See, Afer. By this, I think, the dial points at five: 
Anon, I’m sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vaie, 

The place of death and sorry* execution, 

Behind the ditches of tha abbey here. 

Anff. Upon what cause? 

See. Mit. To see a reverend Syracusian merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town. 

Beheaded publicly for his offence. 

Ana. Sm where they come: we will behold his 
death. 

Lne, Kneel to the duke before he pass the abbey. 


EmUr Duke, attended; .^EOK bareheaded; with the 
Headsman and other Officers. 

Duke, Yet once again proclaim it publicly. 

If any friend will pay the sum for him. 

Ho shall not die; so much we tender him. 

Adr, Justice, most sacred duke, against the abbess! 
Duke, She is a virtuous and a reverend lady: 

It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it please your grace, Antipholus my husband, 
Whom I made lord of me and all 1 had. 

At your important* letters — this iU day * 

A most outrageous fit of madness took him; 

That desperatmy he hurried through the street — 

With him his bondman, all as mra as he — 

Doing displeasure to the citizens 
B^ rushing in their house^ bearing thence 
Bings, jewels, any thing his ram ffid like. 

Once cud I get him bound and sent him home. 

Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went 
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That here and there his fury had committed. 

Anon, I wot not by what strong escape, 

He broke from those that had the guard of him ; 

And with his mad attendant and himself, 

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords, 

Met us again and madly bent on us 
Chased us away, till raising of more aid 
We came again to bind them. Then they fled 
Into this abbey, whitlier we pursued them : 

And liere the abbess shuts the gates on us 
And will not suffer us to fetch him out, 

Nor send him forth that wo may bear him hence. 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command 
Let him be brought forth and borne hence for help. 

Duk^, since thy husband served me in my wars, 

And I to thee engaged a prince's word, 

When tliou didst make him master of thy bed, 

To do him all the grace and good I could. 

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate 
And bid the lady abbess come to me. 

I will determine this before I stir. 

Hater a Servant. 

SciT. O mistress, misti*ess, shift and save yourself! 

My master and his man are both broke loose, 

Beaten the maiils a-row and bound the doctor, 

Whose beard they have singed off with brands of fire; 
And ever, as it blazed, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair : 

My master preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with scissors nicks him like a fool, 

And sui’e, unless you send some present help, 

Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr, Peace, fool ! thy master and his man are here, 
And that is false thou dost report to us. 

Serv, Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true; 

I have not breathed almost since I did see it. 

He cries for you and vows, if he can take you, 

To scorch your face and to disfigure you. [Cry vnthin. 
Hark, hark 1 I hear him, mistress : fly, be gone ! 

DvJce, Come, stand by me; fear nothmg. Guard 
with halberds ! 

Adr. Ay me, it is my husband! Witness you. 

That he is borne about invisible: 

Even now we housed him in the abbey here; 

And now he's there, past thought of human reason. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and Dromio of Ephesus. 

Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke, 0, grant me 
justice ! 

Even for the service that long since I did thee, 

When 1 bestrid thee in the wars and took 
Deep scars to save thy life; even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now grant me justica 
./Eye. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 

I see my son Antipholus and Dromio. 

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman 
there! 

She whom thou gavest to me to be my wife, 

That hath abused and dishonour’d me 
Even in the strength and height of injury! 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 

That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 

Duke. Discover how, and thou shall find me just. 
ArU. E. This day, great duke,^ she shut the door 
upon me, 

While she with harlots feasted in my house. 

Duke. A grievous fault ! Say, woman, didst thou so? 
Adr. No, my good lord: myself, he, and sister 


To-day did dine together. So befall my soul 
As this is false he burdens me withal ! 

Luc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor sleep on night. 
But she tells to your highness simple truth ! 

Any. O perjured woman! They are botli foreworu: 
In this the madman justly chargeth them. 

Ant. E. My liege, I am advised what I say, 

Neither disturbed with the effect of wine, 

Nor heady-rash, provoked with raging ire, 

Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 

This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner : 

That goldsmith there, were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witness it, for he was with me then ; 

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain. 

Promising to bring it to the Porpentine, 

Where Baltliazar and 1 did dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 

I went to seek him: in the street I met him, 

And in his company that gentleman. 

There did this perjured goldsmith swear me down 
That I this day of him received the chain, 

Which, God he knows, I saw not : for the which 
He did arrest me with an officer. 

I did obey, and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats : he with none return'd. 

Then fairly I bespoke the officer 
To go in person with me to my house. 

By tlie way we met 

My wife, her sister, and a rabble more 

Of vile confederates. Along with them 

They brought one Pinch, a hungry, lean-faced villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A threadbare juggler and a fortune-teller, 

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living-dead man ; this pernicious slave. 

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer. 

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling iny pulse, 

And with no face, as 'twere, outfecing me, 

Cries out, I was possess'd. Then all together 
They fejl upon me, b(tund me, bore me Uiciice 
And in a dark and dankish vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound together ; 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder, 

I gain’d my freedom and immediately 
Ban hither to your grace; whom I beseech 
To give me ample satisfaction 
For these deep shames and great indignities. 

Any. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with him, 
That he dined not at home, but was lock'd out. 

Duke. But had he such a chain of thee or no^ 

Any. He had, my lord: and when he ran in here, 
These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Sec. Mtr. BesfSea, I will be sworn these ears of mine 
Heard you confess you had the chain of him 
After you first forswore it on the mart: 

And thereupon I drew* my sword on you ; 

And then you fled into this abbey here, 

From whence, I think, you are come by mirade. 

Ant. E. I never came within these abbey-Walls, 

Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me: ' 

I never saw the chain, so help me Heaven! 

And this is false you burden me withal. 

Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this! 

I think you all have drunk of Gireevs cup. 

If here you housed him, here he would have been ; 

If he were mod, he would not plead so coldly: 

You say hi dined at home; the goldsmith hero 
Denies that saying. Sirrah, what say you ? 

Dto, E. Sir, he dined with her there, at the Porpentine 
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Cmir. He did, and from my finger snatch’d that ring. 
AnJt. E. 'Tis true, my liege ; this ring I had of her. 
Duke. Saw'st thou hkn enter at the abbey here I 
Cour. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace. 
Eulu. Why, this is strange. Uo call the abbess 
hither. 

1 think you are all mated or stark mad. 

[Exit one to tiu AVbeaa. 
jEge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a vrord ; 
Ilaply I see a friend vrill save my life 
And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Speak freely, Syracusian, what thou wilt. 
jEge. Is not your name, sir, call'd Antipholus? 

And is not that your bondman, Dromio? 

Dro. E. Within this hour I was his bondman, sir, 
Hut he, I thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords: 

Now am I Uromio and his man unbound. 

Mgt. I am sure you both of you remember me. 

Dro. E. Ourselves we do remember, sir, by you; 

For lately we were bound, as you are now. 

You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir^ 

Jiqe. Why look you strange on me? you know me 
well. 


Ant. E. I never saw you in my life till now. 
jEge. 0, grief hath changed me since you saw me 
last. 

And careful* hours with time’s deformed hand •*■**«“• 
Have written strange defeatures in my face: 

But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice ? 

AtU. E. Neither. 
uEge. Droinio, nor thou? 

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I. 

uEge. I am sure thou dost. 

Dro. E. Ay, sir, but I am sure I do not; and what.- 
soever a man denies, you arc now bound to believe 
him. 

Not know my voice! 0 time’s extremity. 
Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongue 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untuned cares? 

Though now this giained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up. 

Yet hath my night of life some memory. 

My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left, 

My dull deaf eara a little use to hear: 



All these old witnesses — I cannot err— 

Tell me thou art my son Antipholus. 

Ant. E. I never saw my father in my life. 

Aige, But seven years since, in Sytacusa, boy. 

Thou know’st we parted: but perhaps, my son. 

Thou shamest to acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant. E. The duke and all that know me in the city 
Can witness with me that it is not so; 

. I ne’er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusian, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 

During which time he ne’er saw Syracusa: 

1 see thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Re-enUr Abbess, with ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse and 
DnoMio of Syracuse. 

Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much wrong d. 

[Alt gather to au thern. 
Air. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 
Du3et. One of these men is Genius to the other; 
And so of these. Which is the natural man. 

And which the spirit? who deciphers them? 

Dro. S, I, sir, am Dromio: command him away, 

Dro. E. I, sir, am Dromio: pray, let me stay. 


Ant. S. iEgeon art thou not? or else his ghost? 
Dro. S. 0, my old master! who hath bound linn 
here ? 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds 
And gain a husband by his liberty. 

Speak, old .^eon, if thou be’st the man 
That hadst a wife once called .Emilia 
Tliat bore thee at a burden two fair sons: 

0, if thou be’st the same iEgeon, speak, 

And speak unto the same .£inilia! 

jEge. If I dream not, thou art .Emilia: 

If thou art she, tell me where is that sou 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft? 

Abb. By men of Epidamnum he and I 
And the twin Dromio all were taken up ; 

But by and by rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them. 

And me they left with those of Epidamnum. 

What then became of them I cannot tell ; 

1 to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke. Why, here begins his morning story right: 
These two Autipholuses, these two so like, 

And these two Dromios, one in semblance — 

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea— 
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These ate the patents to these childten, 

Which accidentally are met together. 

Antipholus, thou earnest from Corinth first? 

Ant S. No, sir, not I ; I came from S^^use. 

Jhdee. Stay, stand apart ; I know not which is which. 
Ant E. I came from Corinth, my most gracious lord, — 
Dro. E. And I with him. 

Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most famous 
warrior, 

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day? 
AiU, S. I, geutle mistress. 

Adr. And are not you my husband? 

Ant E. No ; I say nay to that. 

Ant. S. And so do I; yet did she call me so: 

And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 

Did call me brother. [To Xitc.] What I told you then, 
I hope 1 shall have leisure to make good; 

If this be not a dream I see and hear. 

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you had of me. 
Ant. S. I think it be, sir; I deny it not 
Ant. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested me. 
Ang. I think I did, sir; I deny it not 
Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail. 

By Dromio; but I think he brought it not 
Dro. E, No, none by me. 

Ant S. This puise of ducats I received from you. 
And Dromio my man did bring them me. 

I see we still did meet each other’s man. 

And I was ta’en for him, and he for me. 

And thereupon these eurobs are arose. 

Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 
Duke. It shall not need; thy father hath his life. 
Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 

Ant. E. There, take it; and much thinks for my 
good cheer. 

A%. Benowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here 


And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes: 

And all that are assembled in this place. 

That by this sympathized one day’s error 
Have suffer'd wrong, go keep us company. 

And we shall make full satisfaction. 

Thirty-three years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; and till this present hour 
My heavy burthen ne’er delivered. 

The duke, my husband, and my children both. 

And you the calendars of their nativity. 

Go to a gossips’ feast, and go with me ; 

After so long grief, such festivity! 

DuJee. W’itb all my heart. I’ll gossip at this feast. 
[Exenint all hut Ant. S., Ant. E., Dro. S., and Dro E. 
Dro. 8. Master, shall I fetch your stuff from ship- 
board? 

Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou em- 
bark’d ? 

Di'o. S. Your goods that lay at host, sir, in the Centaur. 
Ant 8 . He speaks to me. I am your master, Dromio : 
Come, go with us ; we’ll look to that anon : 

Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him. 

[Exeunt Ant. 8. and Ant E. 
Dro. 8. There is a fat friend at your master’s house. 
That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner: 

She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methmks you are my glass, and not my 
brother : 

I see by yon I am a sweet-faced youth. 

Will you walk in to see their gossiping? 

Dro. 8 . Not I, sir; you are my elder. 

Dro. E. That’s a question: how shall we try it? 
Dm. 8. We’ll draw cuts for the senior: till then 
lead thou first. 

Dm. E. Nay, then, thus: 

We came into the wcrld like brother and brother; 

And now let’s go hand in hand, not one before another. 

[ExeunT. 












DRAMATIS PERSONAS. 


Ihc Dukk of Venice. 

The PfiiNCK or Morocco, ^ 

The Pbimo or Arraooh, 

Antonio, a mertliant 0/ Venice. 

Babbanio, hufiienJ^ stator likewise to Porlit. 


Balanio, 

Balarino, 

GRATllffO, 

Ballrio, 


^/nends to Antonio and Bibsadio. 


Lorenzo, in hve with JcMicA. 
hliYLOCK, a ncA Jew 
Tubal, a JeWy Kxs fnewl . 

Launcelot Gobbo, the down, servant to 
Bhylock. 

Old Gobbo, /atAer to LRunceloU 
Leonardo, servant to Bbsbrdio. 

Baltuabar, ) 

Stepharo, }**'«»<. to Portw. 


Portia, a rrch heiress, 

Nlbibba, her loaittn^-maid 
Jessica, daughter to Bhylock. 

Jfagn^fieoes of Venice, OJwers 0/ the Court of 
Justice, OaoUr, Servants to Portis, and 
other Attendants. 

SCENE.— AirtZy at Venice, andfordyat Bel- 
mont, the seat of Portia, on die Continent. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. — Venice. A street. 


Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Salanio. 

Ani. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad; 
It wearies me; you say it wearies you; 

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is bom, 

I am to learn; 

And such a want>wit sadness makes of me, 

That 1 have much ado to know mysel£ 


Salar. Tour mind is tossing on the ocean; 

There, where your argosies with portly sail, 

Like signiors and rich burghers on the flood. 

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, 

Do overpeer the petty trafflckers. 

That curtsy to them, do them reverence. 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Solan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth, 
The better part of my affections would 
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Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind, 
Peering in maps for ports and piers and roads; 

And every object that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me sad. 

Solar. My wind cooling my brotli 

Would blow me to an ague, when 1 thought 
What harm a wind too great at sea might do. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 

But I should think of shallows and of flats. 

And see ray wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand, 

YaUing her high-top lower than her ribs 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to church 
And see the holy edifice of stone. 

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks, 

Which touching but my gentle vessel'a aide 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream, 

Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks, 

And, in a word, ^t even now worth this. 

And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought 
To think on this, and shall I lack the thought 
That such a thing bechanced would make me sad? 

But tell not me; I know, Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandise. 

Ant. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted. 

Nor to one place; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year: 

Therefore my merchandise makes me not sad. 

Solar. Why, then you are in lov& 

Ant. Fie, fle! 

Solar. Not in love neither 7 Then let us say you 
are sad. 

Because you are not merry: and ’twere as easy 
For you to laugh and leap and say you are merry. 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time: 

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes 
And laugh like parrots at a bag-piper. 

And other of such vinegar aspect 

That they’ll not show their teeth in way of smile, 

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Enter BASsamo, Lobenzo, and Gratiano. 

Solan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble kins- 
man, 

Gratiano and Lorenzo. Fare ye well; 

Wo leave you now with better company. 

Solar. 1 would have stay’d till I had made you merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant. Tour worth is very dear in my regard. 

I take it, your ovm business calls on you. 

And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Solar. Good morrow, ray good lords. 

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh ? say, 
when? 

You grow exceeding strange: must it be so? 

Solar. We’ll make our leisures to attend on yours. 

[Exeunt Salarino and Balania. 
Lor. My Lord Bassanio, since you have found Antonio, 
We two leave you: but at dinner-time, 

1 pray you, have in mind where we must meet 
Bass. I win not fail you. 

Ora. You look not well, Signior Antonio; 

You have too much respect upon the world: 

They lose it that do buy it with much care: 

Believe me, you are marvellously changed. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano; 


A stage where every man must play a part. 

And mine a sad one. 

Gra. Let me play the fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come. 

And let my liver rather heat vrith wine 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why should a man, whose blood is warm within. 

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster? 

Sleep when he wakes and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish? I tell thee what, Antonio — 

I love tWe, and it is my love that speaks — 

There ore a sort of men whose visages 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond. 

And do a wilful stillness entertain. 

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit, 

As who should say, * I am Sir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips let no dog bark ' ’ 

0 my Antonio, I do know of these 
That therefore only are reputed wise 

For saying nothing, when, I am very sure. 

If they should apeak, would almost damn those cars 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 

I’ll tell thee more of this another time ; 

But fish not, with this melancholy bait. 

For this fool gudgeon, this opinion. 

Come, good Lorenzo. Fare ye well awhile: 

I’ll end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time: 

1 must be one of these same dumb wise men. 

For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Ora. Well, keep me company but two years moe. 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 
AtU. Farewell: I’ll grow a talker for this gear 
Gra. Thanks, i’ faith, for silence is only commendable 
In a neat’s tongue dried and a maid not vendible. 

[Exeunt Gratiano and Lorenzo 
Ant. Is that any thing now? 

Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any man in all Venice. His reasons aro as two 
grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff: you shall 
seek all day ere you find them, and when you have 
them, they are not worth the search. 

Ant. Well, tell me now what lady is the same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage. 

That you to-day promised to tell me of? 

Bass. ’Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 

How much I have disabled mine estate. 

By something showing a more swelling port’ 

Than my faint means would grant continuance: 

Nor do 1 now make moan to be abridged 
From such a noble rate; but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time something too prodigal 
Hath left me gaged.* To you, Antonio, 

I owe the most, in money and in love. 

And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburden all my plots and pui^oses 
How to get clear of all the debts 1 owe. 

Ant. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it ; 
And if it stand, as you yourself still* do, *“”'• 

Within the eye of honour, be assured, 

My purse, my person, my extremest means. 

Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 

Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one shafts 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same way with more advised watch, 

To find the effier forth,* and by adventuring both 
I oft found both: I urge this childhood proof. 
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Because what follows is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and, like a wilful youth. 

That which I owe is lost ; but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 

As I will watch the aim, or to find both 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant. You know me well, and herein spend but time 
To wind about my love with circumstance;* *cir<.uinioctttion. 
And out of doubt you do me now more wrong 
In making question of my uttermost 
Than if you had made waste of all I have : 

Then do but say to me what I should do 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 

An«l I am prest® unto it: therefore, speak. 

£ass. In Belmont is a lady richly left; 

And she is fair and, fairer than that word, 

Of wondrous virtues: sometimes’^ from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages: 

Her name is Portia, nothing undervalued 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus* Portia: 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors, and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos* strand. 

And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

0 iny Antonio, had 1 but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind p/<fsages me such thrift. 

That I should questionless be fortunate! 

Ant. Thou know’st that all my fortunes are at sea; 
Neither have I money nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth ; 

Try what my credit can in Venice do: 

That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost. 

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 

Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 

Where money is, and I no question make 

To have it of my trust or for my sake. [Fxeunt. 

Scene II. — Belmont. A room in Portia’s house. 

Enter PoRTiA and Nerissa, 

For. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is aweary 
of this great world. 

Ncr. You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries 
were in the same abundance as your good fortunes are : and 
yet, for aught I see, they are as sick that surfeit with too 
much as ^ey that stai*ve with nothing. It is no mean 
happiness therefore, to be seated in the mean: superfluity 
comes sooner by white hairs, but competency lives longer. 

For. Good sentences and well pronounc*’d. 

Ncr. They would be better, if well followed. 

P(yr. If to do were as easy as to know what were 
good to do, chapels had been churches and poor men’s 
cottages princes’ palaces. It is a g;ood divine that follows 
his own instructions: I can easier teach twenty what 
were good to be done, than be one of the twenty to 
follow mine own teaching. The brain may devise laws 
for the blood, but a hot temper leaps o’er a cold decree: 
such a hare is madness the youth, to skip o’er the mesh^ 
of good counsel the cripple. But this reasoning is not in 
the fashion to choose me a husband. O me, the word 
‘ choose !* I may neither choose whom I would nor refuse 
whom I dislike; so is the will of a living daughter 
curbed by the will of a dead father. Is it not bard, 
Nerissai that I cannot choose one nor refuse none? 


Net. Your father was ever virtuous; end holy men 
at their death have good inspirations: therefore the 
lottery, that he hath devised in these three chests of 
gold, silver, and lead, whereof who chooses his meaning 
chooses you, will, no doubt, never be chosen by any 
rightly but one who shall rightly love. But what warmth 
is there in your affection towards any of these princely 
suitors that are already come ? 

Pot. I pray thee, over-name them; and as thou 
namest them, I will describe them; and according to 
my description, level at my affection. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

For. Ay, that’s a colt indeed, for he doth nothing 
but talk of his horse; and he makes it a great appro- 
priation to his own good parts, that he can shoe him 
himself. I am much afeard my lady his mother played 
false with a smith. 

Ner. Then there is the County Palatine. 

For. He doth nothing but frown, as who should say, 
‘If you will not have me, choose:’ he hears merry tales 
and smiles not : I fear he will prove the weeping 
philosopher when he grows old, being so full of unman- 
nerly sadness in his youth. 1 had rather be married 
to a death's-head with a bone in his mouth than to either 
of these. God defend me from these two. 

Ner. How say you by the French lord. Monsieur 
Le Bon? 

Pot. God made him, and therefore let him pass for a 
man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a mocker : but, 
he 1 why, he hath a horse better than the Neapolitan’s, 
a better bad habit of frowning than the Count Palatine; 
he is every man in no man; if a throstle sing, he falls 
straight a capering : he will fence with his own shadow : 
if I should marry him, I should marry twenty husbands. 
If he would despise me, I would forgive him, for if he 
love mo to madness, I shall never requite him. 

Ner. What say you, then, to Falconbridge, the young 
baron of England? 

For. You know I say nothing to him, for he under- 
stands not me, nor I him : he hath neither Latin, 
French, nor Italian, and you will come into the court 
and swear that I have a poor pennyworth in the English, 
lie is a proper man’s picture, but, alas, who can converse 
with a dumbshow ? How oddly he is suited ! I think 
he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hose in France, 
his bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his neighbour? 

For. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, for 
he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, and 
swore he would pay him again when he was able : I 
think the Frenchman became his surety and sealed 
under for another. 

Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke of 
Saxony’s nephew? 

Pot. Very vilely in the morning, when he is sober, 
and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk: 
when he is best, he is a little vrorse than a man, and 
when he is worst, he is little better than a beast: an 
the worst fall that ever fell, I hope I shall make shift 
to go without him. 

Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose the 
right casket, you should refuse to perform your father’s 
will, if you should refuse to accept him. 

For. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee, set 
a deep glass of rhenish wine on the contrary casket, for 
if the devil be within and that temptation without, I 
know he will choose it. 1 will do any thing, Nerissa, 
ere I’ll be married to a sponge. 

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of 



216 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


[Act l 


these lords: they have acquainted me with their deter- 
minations; which is, indeed, to return to their home 
and to trouble you with no more suit, unless you may 
be won by some other sort than your father's imposition 
depending on the caskets. 

Pot. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, 1 will die as 
chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner of 
my father’s will. I am glad this parcel of wooers are 
so reasonable, for there is not one among them but I 
dote on his very absence, and I pray God grant them 
a fair departure. 

Ntr. Do you not remember, lady, in your father’s 
time, a Venetian, a scholar and a soldier, that came 
hither in company of the Marquis of Montferrat? 

Pot. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as I think, he was 
so called. 

Ntr. True, madam : he, of all the men that ever my 
foolish eyes looked upon, was the best deserving a fair 
lady. 

Pot. I remember him well, and I remember him 
worthy of thy praise. 

Elder a Serving-man. 

How now I what news? 

Serv. Tlie four strangers seek for you, madam, to 
take their leave: and there is a forerunner come from 
a fifth, the Prince of Morocco, who brings word the 
prince his master will be here to-night. 

Pot. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so good 
a heart as I can bid the other four farewell, I should 
be glad of his approach : if he have the condition* of a 
saint and the complexion of a devil, I had • o'*!""**®"* 
rather he should shrive me than wive me. 

Come, Nerissa. Sirrah, go before. 

Whiles we shut the gates upon one wooer, mother knocks 
at the door. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Venice. A public place. 

Enter Bassanio and Suylock. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats; well. 

Base. Ay, sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months; well. 

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall be 
bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound; well. 

Base. May you stead me? will you pleasure me? 
shall I know your answer? 

i8%y. Three thousand ducats for three months and 
Antonio bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good* man. tWMithf. 

Base. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary? 

^y. Oh, no, no, no, no : my meaning in saying he 
is a good man is to have you understand me that he is 
sufficient. Yet his means are in supposition : he hath 
an argosy bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies; I 
understand, moreover, upon the Rialto, he hath a third 
at Mexico, a fourth for Eudmd, and other ventures he 
hath, squandered abroad. But ships are but boards, 
sailors but men: there be land-rats and water-rats, 
water-thieves and land-thieves, I mean pirates, and then 
there is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks. The man 
is, notwithstanding, sufficient. Three thousand ducats; 
1 think I may take his bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 

Shy. I will be assured I may; and, that I may be 
assurkl, I will bethink me. May I speak with Antonio? 


Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to smell pork; to eat of the habitation 
which your prophet the Nazarite conjured the devil into. 
I will buy with you, sell with you, talk with you, walk 
with you, and so following, but I will not eat with you, 
drink with you, nor pray with you. 'What news on the 
Rialto? Who is he comes here? 

Enter ANTONIO. 

Bass. This is Signior Antonio. 

Shy. [Aside.] How like a fawning publican he looks! 
I hate him for he is a Christian, 

But more for that in low simplicity 
Ho lends out money gratis and brings down 
'The rate of usance here with us in 'V’enico. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation, and he rails. 

Even there where merchants most do congregate. 

On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift. 

Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe. 

If I forgive him! 

Bass. Shylock, do you hear? 

Shy. I am debating of my present store. 

And, by the near guess of my memory, 

I cannot instantly raise up the gross 

Of full three thousand ducats. What of that? 

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 

■Will furnish me. But soft! how many months 
Do you desire? [To Antonio.] Itost you fair, good 
signior ; 

Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ant. Shylock, although I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking nor by giving of excess. 

Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend. 

I’ll break a custom. Is he yet possess'd 
How much ye would? 

Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats:* 

A7it. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot;- three months; you told me so 
Well then, your bond ; and let me see ; but hear you; 
Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 

Ant. I do never use it. 

Shy. When Jacob grazed his uncle Laban’s sheep — 
'This Jacob from our holy Abram was. 

As his wise mother wrought in his behalf. 

The third possessor; ay, he was the third — 

Ant. And what of him? did he take interest? 

Shy. No, not take interest, not, as yon would say. 
Directly interest: mark what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himself were compromised 
That all the eanliuffl which were streak’d and pied 
Should fall as Jacob’s hire, the- ewes, being rank. 

In the end of autumn turned to the rams. 

And, when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act. 

The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands 
And, in the doing of the deed of kind. 

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes, 

■Who then conceiving did in eaning time 
Fall parti-colour'd lambs, and those were Jacobb. 

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest: 

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 

Ant. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob served for; 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass. 

But sway’d aqd fashion’d by the hand of heaven. 

Was this insrtted to make interest good ? 

Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams? 
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Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast : 

But note me, siguior. 

Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 

An evil soul producing holy witness 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek, 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart: 

O, what a goodly outside falsehood liath! 

Sky. Three thousand ducats; 'tis a good round sum. 
Three months from twelve ; tlien, let me see ; the rate— 
Ant. Well, Shylock, shall we be bcliolding to you ? 
Shy. iSignior Antonio, many a time and oft 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my moneys and my usances: 

Still have I borne it with a patient shnig, 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe. 

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 

And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine. 

And all for use of that which is mine own. 

Well then, it now appears you need my liclp : 

Go to, then ; you come to me, and you say, 

‘Shylock, wc would have moneys:’ you say so; 

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard 
And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold : moneys is your suit. 

What should I say to you ? Should I not say, 

* Hath a dog money ? is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats?' Or 
Shall I l)end low and in a bondman’s key, 

With bated breath and whispering liurnbleness. 

Say this ; 

‘ Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday lust ; 

You spurn’d me such a day; another time 
You call'd me dog; and for these courte.sies 
I’ll lend you thus much moneys?’ 

A7it. 1 am as like to call thee so again, 

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends; for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend ? 

But hind it rather to thine enemy. 

Who, if ho break, thou mayst with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

ASV/y. Why, look you, how you storm! 

1 would be friends with you and have your love, 


Forget the shames that you have stain’d me wdth, 
Supply your present wants and take no doit 
Of usance for my moneys, and you’ll not hear me: 

This is kind I offer. 

jBasif. This were kindness. 

Shy. This kindness will I show. 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond; and, in a merry sport, 

If you repay me not on such a day. 

In such a place, such sum or sums as are 
Express’d in tlie condition, let tlie forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 

Ant. Content, i’ faith* I’ll seal to such a bond 
And say there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. Y'ou shall not seaJ to such a bond for me : 

I’ll rather dwell' in my necessity. jcwunue. 

Ant. Why, fear not, man; I will not forfeit it: 
Within these two months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice iliree times the value of this bond. 

Shy. O father Abram, wliat these Christians are, 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others! Pray you, tell me this; 

If he should break his day, wliat .should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of man’s flesh taken from a man 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither, 

As ttesli of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 

To buy his favour, I extend this friendship : 

If he will take it, so; if not, adieu; 

And, for my love, I pray you wrong me not. 

Ant. Yes, Sliylock, 1 w’ill seal unto this bond. 

Shy. 'J'heri meet me forthwith at the notary’s, 

Give him direction for this merry bond, 

And 1 wull go and puree the ducats straight, 

See to iny house, left in the fearful’ guard J^utpicieu. 

Of an unthrifty knave, and presently 
I will be with you. 

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew'. \Exit Shylock. 

The Hebrew will turn Christian : he grows kind. 

Bass. I like not fair terms and a villain’s mind. 

Ant. Come on: in this there can be no dismay; 

My ships come home a month before the day. [BWiint. 


ACT II. 

Scene I. — Belmont. A room in Portia's ho^ise. 


Flownsh of cotmets. Enter the Prince of Morocco and 
his train; Portia, Nerissa, and others atiendiny. 

Mot. Mislike me not for my complexion. 

The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun, 

To whom 1 am a neighbour and near bred. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward born, 

Where Pheebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles, 

And let us make incision for your love, 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine. 

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 

Hath fear'd the valiant: by my love, I sw’car 

The best-regarded virgins of our clime 

Have loved it too : 1 would not change this hue, 

Except to steal your thoughts, tny gentle queen. 

Bor. In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes; 


Besides, the lottery of iny destiny. 

Bars me the right of voluntary choosing: 

But if my father had not scanted me 
And hedged me by bis wit’ to yield myself * 
His wife who wins me by that means 1 told you, 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair 
As any comer I have look’d on yet 
For my affection. 

Mot. Even for that I thank you : 

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar 
That slew the Sophy and a Persian prince, 

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would outstare the sternest eyes that look, 
Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth, 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 

28 
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To win thee, lady. But, alas the while! 

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand: 

So is Alcides beaten by his page; 

And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 

Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 

And die with grieving. 

Par. You must take your chance. 

And either not attempt to choose at all 


[Act il 

Or swear before you choose, if you choose wrong. 

Never to speak to lady afterwara 
In way of marriage : therefore be advised. 

Afor. Nor will not. Come, bring me unto my 
chance. 

Por. First, forward to the temple: after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then! 

To make me blest or cursed’st among men. 

\Comet», and exeunt. 



Scene II. — Venice. A street. 

Enter LaUNCELOT. 

Laun. Certainly my conscience will serve me to nm 
from this Jew my master. The fiend is at mine elbow 
and tempts me saying to me, ‘Gobbo, Launcelot Goblio, 
good Launcelot,’ or ‘good Gobbo,’ or ‘good Launcelot 
Gobbo, use your legs, take the start, run away' My 
conscience says, ‘No; take heed, honest Launcelot; take 
heed, honest Gobbo,’ or, as aforesaid, ‘honest Launcelot 
Gobto; do not run; scorn running with thy heels.' 
Well, the most courageous fiend bids me pack: ‘Via’’ 
says the fiend ; ‘ away •' says the fiend ; ‘ for the heavens, 
rouse up a brave mind,' says the fiend, ‘and run.’ Well, 
my conscience, hanging about the neck of my heart, says 
very wisely to me, ‘My honest friend Launcelot, being 
an honest man’s son,’ or rather an honest woman's son; 
for, indeed, my father did soitiething smack, something 
grow to, he had a kind of taste; well, my conscience 
says, ‘Launcelot, budge not* ‘Budge,' says the fiend. 
'Budge not,’ says my conscience. ‘Conscience,' say I, 
‘you counsel wdl;’ ‘Fiend,’ say I, ‘you counsel well:' 
to be ruled by my conscience, I should stay with the 
Jew my master, who, God bless the mark, is a kind of 
devil ; and, to run away from the Jew, I should be ruled 
by the fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the devil 
himself. Certainly the Jew is the veiy devU incamal; 
and, in my conscience, my conscience is but a kind of 
hard conscience, to offer to counsel me to stay with the 
Jew. The fiend gives the more friendly counsel: I will 
run, fiend: my heels are at your command; 1 will run. 

Enter Old Gobbo, vrith a haaket. 

Gab. Master young man, you, 1 pray you, which is 
the way to master Jew’s? 


Laun. [Aside] 0 heavens, this is iny tnie-begottcii 
father! who, being more than sand-blind, Ingh-giavel blind, 
knows me not: I will try confusions with him. 

Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you, which i^ 
the way to master Jew’s* 

Laun Turn up on your light hand at the next turn- 
ing, but, at the next turning of all, on your left; many, 
at the vciy next turning, turn of no hand, but tniii 
down indirectly to the Jew’s house. 

Gab. By God’s sonties,* 'twill be a hard way 
to hit. Can you tell me whether one Launcelot, that 
dwells with him, dwell with him or no * 

Laun. Talk you of young Master Launcelot * [Aside ] 
Mark me now; now will I raise the waters. Talk you 
of young Master Launcelot? 

Obb. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son : his father, 
though. I say it, is an honest exceeding poor man and, 
God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun. Well, letdiis father be what a’ will, we talk 
of young Master Launcelot. 

Gb6. Your worship’s friend and Launcelot, sir. 

Laun. But I pray you; ergo, old man, ergo, I beseech 
you, talk you of young Master Launcelot? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an’t please your mastership) 

Laun. Krgo, Master Launcelot. Talk not of jMaster 
Launcelot, father; for the young gentleman, ticcord- 
ing to Fates and Destinies and such odd sayings, the 
Sisters Three and such branches of learning, is indeed 
deceased, or, as you would say in plain terms, gone to 
heaven. 

Gob. Marry, Good forbid! the boy was the very staff 
of my age, my very prop. 

Lawn. Do J look like a cudgel or a hovel-poat, a staff 
or a prop? Do you know me, father? 

Geb. Alack the day, 1 know you not, young gentle- 
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man : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, God rest his 
soul, alive or dead? 

Laun. Do you not know me, fattier? 

Ooh, Alack, sir, I am sand-blind ; 1 know you not. 

Laun, Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might 
fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father that knows 
liis own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of 
your son: give me your blessing: truth Avill come to 
light; murder cannot be hid long; a man's son may, 
but at the length truth will out 



Enter Bassa.nio, with Lkonakdo and other followers. 

Bass. You may do so ; but let it be so hasted that 
supper be ready at the farthest by five of the clock 
See these letters delivered ; put the livenes to making, 
and desire Gratiano to come anon to iny lodging. 

[Exit a Servant. 

Laun. To him, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship! 

Bass. Gramercy! wouldst thou aught with ine^ 

Gob. Here's my son, sir, a poor boy, — 

Latin. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew’s man ; 
that would, sir, as my father shall specii'y — 

Gob. lie hath a great infection, sir, as one would say, 
to serve, — 

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, T ser\e the 
Jew, and liavc a desire, aisi my father shall spi*cify — 
Gob. His master and lie, saving your worship’s 
reverence, are scarce cater-cousins, — 

Laun. To be brief, the very triitli that tlie Jew, 
having done me wiong, doth cause me, as my lathei, 
being, I hope, an old man, shall frutity unto you — 

Gob. I have here a dish of doves that I would be- 
stow upon your worship, and my suit is — 

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to myself, 
as your worship shall know by this honest old man , 
and, though 1 say it, though old man, yet poor man, 
my father. 

Bass. One speak for both. AVhat would you f 
Laun. Serve you, sir. 

Gob. That is the very defec't of the matter, sir 
Bass. I know thee well, thou hast obtain’d thy 


Gob. Tray you, sir, .stind up: I am sure you arc not 
Launcclot, my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, let’.s have no more fuoLng about it, 
hut give me your blessing: I am Lanncelot, vour boy 
that was, your son that is, your child that shall be. 

Gob. I cannot think you are mv son. 

Laun. I know not what I shall think of that: but 
I am Launcelot, the Jew’s man, and I am 
sure Margery your wife is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed: I'll 
he sworn, if thou be Launcclot, thou art 
mine own flesh and blood. Lord wwshipped 
might he be! what a beard host thou got! 
thou hast got more hair on thy chin than 
Dobbin my fill-horse has on his tail. 

Laun. It slioiild seem, then, that Dob- 
bin’s tail grows backward : I am sure he had 
more hair of his tail than I have of my face 
when I last saw him. 

Gob. Lord, how art thou changed! How 
dost thou and thy master agree? I have 
brought him a present. How 'gree you 
now? 

Laun. Well, well: but, for mine own part, 
as I have set up my rest to run away, so 
I will not rest till I have run some ground. 

My master’s a very Jew;; give him a present! 
give him a halter: I am famished in his 
service; you may tell every linger I have 
with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are 
come: give me your present to one Master Bassanio, 
who, indeed, gives rare new liverie-s: if I serve not 
him, I will ran as far as God has any ground. 
0 rare fortune! here comes the man: to him, 
father; for I am a Jew, if I serve the Jew any 
longer. 


suit: 

Shylock thy master spoke with me this day. 

And hath preforr’d thee, if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

Laun. The old proveib is very well paitcd between 
my master Shylock and you, sir : you have the grace 
of God, sir, and he hath enough. 


Bass. Thou speak’st it well Go, father, with thy son. 
Take leave of thy old master and inquire 
My lodging out. Give him a livery 
More guarded* than his fellows’: see it done. •ruttimi. 

Laun. Father, in. I cannot get a service, no ; I have 
ne’er a tongue in my head. Well, if any roan in Italy 



220 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


[Ac?r II. 


have a fairer table* which doth offer to swear upon * 
a book, 1 shall have good fortune. Go to, here’s a 
simple line of life : here’s a small trifle of wives : alas, 
fifteen wives is nothing! eleven widows and nine maids 
is a simple coming-in for one man: and then to 'scape 
drowning thrice, and to be in peril of my life with the 
edge of a feather-bed; here are simple scapes. Well,. if 
Fortune be a woman, she’s a good wench for this gear. 
Father, come; I’ll take luy leave of the Jew in the 
twinkling of an eye. [Exeunt Launedot and Old Odbbo. 

Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this: 
These things being bought and orderly bestow’d. 

Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best-esteem'd acquaintance: hie thee, go. 

Leon. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 


And so farewell: I would not have my father 
See me in talk with thee. 

Zaun. Adieu! tears exhibit my tongue. Most beau- 
tiful pagan, most sweet Jew! if a Christian did not 
play the knave and get thee, I am much deceived. But, 
adieu : these foolish drops do something drown my manly 
spirit: adieu. 

Jes, Farewell, good Launcelot. [Exit Launcelot. 

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me 
To bo ashamed to be my father’s child! 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

1 am not to his manners. O Lorenzo, 

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife. 

Become a Christian and thy loving wife. [Riit 



Om. 

Leon. 

Ora. Signior Bassanio ! 

Bass. Oratiano ! 

Ora. I have a suit to you. 

Biuss. You have obtain’d it. 

Ora. You must not deny me ; I must go with 
you to Belmont. 

Why, then you must. But hear thee, 
Gnitiano ; 

Thou art too wild, too rude and bold of voice ; 

Fart.s that become thee hajqdly enough 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults; 

But where thou art not known, why, there they 
show 

Something loo liberal.' Pray Ihee, take ' 
pain 

To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit, lest through thy wild behaviour 
1 be niisconstrucd in the place I go to 
And lose my holies. 

Ora. Signior Bassanio, hear me: 

If I do not put on a sober habit. 

Talk with respi'ct, and swear but now and then, 

Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely, 

Nay more, while grace is sajdng, hood imiie eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh and say ‘amen/ 

Use all the observance of civility. 

Like one well studied in a sad ostent* •niwur. 

To please his grandam, never trust me more. 

Bata. Well, we shall see your bearing. 

Gro. Nay, but T bar to-night : you shw not gauge me 
By what we do to-night. 

Baas. No, that were pity : 

I would entreat you rather to put on 

Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 

That purpose merriment. But fare you weU: 

I have some business. 

Ora. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest: 

But we will visit you at supper-time. [ExeutU. 

Scene III . — The same. A room in Shylock’s house. 

Enter Jessica and Launcelot. 

Jes. I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so: 

Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil. 

Didst rob it of some taste of tedioosness. 

But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee: 

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest: 

Give him this letter; do it secretly; 


Scene IV . — The same. A street. 

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and Salanio. 

Zor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time, 
Disguise us at my lodging and return. 

All in an hour. 

Ora, We have not made good preparation. 

Solar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers. 

Solan. 'Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order’d. 
And better in my mind not undei'touk. 

Lor. ’Tis now but four o’clock: we have two hours 
To furnish us. 

Enter LaunceUTT, unth a letter. 

Friend Launcelot, whet’s the new*? 

Zatm. An it shall please you to break up this, it 
shall seem to signify. 

Lor, I kimw the band: in faith, ’tis a fair hand; 
And whiter than the paiier it writ on 
la the fair hand that writ. 
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Love-news, in faitli. 

Laun, By your leave, sir. 

Lor. Whither goest thou ? 

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew to 
sup to-night with my now master the Christian. 

Lor. Hold here, take this : tell gentle Jessica 
I will not fail her; speak it privately. 

Go, genUemen, [Esdt Launcelot. 

Will you prepare you for this masque to-night? 

I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Salar. Ay, marry. I’ll be gone about it straight. 
Solan. And so will I. 

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano 

At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence. 

Solar. ’Tis good we do so. [^Exeunt Salar. and Solan. 
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica? 

IjOt. I must needs tell thee all. She hath directed 
How I shall take her from her father’s house, 

Wliat gold and jewels she is furnish'd with. 

What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 

If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven. 

It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake: 

And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 

Unless she do it under this excuse. 

That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 

Come, go with me ; peruse this as thou guest : 
hair Jessica shall lie my torch-bearer. [^Exeunt. 

Scene V — The same. Before Siiylock’s house. 

Elder Rhvlock and Launcelot. 

Shj/. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy 
judge. 

The dill'erencc of old Shylock aud Bassanio: — 

What, JessicAi! — thou shall not gormandise. 

As thou hast done with me; — What, Jessica' — 

And sleep aud snore, and rend apparel out; — 

Why, Jessica, 1 say ! 

Laun. Why, Jessica! 

Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee 
esiU. 

Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me that 
I could do nothing without bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jcs. Call you ? what is your will ? 

Shy. 1 am bid forth* to supper, Jessica: ""‘tfiout 
There are my keys. But wherefore should I go? 

I am not bid for love; they flatter me: 

But yet I’ll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. Jessica, my girl. 

Look to my hou.se. I am right loath to go- 
There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest. 

For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go : my young master doth 
expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. An they have conspired together, I will not 
say you shall see a masque; but if you do, then it was 
not for nothing that my nose fell a-bleeding on Black- 
Monday last at six o’clock i’ the morning, falling out 
that year on Ash-Wednesday was four year, in the 
afternoon. 

Sky. What, are there masques ? Hear you me, Jessica : 
Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drum 
And the vile squealing of the wry-neck’d fife. 

Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

Nor thrust your head into the public street 
To gaze on Christian fools with varnish'd faces. 


But stop my house’s ears, I mean my casements: 

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. By Jacob’s staff, I swear, 

I have no mind of feasting forth to-night: 

But I will go. Go you before me, sirrah; 

Say I will come. 

Laun. I will go before, sir. Mistress, look out at 
window, for all this ; 

There will come a Christian by. 

Will be worth a Jewess' eye. [Exit. 

Shy. What says that fool of Ilagar's offspring, ha? 
Jes. His words ^cre ‘ Farewell, mistress ;’ nothing else. 
Shy. The patch* is kind enough, but a huge 
feeder ; 

Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild-cat: drones hive not w'ith me; 
Therefore I part with him,- and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow’d purse. Well, Jessica, go iu: 

I’erh.'ips I will return immediately : 



Do as I bid you; shut doors after you: 

Fast bind, fast find ; 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [A’j'if. 

Jes. Farewell; and if my fortune be not crost, 

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. 

Scene VI . — The same. 

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, nutsjued. 

Gra. This is the pent-house under which Lorenzo 
Desired ns to make stand. 

Salar. His hour is almost past. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 

For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To seal love’s bonds new-made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited! 

Ora. That ever holds: who riseth from a feast 
With that keen appetite that he sits down? 

Where is the horse that doth untread again 
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His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them first ? All things that are, 

Are with more spirit chased than enjoy'd. 

How like a younker or a prodigal 

The scarfed* bark puts from her native bay, 

Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind ' 

How like the prodigal doth she return. 

With over-weather’d ribs and ragged sails, 

I.ean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet ivind ' 

Salar. Here comes Lorenzo ; more of this herealter 

Enter Lore.mzo. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode ; 
Nut 1, but my affairs, have made you wait: 

When you shall please to play the thieves for wives. 


I’ll watch as long for you then. Approach ; 

Here dwells iny father Jew. Ho ! who’s within ? 

Enter Jessica, above, in hoy't clothes. 

Jes. Who are you? tell me, for more certainty, 
Allieit I’ll swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. I^irenzo, and thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, certain, and my love indeed. 

For who love I so much ’ And now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours? 

Lor. Heaven and thy thoughts are witness that thou 
ait. 

Jes. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the paim 
I am glad ’tis night, you do not look on me. 

For I am much ashamed of my exchange : 



But love is blind and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit; 

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 

Jes. What, must 1 hold a candle to my shames? 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too too light. 

Why, 'tis an office of discovery, love; 

And I should be obscured. 

Lor. So are yon, sweet, 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once; 

For the close night doth play the runaway, 

And we are stay'd for at Bassanio’s feast. _ 

Jes. I will make fast the doom, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with 'you straight 

[ExU above. 

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile and no Jew. 

Lor. Beshrew me but I love her heartily; 


For she is wise, if I can judge of her. 

And fair she is, if that mine eye’' be true. 

And true she is, as‘'she hath proved herself. 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and tiue, 

Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica, below. 

What, art thou come ? On, gentlemen ; away ' 

Our masQuing mates by this time for us stay. , 

[IhcU with Jessica and Stlanno. 

Enter AUTOlflO. 

AtU. Who’s there’ 

Gra. Signior Antonio! 

Ant. Fie, fie, Qratiano! where are all the real? 

'Tis nine o’clock; our friends all stay for you. 

No maaque to-pight; the wind is come about; 

P assanio presently will go aboard: 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you. 
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flVo. I am glad on’t: I desire no more delight 
Than to be under sail and gone to-night. [£zeun(. 
0 

Scene VII. — Belmont. A room in Poutia’s house. 

Flourish of corruts. Enter Poetia, xoith the Prince of 
Morocco, and their trains. 

For. Go draw aside the curtains and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince. 

Now make your choice. 

I \vn^' , who this inscription bears, 

^M'ho chooseth me shall gain what many men desire,’ 
The second, silver, which this promise carries, 

‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves:’ 
The third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, 

‘ Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.’ 
How shall I know if I do choose the right? 


For. The one of them contains my picture, prince; 
If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 

Mor. Some god direct my judgment ! Let me see , 
I will survey the inscriptions back again. 

What says this leaden casket ? 

‘Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hatli’ 
Must give : for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 

This c^ket threatens. Men that hazard all 
Do it in hope of fair advantages: 

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross; 

I’ll then nor give nor hazard aught for lead. 

What says the silver with her viigin hue ? 

‘Who chooseth me sliall get as much as he deserves’ 
As much as he deserves! Pause there, Morocco, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand. 

If thou be’st rated by thy estimation, 

Thou dost deserve enough j and yet enough 



May not extend so far as to the lady: 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving 
Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve 1 Why, that’s the lady : 

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes. 

In graces and in qualities of breeding; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here ^ 

Let’s see once more this saying graved in gold; 

' Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.’ 
Why, that’s the lady ; all the world desires her ; 

From the four corners of the earth they come. 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal-breathing saint: 

The Hjrrcanian deserts and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
For princes to come view fair Portia: 

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits, but they come, 

As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 


Is’t like that lead contains hcr^ ’Twero damimtion 
To think so base a thought: it were too gross 
To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think in silver she’s immured, 

Being ten times undervalued to tried gold? 

O sinful thought ' never so rich a gem 
Was set in woree than gold. They have in England 
A coin that bears the figure of an angel 
Stamped in gold, but that’s insculp’d upon; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 
Lies all within. Deliver me the key: 

Here do I chooso, and thrive I as I may' 

For. There, take it, prince; and if my form lie there. 
Then I am yours. [He unlocks the golden ensket 

Mor. O hell! what have we here? 

A carrion Death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll! I’ll read the writing. 

[Reads'] All that glisters is not gold; 

Often have you heard that told : 

Many a man his life hath sold 
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But my outside to behold: 

Gilded toml» do worms infold. 

Had you been as wise as bold. 

Young in limbs, in judgment old, 

Your answer had not l^n inscroU’d : 

Fare you well; your suit is cold. 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 

Then, farewell, heat, and welcome, frost! 

Portia, adieu. I have t^ grieved a heart 
To take a tedious leave: thus losers part. 

[iSrtt wiiA his train. Flourish of comets. 
For. A ^ntle riddance. Draw the curtains, go. 

Let all of his complexion choose me so. [^'xcun^. 

ScENK VIII. — Venice. A street. 

Enter Salarino and Sauanio. 

Salar. Wlty, man, I saw Bassanio under sail : 

With him is Uratiano gone along; 

And in their ship I am sure Lorenzo is not. 

Sedan. The villain Jew with outcries raised the duke. 
Who went with him to search Bassanio's ship. 


Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail: 
But there the duke was given to understand 
That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica: 

Besides, Antonio certified the duke 
They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 

Salan. I never heard a passion so confused, ■ 

So strange, outrageous, and so variable. 

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets: 

‘ My daughter ! O my ducats 1 0 my daughter ! 

Fled with a Christian I O my Christian ducats ! 
Justice! the law! tny ducats, and my daughter! 

A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats. 

Of double ducats, stolen from me by my daughter! 
And jewels, two stones, two rich and precious stones. 
Stolen by my daughter! Justice! find the girl; 

She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats.’ 

Salar. Wliy, all the boys in Venice follow him. 
Crying, his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Saian. Lot good Antonio look he keep his day. 

Or ho shall pay for this. 

Salar. Marry, well remember'd. 

I reason’d* with a Frenchman yesterday, »coBwr 



Who told me, in the narrow seas that part 
The French and English, there miscarri^ 

A vessel of our country richly ihiught: 

I thought upon Antonio when he told me; 

And wish’d in silence that it were not his. 

Sedan. You were best to tell Antonio what you hear ; 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Sedar. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part: 

Bassanio told him he would make some speed 
Of his return: he answer’d, ’Do not so; 

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time; 

And for the Jew's bond which he hath of me. 

Let it not enter in your mind* of love : * 

Be merry, and employ your chiefest thoughts 
To courtship and such fair ostents of love 
As shall conveniently become you there:’ 

And even there, his eye being big with tears. 

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 

And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio’s hand; and so they parted. 

Solan. I think he only loves the world for him. 

I pray thee, let ns go and find him out, 


And quicken his embraced heaviness 
With some delight or other. 

Sedar. Do we so. [Exeunt. 

Scene IX. — Belmont. A room, in Portia's house. 
Enter Nerissa wUh a Servitor. 

Ner. Quick, qeick, I pray thee ; draw the curtain 
straight ; 

The Prince of Arragon hath ta'cn his oath, 

And comes to his election presently. 

Flourisle of eormts. Enter the Prince of Arragon, 
Portia, and their trains. ^ 

For. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince: 
If you choose that wherein I am contain’d. 

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemnized: 

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord. 

You must be gone from hence immediately. 

At. I am eqjoin’d by oath to observe three things: 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket 'twas I chose; next, if I fail 
Of the right' casket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of momage: 
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Lastly, 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immediately to leave ^ou and be gone. 

Par. To these injunctions every one doth swear 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar. And so have I address’d me.* Fortune now 
To my heart’s hope! Gold; silver; and base lead. 
‘Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.’ 
You shall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. 

What says the golden chest 7 ha 1 let me see : 

‘Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire’ 
What many men desire! that ‘many’ may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach; 

Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet, 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall. 

Even in the force and road of casualty, 

1 will not choose what many men desire. 

Because I will not jump with common spirits 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house; 

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear: 

‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserve-s:’ 
And well said too; for who shall go about 
'I'o cozen fortune and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit 7 Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 

0, that estates, degrees, and offices 

Were not derived corruptly, and that clear honour 

Were purchased by the merit of the wearer! 

How many then should cover that stand bare! 

How many be commanded that command! 

How much low i)easantry would then be glean’d 
From the true seed of honour! and how much honour 
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin* of the times 
To be new-varnish’d ! Well, but to my choice: 

‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.’ 

I will as.sumc desert. Give me a key for this, 

And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

\Kt opens the silver casket. 
Par. Too long a pause for that which you find there. 
Ar. What’s here 7 the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule 1 I will read it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia! 

IIow much unlike my hopes and my deservings! 

‘Who chooseth me shall have as much as he deserves.’ 
Did I deserve no more than a fool’s head f 
Is that my prize 7 are my deserts no better f 


Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices 
And of opposed natures. 

Ar. What is here “> 

[jf2eads.] The fire seven times tried this: 

Seven times tried that judgment is. 

That did never choose amiss. 

Some there be that sliadows kiss; 

Such have but a shadow’s bliss: 

There be fools alive, I wis,’ 

Silver’d o'er; and so was this. 

Take what wife you will to bed, 

I will ever be your head: 

So be gone : you are sped. 

Still more fool T shall appear 
By the time I linger here: 

With one fool’s head 1 came to woo, 

But I go away with two. 

Swreet, adieu. I’ll keep my oath, 

Patiently to bear my wroth.* *'"’••• 

[Exewni Arragon and tram. 

Por. Thus hath the candle singed the moth. 

0, these dclilierate fools! when they do choose. 

They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy, 

Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 

Enter a Servant. 

Eerv. Where is my lady’ 

Por. Here : what would my lord 7 

Serv. hladam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
'To signify the approaching of his lord; 

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets. 

To wit, besides commends and courteous breath, 

Gifts of rich value. Yet I have not seen 
So likely an ambassador of love : 

A day in April never came so sw'eet. 

To show how co.stly summer was at hand. 

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

Por. No more, I pray thee: I am half afeard 
Thou wilt say anon he is some kin to thee. 

Thou spend’st such high-day wit in praising him 
Come, come, Nenssa; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid’s post that comes so mannerly. 

Ner. Bassanio, lord Love, if thy will it be. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. — Venice. A street. 


Enter Salanio and Salakino. 

Satan. Now, what nows on the Rialto? 

Solar. Why, yet it lives there unchecked that Antonio 
hath a ship of rich lading wrecked on the narrow seas ; 
the Goodwins, I think they call the place; a very dan> 
gerous flat and fatal, where the carcases of many a tall 
ship lie buried, us they say, if iny gossip Report be an 
honest woman of her word. 

Satan. I would she were as lying a gossip in that 
as ever knapi^ed* ginger or made her neighbours *««»*•<■ 
believe she wept for the death of a third husband. But 
it is true, without any slips of prolixity or crossing the 
plain highway of talk, that the good Antonio, the honest 

Antonio, 0 that I had a title good enough to keep 

his name company! — 

Salar. Come, the full stop. 

Satan. Ha ! what sayest thou ? Why, the end is, he 
hath lost a ship. 

Satar. I would it might prove the end of his losses. 

Satan. Let me say * amen ’ betimes, lest the devil cross 
my prayer, for here he comes in the likeness of a Jew. 

Enter Shylock. 

How now, Shylock! what news among the merchants? 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as you, 
of my daughter’s flight. 

Salar. That’s certain : I, for my part, knew the tailor 
that made the wings she flew withal. 

Satan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird 
was fledged ; and then it is the complexion of them all 
to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damned for it. 

ScUar. That’s certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel! 

6’aifan. Out upon it, old carrion! rebels it at these 
years? 

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

Salar. There is more difference between thy flesh 
and hers than between jet and ivory: more hetween 
your bloods than there is between red wine and rhenish. 
But tell us, do you hear whether Antonio have bad 
any loss at sea or no ? 


Shy. There I have another bad match : a bankrupt, 
a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on the Rialto ; 
a beggar, that was used to come so smug upon the mnit: 
let him look to his bond : he was wont to call me usurer ; 
let him look to his bond: he was wont to lend money 
for a Christian courtesy; let him look to liis bond 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not 
take his flesh: what’s that good for^ 

Shy. To bait fish wthal : if it will feed nothing else, 
it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and 
hindered me half a million ; laughed at my losses, mocked 
at my gains, scorned my nation, thwarted my burgaiffi, 
cooled my friends, heated mine enemies; and u hat’s his 
reason? I am a Jew.* Hath not a Jew eyes? hath 
not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, aflections, 
passions? fed with the same food, hurt with the same 
weapons, subject to the same diseases, healed by the 
same means, warmed and cooled by the same winter 
and summer, as a Christian is? If you prick us, do 
wo not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? if you 
poison us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, shall 
we not revenge? If we are like you in the rest, we 
will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a Chri.stian, 
what is his humility ? Revenge. If a Christian wrong a 
Jew, what should his sufferance be by Christian example? 
Why, revenge. The villany you teach me. I will execute, 
and it shall go haM but 1 will better the instiuction. 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his house, 
and desires to speak with you both. 

Salar. We have been up and down to seek him. 

Enter TOliAL. 

Solan. Here comes another of the tribe ! a third can* 
not be matched, unless the devil himself turn Jew. 

\Exevni Satan., Salar., and Servant. 

Shy. How now, T^ubal ! what news from Geno$ ? hast 
thou found my daughter? 

Tttb. I often came where I did hear of her, but can- 
not find her. ^ 

Shy. Why, there, there, there, there! a diamond gone, 
cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort! The curse 
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never fell upon our nation till now; I never felt it till 
now : two thousand ducats in that ; and other pi-ecious, 
precious jewels. would my daughter were dead at 
iny foot, and the jewels in her ear ! would she were 
hearsed at my foot, and the diicats iu her coffin! No 
news of them? Why, so : and I know not what’s spent 
in the search : why, thou loss upon loss » the thief gone 
with so much, and so much to find the thief; and no 
satisfaction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stirring but what 
lights on my shoulders; no sighs but of my breathing; 
no tears hut of my shedding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too: Antonio, as 
I heard in Genoa, — 


Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? 

Tub. Hath an argosy cast away, coming from Tripolis. 

Shy. I thank God, 1 thank God. Is’t true, is’t truet 

Tub I spoke with some of the sailors that escaped 
the wreck. 

Shy. 1 thank thee, good Tubal: good news, good news! 
ha, ha ' where * in Genoa t 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, in 
one night fourscore ducats. 

Shy. Thou stickest a dagger in me : I shall never see 
my gold again: fourscore ducats at a sitting! fourscore 
ducat's I 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s creditors in my 



company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose but 
break. 

(Sfcy. I am very glad of it: I'll plague him; I’ll 
torture him: I am glad of it. 

Tvb. One of them showed me a ring that ho had of 
your daughter for a monkey. « , , 

Shy. Out upon her! Thou torturest me. Tubal: it 
was my turquoise ; I had it of loah when I was a 
bachelor: I would not have given it for a wilderness 
of monkeys. 

Tvb. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true. Go. Tubal, 
fee me an officer; bespeak him a fortnight before. I 


will ‘have the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for, were he 
out of Venice, I can make what merchandise I will 
Go, go. Tubal, and meet me at our synagogue , go, good 
Tubal; at our synagogue. Tubal. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Belmont. A room tn Portia’s house 

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa, 
and Attendants. 

For. I pray you, tarry: pause a day or two 
Befoie you hazard; for, in choosing wrong, 

I lose your company . therefore forbear awhile. 
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There’s something tells me, but it is not love, 

I would not lose you; and you know yourself. 

Hate counsels not in such a quality. 

But lest you should not understand me well — 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thouglit — 

1 would detain you here some month or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to choose right, but I am then forsworn; 

So will I never Im: so may you miss me; 

But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin. 

That I had bMn forsworn. Beshrew your eyes. 

They have o’erlook’d me and divided me; 

One half of me is yours, the other half yours. 

Mine own, I would say; but if mine, then yours. 

And so all yours. O, these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights! 

And so, though yours, not yours. Prove it so. 

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 

I speak too long; but 'tis to peize the time. 

To eke it and to draw it out in length, 

To stay you from election. 

Bass. Let me choose; 

For as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Par. Upon the rack, Bassanio 1 then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 

Bass. None but that u^y treason of mistrust. 

Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love: 

There may as well be amity and nfe 
’Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 

Pot. Ay, but I fear you speak upon the rack. 

Where men enforced do speak anything. 

Bass. Promise me life, and I’ll confess the truth. 

Par. Well then, confess and live. 

Bass. ‘Confess* and ‘love* 

Had been the very sum of my confession: 

0 happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance! 

But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

For. Away, then! 1 am lock’d in one of them: 

If you do love me, you will find me out. 

Nerissa and the rest, stand all aloof. 

Let music sound while he doth make his choice; 

Then, if he lose, he makes a swan>Uke end. 

Fading in music: that the comparison 

May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream 

And watery death-bed for him. He may win; 

And what is music then? Then music is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is 
As ore those dulcet sounds in break of day 
That creep into tbe dreaming bridegroom's ear 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes. 

With no less presence, but with much more love. 

Than young Abides, when he did redeem 
The viigin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster: 1 stand for sacrifice; 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives. 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of tbe exploit Go, Hercules! 

Live thou, I live: with much much more dismay 

1 view the fight than thou that makest the fray. 

Mwm, whiM BassANlo comments on the cadeets to himself. 

Song. 

Tell me where is fancy bred, ' 

Or in the heart or in the head ? 

How begot^ how nourished? 

Beply, reply. 


It is engender’d in the eyes. 

With gazing fed; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all ring fancy’s knell: 

I’ll begin it, — Ding, dong, bell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell. 

Bass. So may the outward shows be least themselves: 
The world is still deceived with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 

But, being seasoned with a gracious voice. 

Obscures the show of evil? In religion. 

What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the groesness with fair ornament? 

There is no vice so simple but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts: 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as falso 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules end frowning Mars, 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk ; 

And these assume but valour’s excrement 
To render them redoubted! Look on beauty, 

And you shall see 'tis purchased by the w'eight; 

Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making them lightest that wear most of it: 

So are those crisped, snaky, golden locks 
Which make such wanton gambols with the wind 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head. 

The skull that bred them in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 

To a roost dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indmn beauty; in a word. 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold. 

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee; 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
’Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead. 
Which rather threatenest than dost promise aught, 

Thy paleness moves me more than eloquence; 

And here choose I: joy be the consequence! 

Por. [Aside.] How all the other passions fleet 
to air. 

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embraced despair, 

And shuddering mr, and green-eyed jealousy 1 

0 love. 

Be moderate; allay thy ecstasy; 

In measure rein thy joy; scant this excess. 

1 feel too much thy blessing: make it less. 

For fear I surfeit 

Bass. Wliat find I here? 

w [Opening the leaden casket. 

Fair Portia’s counterfeit! What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes? 

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine 
Seem they in motion? Here are sever'd lips. 

Farted with sugar breath: so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs: but her eyes — ' 

How could he see to do them? having made oae, 
Methinks it should have power to stem both hii 
And leave itself unfurnish’d. Tet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp b^ind the substance. Here’s the scroll. 

The continent and summary of my fortune. 
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[B€adB.'\ You that choose not by the view, 

Chance m fair and choose as true I 
Siuce this fortune falls to you, 

Be content and seek no new. 

If you be well pleased with this 
And hold your fortune for your bliaa , 

Turn you where your lady is 
And claim her with a loving kiss. 

A gentle scroll. Fair lady, by your leave ; 

I come by note, to give and to receive. 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he bath done well in people’s eyes. 
Hearing applause and universal shout. 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no; 

So, thrice-fair lady, stand I, even so; 

As doubtful whether what I see be true. 

Until confirm'd, sign’d, ratified by you. 

For. You see me, I/)rd Bassanio, where I stand. 
Such as I am: though for myself alone 
I would not be ambitious in my wish. 

To wish myself much better; yet, for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times myself; 

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich; 

That only to stand high in your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends. 

Exceed account; but the full sum of me 
Is sum of something, which, to term in gross. 

Is an unlcsson’d girl, unschool’d, unpractised; 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn; happier than this. 

She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 

Happiest of all is that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed. 

As from her lord, her governor, her king. 

Myself and what is mine to you and yours 
Is now converted: but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o’er myself; and even now, but now. 

This house, these servants, and this same myself 
Are yours, my lord: I give them with this ring; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away. 

Let it presage the ruin of your love 
And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words. 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins; 

And there is such confusion in my powers. 

As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude; 

Where every something, being blent together. 

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy. 

Express’d and not express’d. But when tins ring. 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence: 

0, then be bold to say Bassanio’s dead! 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time. 

That have stood by and seen our wishes prosper. 

To cry, good joy : good joy, my lord and lady I 
Chra. My lord l^sanio and my gentle lady, 

I wish you all the joy that you can wish; 

For I am sure you can wish none from me: 

And when your honours mean to solemnize 
The baigain of your faith, I do bweech you. 

Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass. With all roy heart, so thou canst get a wife. 
Ora. I thank your lordship, you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours: 


You saw the mistress, I behdd the maid; 

You loved, I loved for intermission.* ipmium. 

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 

Your fortune stood upon the casket there. 

And so did mine too, as the matter falls; 

For wooing here until I sweat again. 

And swearing till my very roof was dry 
With oaths of love, at last, if promise last, 

I got a promise of this fair one here 
To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Achieved her mistress. 

For. Is this true, Nerissa? 

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleased withal. 

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith? 

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. 

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in your mar- 
riage. 

Gra. We’ll play with them the first boy for a thou- 
sand ducats. 

Ner. What, and stake down ? 

Gra. No; we shall ne’er win at that sport, and stake 
down. 

But who comes here? Lorenzo and his infidel? 

What^ and my old Venetian friend Salerio? 

Enter LORENZo, JESSICA, and Salerio, a Messenger from 

Venice. 

Bass. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither; 

If that the youth of my new intcre.st here 
Have power to bid you welcome. By your leave, 

I bid my very friends and countrymen. 

Sweet Portia, welcome. 

For. So do I, my lord: 

They are entirely welcome. 

Lor. I thank your honour. For my part, my lord, 
My purpose was not to have seen you here; 

But meeting with Salerio by the way. 

He did intreat me, past all saying nay. 

To come with him along. 

Saler. I did, my lord; 

And I have reason for it. Signor Antonio 
Commends him to you. [(rim Bassanio a Utter. 

Bass. Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 

Saler. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind; 

Nor well, unless in mind: his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon stranger; bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salerio : what’s the news from Venice ? 

How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio? 

I know he will be glad of our success ; 

We are tho Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Saler. I would you had won the fleece that he hath 
lost 

Far. There are some shrewd contents in yon same 
paper. 

That steals the colour from Bassanio’s cheek: 

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world 

Could turn so much tho constitution 

Of any constant man. What, worse and worse! 

With leave, Bassanio; I am half yourself. 

And I must freely have the half of anything 
That this same paper brings you. 

Bass. 0 sweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words 
That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady. 

When I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you, all the wealth I hw 
Ban in my veins, I was a gentleman; 
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And then I told you true: and yet, dear lady, 

Hating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart When 1 told you 
My state was nothing, I should then have told you 
That I was worse than nothing; for, indeed, 

I havo engaged myself to a dear friend. 

Engaged my friend to his mere enemy. 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady; 

The paper as the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound. 

Issuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio? 

Have aU his ventures fail’d? What, not one hit? 

From Tripolis, from Mexico and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India? 

And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks? 

Saler. Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 

Ue would not take it. Never did 1 know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man. 

So keen and greedy to confound a man : 

He plies the duke at morning and at night. 

And doth impeach the freedom of the stote, 

If they deny him justice : twenty merchants, 

The duke himself, and the magnificoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him; 

But none can drive liim from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Jes. When I was with him I have heard 
him swear 

To Tubal and to Chus, his countrymen. 

That he would rather have Antonio’s flesh 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him: and I know, my lord, 

If law, authority, and power deny not. 

It will go hard with poor Antonio. 

For. Is it your dear friend that is thus in 
trouble 

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest 
man. 

The best-condition’d and unwearied spirit 
In doin" courtesies, and one in whom 
The ancient Boman honour more appears 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

For. What sum owes he the Jew? 

Bass, For me three thousand ducats. 

For. What, no more? 

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond; 

Double six thousand and then treble that. 

Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault. 

First go with me to church and call me wife, 

And then away to Venice to your friend; 

For never shall you lie by Portia’s side 
With an unquiet soul You shall have gold 
To pay the petty^ debt twenty times over : 

When it is paid, bring your true friend along. 

My maid Nerissa and myself meantime 
Will live as maids and widowa Come, awayl 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day : 

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer:* *'•**• 
Since you are dear bought, 1 will love you dear. 

But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass. [Beads.'\ Sweet Bassanio, my ships have all mis- 
carried, my creditors grow cruel, my estate is very low, 
my bond to the Jew u forfeit; and since, in paying it, 
it is impossible I should live, all debts are cleared 
between you and I, if I might but see you at my death. 


Notwithstanding, use your pleasure : if your love do not 
persuade you to come, let not my letter. 

For. O love, dispatch all business, and be gone! 
Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away, 

I will make baste: but, till I come again. 

No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay. 

No rest be interposer 'twixt \is twain. -[Exeuiil 

Scene HI. — Venice. A street. 

Enter Shylock, Salabino, Antonio, and Gaoler. 

Shy, Gaoler, look to him: tell not me of mercy. 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis : 

Gaoler, look to liim. 

Ant Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy. I’ll have iny bond; speak not against my bond 
I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond. 

Thou call’dst me dog before thou hadst a cause; 

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs : 

The duke shall gmnt me justice. I do wonder. 

Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond 
To come abroad with him at his request. 


Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak. 

Shy. I’ll have my bond; I will not hear thee speak: 
I’ll have my bond; and therefore speak no more. 

I’ll not be mtule a soft and dull-eyed fool. 

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not; 

I’ll havo no speaking: I will have my bond. 

SeUar. It is the most impenetrable cur 
That ever kept* wi^h men. 3 0 w«it. 

Ant. Let him alone: 

I’ll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 

He seeks my life; his reason well I know: 

I oft deliver’d from his forfeitures 

Many that have at times made moan to me; 

Therefore he hates me. 

Satar. I am sore the duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law : 

For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied. 

Will much impeach the justice of his state; 

Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go : 

These griefk atod losses have so bated me, 

That 1 shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
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To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 

Well, gaoler, on. Pray God, Bassanio come 

To see me pay his debt, and then 1 care not ! [EuxutU. 

Scene IV . — Belmont A room in Portia’s house. 

Enter PoRTiA, Nekissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, and Balthasar, 

Lor. Madam, altliough I speak it in your presence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; wliich appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 

But if you knew to whom you show this honour, 

How true a pntlenmn you send relief, 

How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the work 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

For. I never did repent for doing good, 

Nor shall not now: for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together, 

Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 

There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit; 

Which makes me think that this Antonio, 

Being the bosom lover of my lord. 

Must needs be like my lord. If it be so, 

How little U the cost I have bestow’d 
In purchasing the semblance of iny soul 
From out the state of hellish misery ! 

This comes too near the praising of myself; 

Therefore no more of it : hear other things. 

Lorenzo, I com#nit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house 
Until my lord’s return: for mine own part, 

I have toward heaven breathed a secret vow 
To live m prayer and contemplation. 

Only attended by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord’s return: 

There is a monastery two miles off; 

And there will we abide. I do desire you 
Not to deny this imposition; 

The which my love and some necessity 
Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart; 

I .shall obey you in all fair commands. 

For. My people do already know my mind, 

And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
III place of Lord Bassanio and myself. 

And so farewell, till we shall meet again. 

Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you! 
Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart’s content. 

For. I thank you for your wish, and am well pleased 
To wish it bock on you; fare you well, Jessica. 

[^Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo. 

Now, Balthasar, 

As I have ever found thee honest-true. 

So let me find thee still. Take this same letter, 

And use thou all the endeavour of a man 
Tn speed to Padua : see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s hand. Doctor Bellario; 

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imaged speed 
Unto the tranect,* to the common ferry 4 Tiu«a. 

Which trades to Venice. Waste no time in words, 

But get thee gone: I shall be there before thee. 

Balih. Madam, I go wdth all convenient speed. [Exit 
For. Come on, Nerissa; I have work in hand 
That you yet know not of: we’ll see our husbands 
Before they think of us. 

ATer. Shall they see us? 


For. They shall, Nerissa; but in .such a habit. 

That they shall think w^e are accomplished 
With that we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager, 

When we are both accoutred like young men, 

I’ll xirove the prettier fellow of the tw^o. 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace. 

And Kpeak between the change of man and ]>oy 
With a reed voice, and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride, and speak of frays 
Like a fine bragging youth, and tell quaint lies, 

How honourable ladies sought my love, 

W^hich I denying, they fell sick and died; 

I could not do withal;® then I’ll repent, » fouw n*i Mp u. 
And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d them ; 

And twenty of these puny lies I’ll tell. 

That men shall swear I have discontinued school 
Above a twelvemonth. I have within my mind 
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 

Which I will practise. 

Ner. Why, shall ive turn to men ? 

For. Fie, what a question’s that, 

If thou Wert near a lewd interpreter ! 

But come, I’ll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, wliicli stays for us 
At the park gate; and therefore haste away, 

For wo must measure twenty miles to-day. [Exeunt 

Scene V. — 71ie same. A garden. 

Enter Launcelot and Jessica. 

Laun. Yes, truly ; for, look you, the sins of the 
father are to be laid upon the children: therefore, I 
promise ye, I fear you.* I w^as always plain y®**- 

with you, and so now I speak my agitation of the 

matter: therefore be of good cheer, for truly I think 

you are damned. There is but one hope in it that can 

do you any good; and that is but a kind of bastard 
hope neither. 

Jes. And what hope is that, I pmy thee? 

Laun. Marry, you may partly liope that your father 
got you not, that you are not the Jews daughter. 

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed: so 
the sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Laxm. Truly then I fear you are damned both by 
father and mother : thus when I shun Scylla, your 
father, I fall into Cliarybdis, your mother: well, you 
arc gone both ways. 

Jes. I shall be saved by my husband; he hath made 
me a Christian. 

Laxin. Truly, the more to blame he: we were Chris- 
tious enow before ; e’en as many as could well live, one 
by another. This making of Christians will raise the 
price of hogs : if w'e grow all to be pork-eaters, we 
shall not shortly have a rasher on the coals for money. 

Enter LoRENZO. 

Jes. I’ll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you say: 
hero ho comes. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launcelot, 
if you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Ixirenzo : Launcelot 
and I are out. He tells mo flatly, there is no mercy 
for me in heaven, because I am a Jew's daughter: and 
lie says, you are no good menilwr of the commonwealth, 
for in converting Jews to Christians, you raise the price 
of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the commonwealth 
than you can the getting up of the negro’s belly: the 
Moor is with child by you, Launcelot. 
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Laun. It is much that the Moor should be more 
than reason : but if she be less than an honest woman, 
she is indeed more than I took her for. 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word! I 
think the best grace of wit will shortly turn into silence, 
and discourse grow commendable in none only but par- 
rots. Go in, sirrah; bid them prepare for dinner. 

Laun. That is done, sir; they have all stomachs. 

Lor. Goodly Lord, what a wit-snapper are you! then 
bid them prepare dinner. 

’Laun. That is done too, sir; only ‘cover’ is the word. 

Lor. Will you cover then, sir > 

Lawn. Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty. 

IjOt. Yet more quarrelling with occasion ! VVilt thou 
show the whole wealth of thy wit in an instant 7 I pray 
thee, understand a plain man in his plain meaning : go 
to thy fellows; bid them cover the table, serve in the 
meat, and we wiU come in to dinner. 

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in; for 
the meat, sir, it shall lie covered; for your coming in 
to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and conceits 
shall govern. [ExU. 

Lor. 0 dear discretion, how his words are suited ! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words; and I do know 


A many fools, that stand in better place. 

Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How cheer’st thou, Jessica? 

And now, good sweet, say thy opinion. 

How dost thou like the Lord Bassanio’s wife? 

Jes. Past all expressing. It is very meet 
The Lord Bassanio live an upright life; 

For, haviim such a blessing in his lady. 

He finds we joys of heaven here on earth; 

And if on earth he do not mean it, then 
In reason he should never come to heaven. 

Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match 
And on the wager lay two earthly women. 

And Portia one, there must be something else 
Pawn’d with the other, for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even such a husband 

Hast thou of me as she is for a wife. 

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon : first, let us go to dinner. 

Jes. Nay, let me praise you while I have a stomach. 
Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk; 

Then, howsoe’er thou speak’st, ’mong other things 
I shall digest it. 

Jes. Well, I’ll set you forth. [Eieunt 



ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Venice. A court of justice. 


Enter (he Dpks, the Magnificoes, Antonio, Bassanio, 
Gratiano, Salrrio, and others. 

Duke. What, is Antonio here ? 

Ant, Beady, so please your grace. 

Duke. I am sorry for thee : thou art come to answer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant. I have heard 

Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His ri^rous course: but since he stands obdurate 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s^ reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fuiy, and am arm’d 


To suffer, with a quietness of spirit. 

The very tyranny and rage of his. 

Dukr. Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 

Saler. He is ready at the door : he comes, my lord. 

Enter Shtiock. 

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our face 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, « 

That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice 
To tlie last hour of act; and then 'tis thought ■ 

Thou’lt show thy mercy and remorse more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent crudty; 

And where* thou now exact’st the penalty, iwsowi 
Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh. 

Thou wilt not, only loose the forfeiture. 

But, touch'd with human gentleness and love. 
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Forgive a moiety of the principal; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses^ 

That have of late so ljuddled on his back, 

Enow to press a royal merchant down 
And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms and rough hearts of flint, 

From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd 
To offices of tender courtesy. 

Wo all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy. 1 have possess’d your grace of what I purpose; 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond: 

If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter and your city's freedom. 

You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh than to receive 
Three thousand ducats: I'll not answer that; 

But, say, it is my humour : is it answer'd ? 

What if my house be troubled with a rat 
And I be pleased to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it baned? What, are you answer’d yet? 

Some men there are love not a gaping pig; 

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat; 

And others, when the bagpipe sings i’ the nose. 

Cannot contain their urine: for affection. 

Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood 

Of what it likes or loathes. Now, for your answer: 

As there is no Arm reason to be render'd, 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig; 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat; 

Why he, a woollen bagpipe ; but of force 
Must yield to such inevitable shame 
As to offend, himself being offended; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not. 

More than a lodged hate and a certain loathing 
1 bear Antonio, that I follow thus 
A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d? 

Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man. 

To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my answers. 
Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not love? 
Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill? 
Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 

Shy. What, would'st thou have a serpent sting thee 
twice ? 

Ant. I pray you, think you question with the Jew: 
You may os well go stand upon the beach 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height; 

You may as well use question with the wolf 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb; 

You may os well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops and to make no noise. 

When they are fretten with the gusts of heaven ; 

You may os well do any thing most hard, 

As seek to soften that — than which what’s harder? — 
His Jewish heart : therefore, I do beseech you, 

Make no more offers, use no farther means. 

But with all brief and plain conveniency 
Let me have judgment and the Jew his will. 

Bass, For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 

Shy, If eveiy ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts and every part a ducat, 

I would not draw them; I would have my bond. 

Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rendering none? 
Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchased slave, 

Which, like your asses and your dogs and mules, 

You use in abject and in slavish ps^, 

Because you bought them: shall 1 say to you, 


Let them be free, marry them to your heirs? 

Why sweat they under burthens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yoiins, and let their palates 
Be season’d with such viands? You will answer 
'The slaves are ours:’ so do I answer you: 

The pound of flesh, which I demand of him. 

Is dearly bought; ’tis mine and I will have it. 

If you deny me, fie upon your law ! 

There is no force in the decrees of Venice. 

I stand for judgment: answer; shall I have it? 

Duke. Upon my power I may dismiss this court, 
Unless Bellario, a Icaimed doctor. 

Whom I have sent for to determine this, 

Come here to-day. 

Saler, My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters from the doctor, 

New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters; call the messenger. 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man, courage yet! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all. 

Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 

Meetest for death: the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground ; and so let me : 

You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 

Than to live still and write mine epitaph. 

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk, 

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario? 

JVer. From both, my lord. Bellario greets your grace. 

[Presenting a letter. 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly? 

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there 

Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, 
Thou makest thy knife keen ; but no metal can, 

No, not the hangman's axe, ^ar half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee? 

Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 

Gra. O, be thou damn’d, inexecrable dog! 

And for thy life let justice be accused. 

Thou almost makest me waver in my faith 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit 
Govern'd a wolf, who, hang'il for human slaughter. 

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet. 

And, whilst thou lay’st in thy unhallow’d dam. 

Infused itself in thee ; for thy desires 
Are wolvish, bloody, starved, and ravenous. 

Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my bond, 
Thou but offend'st thy lungs t«> speak so loud: 

Bepair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court. 

Where is he ? 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by. 

To know your answer, whether you’ll admit him. 

Duke. With all my heart. Some three or four of you 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. 

Meantime the court shall hear Bellario's letter. 

Clerk. [Beads.'] Your grace shall understand that at 
the receipt of your letter I am very sick: but in the 
instant tliat your messenger came, in loving visitation 
was with me a young doctor of Borne; his name is 
Balthasar. I acquainted him with the cause in contro- 
versy between the Jew and Antonio the merchant: we 
turned o’er many books together: he is furnished with 
my opinion ; which, better^ with his own learning, the 
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fatness whereof I cannot enough commend, comes with 
him, at my importunity, to fill up your grace's request 
in my stead. I beseech you, let his lack of years be no 
impediment to let him lack a reverend estimation; for 
1 never knew so young a body with so old a head. 1 
leave him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial shall 
better publish his commendation. 

lyukt. You hear the learn’d Bcllario, what he writes: 
And here, 1 take it, is the doctor come. 


Enter Fobtia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 

Give me your hand. Come you from old Bellario? 

For. I did, my lord. 

Jhdee. You are welcome: take your place. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court? 

For. I am informed throughly of the cause. 

Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew? 

Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 
For. Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy. Shylock is my name 



For. Of a Strang nature is the suit you follow ; 
Yet in such rule tliat the Venetian law 
Cannot impu^ you as you do proceed. 

You stand within his danger;* do you not? *’ 
Ant. Ay, so he says. 

For. Do you confess the bond? 

Ant. I do. 

For. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that. 
For. The quality of merc^ is not strain'd, 

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice blest; 

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes : 

'Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown ; 

His scej^tre shows Ihe force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majesty. 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 

But mercy is above tiiis sceptred sway; 

It is ent^ned in the hearts of kings. 


It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God’s 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 

Though justice be thy plea, consider this. 

That, in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy; 

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there. 

My deeds upon my head! I crave the law. 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

For. Is he not able to discharge the money? 

Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court; 
Yea, twice the sum: if that will not suffice, 

I will be bound to i>ay it ten times o’er. 

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart: 

If this will not suffice, it must appear 

That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you. 

Wrest once the law to your authority: 

To do a great right, do a little wrong. 

And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

For. It must not be; there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established: 

'Twill be recorded for a precedent. 

And many an error by the same example 
Will rush into the state: it cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Daniel! 

O wise young judge, how I do honour thee ! 

For. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy. Here 'tis, most reverend doctor, here it is. 

For. Shylock, there’s thrice thy money offer’d thee. 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven: 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul? 

No, not for Venice. 

For. Why, this bond is forfeit; 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim ■» 

A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant’s heart. Be merciful: 

Take thriee thy money; bid me tear the bond. 

/8^y. When it is paid according to the tenour. 

It doth appear you are a worthy judge; 

You know the law, your exposition 

Hath been most sound: I charge you by the law. 

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar. 

Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me: I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

For. Why then, thus it is; 

You must prepare jfour bosom for his knife. 

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man I 
For. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the- penalty. 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. 'Tis very true : O wise and upright judge ! 

How much more elder art thou than thy looks! < 

For. Therefore lay bare your bosom. ‘ 

Shy. Ay, his bieast: 

So says the bond : doth it not, noble judge ? 

'Nearest his heart:’ those are the very words. 

For. It is so. Are there balance here to wei^ 

The flesh? 

Sky. I have them ready. 

For. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your Oharge; 
To stop his wounde^ lest he do bleed to death. 

/Siy. Is it so nominated in the bond? 
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For. It is not so express'd: but what of that? 

'Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Shy. I cannot find' it; 'tis not in the bond. 

For. You, merchant, have you any thing to say ? 
Ant. But little; 1 am arm'd and well preparea. 

Give me your hand, Bassanio: fare you well! 

Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 

For herein Fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use 
To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 

To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such misery doth she cut me off. 

Commend me to your honourable wife: 

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end; 

Say how I loved you, speak me fair in death ; 

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love, 
liepent but you that you shall lose your friend. 

And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 

For if the Jew do cut but deep enough. 

I’ll pay it presently with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the world. 

Arc not with me esteem’d above thy life: 

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Hero to this devil, to deliver you. 

For. Your wife would give you little thanks for that, 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love ; 

I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 

Ncr. ’Tis well you offer it behind her back; 

Tile wish would make else an unquiet house. 

Shy. These be the Christian husbands. ' I have a 
daughter ; 

Would any of the stock of Barrabas 

Had been her husband rather than a Christian! [Aside. 

Wc trifle time : I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

For. A ]x>und of tliat same merchant’s flesh is thine : 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Shy. Most rightful judge! 

For. And you must cut this flesh from off his breast : 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shy. Most learned judge ! A sentence ! Come, prepare I 
For. Tarry a little; there is something else. 

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood; 

The words expressly are 'a pound of flesh:’ 

Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 

But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

Gra. 0 upright judge I Mark, Jew; 0 learned judge ! 
Sky. Is that the law ? 

For. Thyself shalt see the act: 

For, as thou urgest justice, assured 

Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desirest. 

Gra. O learned judge ! Mark, Jew : a learned judge! 
Shy. I take this ofl'er, then; pay the bond thrice 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass. Hero is the money. 

For. Soft ! 

The Jew shall have all justice ; soft I no haste : 

He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Ora. 0 Jew! an upright judge, a learned jud^! 

For. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou less nor more 


But just a pound of flesh; if thou cut'st more 
Or less than a just pound, be it but so much 
As makes it light or heavy in the substance. 

Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple, nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair. 

Thou diest and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Ora. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew! 

Now, infidel, 1 have you on the hip. 

For. Why doth the Jew pause ? take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee; here it is. 

For. He hath refused it in the open court: 

He shall have merely justice and his bund. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I, a second Daniel! 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal? 

For. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture. 

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it! 

I’ll stay no longer question. 

For. Tarry, Jew : 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 

If it be proved against an alien 
That by direct or indirect attempts 
He seek the life of any citizen. 

The party 'gainst tlie which he doth contrive 
Shall seize one half his good.s ; the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state; 

And the offender’s life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st; 

For it appears, by manifest proceeding. 

That indirectly and directly too 
Thou hast contrived against the very life 
Of the defendant; and thou ha.st iuourr’d 
The danger formerly by me rehearsed. 

Down therefore and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. Beg that thou mayst have leave to hang thyself: 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 

Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 

Therefore thou mu.st lx: hang’d at the state's charge. 

Ihike. That thou shalt see the difference of our spirits, 
I pardon thee thy life lieforc thou ask it ; 

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s; 

The other half comes to the general state, 

"Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

For. Ay, for the state, not for Antonio. 

Shy. Nay, take my life and all; pardon not that; 
You take my house when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house ; you take my life 
When you do take the means whereby 1 live. 

For. What mercy can you render him, Antonio? 

Gra. A halter gratis ; nothing else, for God’s sake. 
Ant. So please my lord the duke and all the court 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 

I am content; so he will let me have 
The other half in use, to render it. 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter: 

Two things provided more, mac, lor tnu> tavour. 

Ho presently become a Christian ; 

The other, that he do record a gift. 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d. 

Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter. 

Ihtie. He shall do this, or else 1 do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 

For. Art thou contented, Jew ? what dost thou say ? 
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Shy. I am content 

For. Clerk, draw a deed of gift 

Sky. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence; 

I am not well: send the deed after me. 

And I will sign it 

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it 

Gra. In christening shalt thou have two godfathers: 
Had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten more, 

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font [ExU Shyloek. 
JGttke. Sir, I entreat you home w'ith me to dinner. 
For. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon: 

I must away this night toward Padua, 

And it is meet 1 presently set forth. 

Ihirke. I am sorry that your leisure serves you not. 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman, 

For, m my mind, you ate much bound to him. 

[Exeunt Duke and hie train. 
Bate. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties; in lieu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 


AiU. And stand indebted, over and above, 

In love and service to you evermore. 

For. He is well paid that is vrell satisfied; 

And I. delivering you, am satisfied, 

And therein do account myself well paid : 

My mind was never yet more mercenary. 

I pray you, know mo when we meet again : 

I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

Baes. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you furtlier; 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute. 

Not as a fee; grant mo two things, I pray you. 

Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

For. You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 
[To Ant."] Give me your gloves. I’ll wear them for your 
sake; 

[To Aoss.] And, for your love. I’ll take this ring from you : 
Do not draw back your hand; I’ll take no more; 

And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Baee. This ring, good sir, alas, it is a trifle! 

I will not shame myself to give you this. 

For. I will have nothing else but only this ; 

And now methinks I have a mind to it. 



Beue. There’s more depends on tliis than on the value. 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 

And find it out by proclamation: 

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

For. I see, sir, you axe liberal in ofTers : 

You taught me first to beg; and now methinks 
You teach me how a be^^gax should be answer’d. 

Baee. Good sir, this xmg was mven me by my wife ; 
And when she put it on, we made me vow ^ 

That I should neither sell nor give nor lose it 
For. That ’sense serves many men to save their gifts. 
An if your wife be not a mad-woman, 

And know how well I have deserved the ring. 

She would not hold out enemy for ever. 

For giving it to me. Wdl, peace be with you! 

[Exeunt Portia and Ntrieta. 
Ant. My Lord Bassanio, let him have the ring: 

Let his deservii^ and my love withal 
Be valued ’gainst your wue’s commandment 
Bate. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him; 

Give him the ring, and bring him, if tiiou cans^ 

Unto Antonio’s house: away! make haste. 

[Exit Gratiano. 

Come, you and I will thither presently; 


And in the morning early will we both 

Fly toward Belmont : come, Antonio. [Exeunt 

Scene II . — The tame. A Ureet. 

Enter Pobtia. and Nerissa. 

For. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him this deed 
And let him sign ft: we’ll away to-night 
And be a day Wore our husbands home : 

^Hiis deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gratiamo. 

Ora. Fair sir, you are well o’erta’en : 

My Lord Bassanio upon more advice* *An« i«»*r ♦taMM. 
Hath sent you here this ring, and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

For. That cannot be: ^ 

His ring I do accept most thankfully: 

And so, 1 pray you, tell him: furthermore, 

1 pray you, show my youth old Shylock’s hous<t 
Gra. That will I do. 

Ner. , Sir, I would speak with you. 

[Atide to Por.'\ I’ll see if I can get my husband’s ring. 
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 
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Por. [A^ to Ntr.] Thou mayst, I wanant. We shall 
have old swearing 

That they did give tha rings away to men; 

But we’ll outface them, and outswear them ’too. 


[Aloud."] Away! make haste: thou know’st where I will 
tarry. 

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show me to this 
house ? [Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

ScEiTE 1. — Bdnumt. Avenue to Portia’s house. 


Enter Lorenzo otuI Jessica. 

£or. The moon shines bright: in such a night as 
this. 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees 
And they did make no noise, in such a night 
Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls 
And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents, 

Wliere Cressid lay that night. 

Jes. In such a night 

Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew 
And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself. 

And ran dismay’d away. 

£or. In such a night 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea banks, and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night 

Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old ASson. 

£or. In such a night 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew, 

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. In sudx a night 

Did ^oung Lorenzo swear he loved her well, 

Steahng her soul with many vows of faith 
And ne’er a true one. 

Zor. In such a night 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 

Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. I would out-night you, did no body come. 

But, hark, I hear the footing of a man. 


Enter Stephano. 

Lot. Who comes so Cast in silence of the night’ 
SUfh. A friend. 

Lot. a friend ! what friend ? your name, I pray you, 
friend ? 

Ste:ph. Stephano is my name; and I bring word 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont: she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 

Lor. Who comes with her i 

Steph. None but a holy hermit and her maid. 

I pray you, is my master yet return’d ? 

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from him. 
But go we ill, I pray thee, Jessica, 

And ceremoniously let us prepare 

Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 

Enter Launcelot. 

Laun. Sola, sola! wo ha, ho! sola, sola! 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Lawn. Sola! did you see Master Lorenzo? Master 
Lorenzo, sola, sola! 

Lot. Leave hollaing, man: here. 

Laun. Sola ! where ? where ’ 

Lot. Here. 

Laun. Tell him there's a post come from my master, 
with his horn full of good news: my master will 
here ere morning. [Exit. 

Lor. Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect their 
coming. 

And yet no matter: why should we go in? 
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My friend Stephano, signify, I pray yon. 

Within the house, your mistress is at hand; 

And bring your music forth into the air. [£xit Stephano. 
How sweet the moonlight deeps upon this bank! 

Here will we sit and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears: soft stillness and the night 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold: 

There's not the smallest orb which thou behold’st 
But in his motion like an angel sings. 

Still quiiing to the young-eyed cherubins; 

Such harmony is in immortal souls; 

But whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 

JEnter Musicians. 

Come, ho! and wake Diana with a hymn: 

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress’ ear 
And draw her home with music. [Music. 

Jts. I am never merry when I hear sweet music. 
Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive: 

For do but note a wild and wanton herd. 


Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad hounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood : 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound. 

Or any air of music touch their ears. 

Yon Mall perceive them make a mutual stand. 

Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze 
By the sweet power of music: therefore the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods; 
Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage. 

But music for the time doth change his nature. 

The man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds. 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night 
And his affections dark as Erebus: 

Let no such man be trusted. Mark the music. 

Enter Portia and Neuissa. 

For. That light we see is burning in iny hall. 

How far that little candle throws his beams! 

So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Ner. When the moon shone, we did not sec the candle. 



For. So doth the ^^ter glory dim the less : 

A substitute shines brightly as a king 
Until a king be by, and then his state 
Empties itsmf, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Music! hark! 

jVer. It is your music, madam, of the house. 

For. Nothing is good, I see, without respect:* * * * * *^**’ 
Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam. 

For. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark 
When neither is attended, and 1 think 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 

When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 

How many things by season season’d ate 
To their right praise and true perfection! 

Peace, ho! the moon sleeps with Endymion 

And would not be awaked. [Music ecascs. 

Lor. That is the voice, 

Or I am much deceived, of Portia. 

For. He knows me as the blind man knows the cuckoo. 
By the bad voice. 

Zor. Dear lady, welcome home. 


For. We have been praying for our husbands’ healths, 
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words 
Are they return’d? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet; 

But there is come a messenger before. 

To signify their coming. 

For. Go in, Nerissa; 

Give order to my servants that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence; 

Nor you, Lorenzo ; Jessica, nor you. [A tu/dcet sounds 
Lor. Your husband is at hand ; I hear hjb trumpet : 
We are no tell-tales, madam; fear you not. 

For. This night methinks is but the daylight sick; 
It looks a little paler: 'tis a day, '' 

Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

ErUtr Bassanio, Aktonio, Gratiano, and their followers 

Bass. We should hold day with the Anti|>odes, 

If you would walk in absence of the sun. 

For. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 

And never )be Bassanio so for me: 

But God sort all! You are wdcome home, my lord. 
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B<iss, I thank you, madam. Givo welcome to my friend. 
This is the man, this is Antonio, 

To whom I am so infuiitcly bound. 

Por. You should in all sense be much bound to him, 
For, as I hear, ho was much bound for you. 

Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house; 

It must appear in other ways than words, 

Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy. 

Gra. [To JVir.] By yonder moon I swear you do me 
wrong ; 

In faith, 1 gave it to the judge’s clerk : 

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart. 

Por. A quarrel, ho, already! what’s the matter? 

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltiy ring 
That she did give me, whose posy was 
For all the world like cutler’s poetry 
Upon a knife, ‘Love me, and leave me not.’ 

Ner. What talk you of the posy or the value ? 

You swore to me, when I did give it you. 

That you would wear it till your hour of death 
And that it should lie with you in your grave: 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 

You should have been respective and have kept it. 

Gave it a judge’s clerk ! no, God’s my judge. 

The clerk will ne’er wear hair on’s face that had it. 

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, 

A kind of boy, a little scrubbed* boy, »8iunud. 

No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk, 

A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee: 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I must be plain with you, 
To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift; 

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger 
And so riveted with faith unto your flesh. 

I gave my love a ring and made him swear 
Never to part with it ; and here he stands ; 

I dare be sworn for him he would not leave it, 

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 

You givo your wife too unkind a cause of grief; 

An ’twere to me, I should be mad at it. 

Bass. [Aside.'] Why, I were best to cut my left 
hand off. 

And swear 1 lost the rin^ defending it. 

Gra. My Lord Bassamo gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’d it and indeed 
Deserved it too; and then the boy, his clerk. 

That took some pains in writing, he begg’d mine; 

And neither man nor master would take aught 
But the two ringa 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord? 

Not that, I hope, which you received of me. 

Bass. If I co^d add a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it; but you see my finger 
Hath not the ring umn it ; it is gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 

By heaven, I will ne’er come in your bed 
Until 1 see the ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours 

Till I again see mine. 

Bass. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave the ring. 

If you did know for whom I gave the ring. 

And woidd conceive for what I ^ve the nng 
And how unwillingly I left the ring, 


When nought would be accepted but the ring, 

You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring. 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring. 

Or your own honour to contain* the ring, iSMn. 

You would not then have parted with the ring. 

What man is there so much unreasonable, 

If you had pleased to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 

Nerissa teaches me what to believe : 

I’ll die for't but some woman had the ring. 

Bass. No, by my honour, madam, by my soul. 

No woman hail it, but a civil doctor. 

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me 
And begg’d the ring; the which I did deny him 
And suffer’d him to go displeased away; 

Even he that did uphold the very life 

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady? 

I was enforced to send it after him; 

I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it. Pardon me, good lady; 

For, by these blessed candles of the night. 

Had you Ix^cn there, I think you would have begg’d 
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Por. let not that doctor e’er come near my house: 
Since he hath got the jewel that I loved, 

And that which you did swear to keep for me, 

I will become as liberal as you; 

I’ll not deny him any thing I have. 

No, not my body nor my husband’s bed: 

Know him I shall, I am well sure of it : 

Lie not a night from home ; watch me like Argus : 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own. 

I’ll have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

Ner. And I his clerk; therefore be w'ell advised 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do you so : let not me take him, then ; 
For if I do. I’ll mar the young clerk’s pen. 

Ant. I am the unhappy subject of those quarrels. 
Por. Sir, grieve not you ; you are w^elcome notwith- 
standing. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced vTong; 

And, in the hearing of these many friends, 

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself — 

Por. Mark you but that I 

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself; 

In each eye, one: swear by your double self, 

And there’s an oath of credit. 

Bass. Nay, but hear me: 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealth ;* * 

Which, but for him that had your husband's ring, 

Had quite miscarried: I dare be bound again, 

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Por. Then you shall be his surety. Give him this 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here, Lord Bassanio; swear to keep this ring. 
Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor! 
Por. I had it of him ; pardon me, Bassanio ; 

For, by this ring, the doctor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano; 

For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor’s clerk. 

In lieu of this last night did lie with me. 
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Gra. Why, this is Uko the mending of highways 
In summer, where the ways are fair enough ; 

What, are we cuckolds ere we have deserved it? 

For Speak not so grossly You are all amazed 
Here is a letter; read it at your leisure; 

It comes from Padua, from Bellario- 

There you shall find that Portia was the doctor, 

Nerissa there her clerk: Lorenzo here 
Shall witness I set forth as soon as you 
And even but now return’d; I have not yet 
Enter'd my house. Antonio, you are welcome; 

And I have better news in store for you 
Thau you expect : unseal this letter soon ; 

There you shall find three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly. 

Yon shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter 

I am dumb. 

Bass Were you the doctor and I knew you not? 
Gra. W'ere you the clerk that is to make me cuckold ? 
Nsr. Ay, but the clerk that never means to do it. 
Unless he live until he be a man. 

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow • 
When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 


Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life and living,* 
For hero I read for certain that my ships •WMith. 

Are safely come to road. 

Per How now, Lorenzo' 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you 

N(t. Ay, and I’ll give them him without a fee 
There do 1 give to you and Jessica, 

From the rich .lew, a special deed of gift. 

After Ins death, of all he dies possess’d of. 

Lot. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

Per. It is almost morning. 

And yet I am sure you are not satisfied 
Of these events at fuU. Let us go in; 

And charge us there upon inter’gatones. 

And we will answer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be so : the first inter’gatory 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on is. 

Whether till the next night she had rather stay. 

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day : 

But were the day come, I should wish it dark. 

That I were couching with the doctor’s clerk 

Well, while 1 live I’ll fear no other thing 

So sore as keeping safe Neiissa’s ring. [Eiaunt 







DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Snoot, a tinker, 

Staktcumo, a tailor, 

HfrPOLTTAi queen of the AmazoDi, hetroihed to 
Theieut. 

IIenmu, davgUerto Effeui, tn love wUK Lyiander* 
Helena, tn love loUA Demetnui. 

Obbnon, king ofihefairiee, 

Titania, queen oj the fames. 


Puck, or Robin Ooodfellow. 

PCASEBUMSOir, ' 

Cobweb, 

Uotb, 

AfUBTARDBEED, 

Other fames attending their King and Qaeen. 
jittendante on Theaens and Ilippoljta 

bCENE —Athens, and a wood near it. 


Thrseub, Duke qf Athens. 

EQgVB, father to HermiA. 

LmNUEB, Hermii. 

Dcmetbius, ) 

Philobtrate, matter of the revds to Theieaj. 
Quince, a earftsoer^ 

Snuo, ajcener. 

Bottom, a weaveir, 
f LurE, a heUoms^mender. 


ACT 1. 

Scene l.—Aihtn$. The jpalace of Theseus. 


EtUer Theseus, Hippolyta, Puilostiiate, and 
Attendants. 

The. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace; four happy da 3 rs bring in 
Another moon : but^ 0, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes! she lingers my desires, 
like to a step^nme or a dowager 
Long witiieting out a young man's revenue. 


Hip. Four days will quickly steep themselves in night; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time; 

And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New-bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemiuties. 

The. Go, Fhilostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments; 

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth: 

Turn melancholy forth to funerals; 
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The pole companion is not for our pomp. 

[Exit PhUoslrate. 

Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my 8\vord, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries; 

But I will wed thee in another key. 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

Enter Egeos, Hermia, LYSAyoER, and Demetrius. 

Ege. nappy be Theseus, our renowned duke! 

The, Thanks, good Egeus: what's the news with thee? 
Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. 

Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble lord. 

This man hath my consent to marry her. 

Stand forth, Lysander; and, my gracious dilke. 

This man hath bewitch’d the bosom of my child: 

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes 
And interchanged love-tokens with my child; 

Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung 
With feigning voice verses of feigning love, 

And stolen the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 
Knaoks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unhatden’d youth: 

With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter's heart, 
Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me. 

To stubborn harshness: and, my gracious duke. 

Be it so she will not here Wore your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, 

As she is mine, I may cuspose of her: 

Which shall be either to tW gentleman 
Or to her death, according to our law 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Hermia? be advised, fair maid: 
To you your father should be as a god ; 

One that composed your beauties, yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure or disfigure it. 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her. So is Lysander. 

The. In himself he is ; 

But in this kind, wanting your father’s voice, 

The other must be held the worthier. 

Her. I would my father look’d but with my eyes. 
The. Bather your eyes must with his judgment look. 
Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power I. am made bold. 

Nor how it may concern my modesty. 

In such a presence here to plead my thoughts; 

But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befall me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die the death or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires; 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood. 

Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice, 

You can endure the livery of a nun; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d. 

To live a barren sister all your life. 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice-blessed they that master so their blood. 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage; 

But earthlier happy is the rose distill’d, 

Than that which withering on the virgin thorn 
Grows, lives, wd dies in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so uve, so die, my lord, 


Ere I will yield my viigin patent up 

Unto his lordship,* whose unwished yoke * dmubi*. 

My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

Tlu. Take time to pause; and, by the next new 
moon — 

The sealing-day betwixt my love and me. 

For everlasting bond of fellowship— 

Upon that day either prepare to die 
For disobedience to your father’s will, 

Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would; 

Or on Diana’s edtar to protest 
For aye austerity and single life. 

Dem. Belent, sweet Hermia: and, Lysander, yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Lye. You have her father’s love, Demetrius; 

Let me have Hermia’s: do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my love. 

And what is mine my love shall render him. 

And she is mine, and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lye. I am, my lord, as well derived as he. 

As well possess’d ; my love is more than his ; 

My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d. 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius’; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 

I am beloved of beauteous Hermia : 

Why should not I then prosecute my right? 

Demetrius, I’ll avouch it to his head. 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes. 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry. 

Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 

The. I must confess that I have heard so much. 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereui. 
But, being over-full of seU-affairs, 

My mind did lose it. But, Demetrius, come; 

And come. Egeus; you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for you both. 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To fit your fancies to your father’s will; 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up — 

Which by no means we may extenuate — 

To death, or to a vow of single life. 

Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love? 

Demetrius and Egeus, go along: 

I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial, and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

Ege. With duty and desire we follow you. 

[Exeunt all hut Lysander and Hermia. 
Lys. How now, my love ! why is your cheek so pale ? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast? 

Her. Belike for-want of rain, which I could well 
Beteem* them from the tempest of my eyes. 

Lys. Ay mo! for aught that 1 could ever read, 
Could ever hear by tale* or history. 

The course of true love never did run smooth; 

But, either it was different in blood — 

Her. O cross! too high to be enthrall’d to low. 

Lys. Or else misgraffed in respect of years — 

Her. 0 spite! too old to be engaged to young. 

Lys. Or else it stood upon tne choice of friends — 
Her. 0 hell! to choose love by another’s eyes. 

Zys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it. 

Making it momentanv* as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream; 

Brief as the lightning in the coUied night, 

Thatk in a spleen,* unfolds both heaven and earth, 
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And ere a man hath power to say, * Behold I ’ 

The jaws of darkness do devour it up ; 

So quick bright thinga come to confusion. 

Set, If then true lovers have been ever cross'd, 

It stands as an edict in destiny : ’ 

Then let iis teach our trial patience. 

Because it is a customary cross. 

As due to love as thoughts and dreams and si'dis. 
Wishes and tears, poor fancy’s followers. ° 

Lys. A good persuasion : therefore, hear me, Ilermia. 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child: 

From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 

And she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee; 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us. If thou lovest me then, 

Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night ; 

And in the wood, a league without the town. 

Where I did meet thee once with Ilclcna, 

To do observance to a mom of May, 

There will I stay for thee. 

Her. My good Lysandcr! 

I swear to thee, by Cupid’s strongest bow. 

By his best arrow with the golden head. 

By the simplicity of Venus’ doves, 

By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves, 

And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage queen. 
When the false Troyan under sail was seen, 

By all the vows that ever men have broke. 

In number uioie than ever women spoke, 

In that same ])lacc thou liast appointed me. 

To-morrow truly will 1 meet with thee. 

Ly$. Keep promise, love. Look, here comes Helena. 

Erdcr Helena. 

Hir. God speed fair Helena! whither away? 

Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair: 0 happy fair! 

Your eyes are lode-stars; and your tongue’s sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear, 

When wheat is gi’een, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching : 0, were favour * so, * fmww* 

Yours would 1 catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; 

My car should catch your voice, ray eye your eye. 

My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet melody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated. 

The rest I’ld give to be to you translated. 

0 , teach me how you look, and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

Hel. O that your frowns would teach my smiles 
such skill ! 

Her. I give him curses, yet he gives me love. 

Hd- 0 that my prayers could such afl'cetion move! 
Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

Hd. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Hd. None, but your beauty : would that fault were 
mine ! 

Her. Take comfort: he no more shall sec my face; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. 

I^fore the time I did Lysander see. 

Seem’d Athens as a paradise to me: 

0 , then, what graces in my love do dwell, 

That he hath turn’d a heaven unto a hell ! 

Ly». Helen, to you our minds we will unfold: 
To-morrow night, when Phoebo doth behold 
Her silver visage in the watery glass. 
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Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 

A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal, 

Through Athens' gates have we devised to steal. 

Her, And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 

Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet, 

There my Lysander and myself shall meet; 

And thence from Athens turn away our eyes, 

To seek new friends and stranger companies. 

Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us; 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius! 

Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight 
From lovers' food till morrow deep midnight. 

Lys, I will, my Hermia. [Exit Ilermia. 

Helena, adieu: 

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Exit. 

Hel. How happy some p'er other some can be ! 
Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. 

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so; 

He will not know what all but he do know : 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes, 

So I, admiring of his qualities: 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 
liOve can transpose to form and dignity : 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind: 

And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind: 

Nor hath Love's mind of any judgment taste; 

Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste: 

And therefore is Love said to be a child. 

Because in choice he is so oft beguiled. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 

So the boy Love is perjured every where : 

For ere Demetrius looked on Hermia's eyne, 

He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine; 

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 

So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight: 

Then to the wood will he to-morrow night 
Pursue her; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expense:* • a painful duty. 
But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither and back again. [Exit. 

Scene II. — Athens, Quince’s house. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and 
Starveung. 

Quin. Is all our company here ? 

Hot. You were best to call them generally, man by 
man, according to the scrip. 

Quin. Here is the scroll of every man’s name, which 
is thought fit, through all Athens, to ])lay in our inter- 
lude before the duke and the duchess, on his wedding- 
day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play 
treats on, then read the names of the actoi's, and so 

grow to a point.^ 7 come to budn««. 

i Quin. Marry, our play is, The most lamentable 
I comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby. 
Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a 
merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your actors 
by the scroll. Masters, spread yourselves. 

Q^in. Answer as 1 call you. Nick Bottom, the 
weaver. 

Bot. Ready. Name what part I am for, and proceed. 
Quin, You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus. 
Bot What is Pyramus ? a lover, or a tyrant ? 

Quin, A lover, that kills himself most gallant for love. 
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^ That will ask some tears in the true performing 
of it: if 1 do it, let the audience look to their eyes; 1 
wdl move storms, I will condole in some measure. To 
the rest : yet my chief humour is for a tyrant . I could 
play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in. to make 
all split 

The raging rocks 
And shivering shocks 
Shall break the locks 
Of prison gates; 

And Phibbus* car 
Shall shine from far 
And make and mar 
The foolish Fates. 


This was lofty! Now name the rest of the players. 
This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein; a lover is more 
condoling. 

Quxn. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here, Peter Quiiiee. 

^t». Flute, you must take Thishy on you. 

Flu What is Thisby? a wandenng knight? 

Qmn. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flu. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman, I have 
a beard coming. 

Quin. That’s all one: you shall play it in a mask, 
and you may speak as small as you will. 

Bot An I may hide my face, let mo play Thisby 
too, 1 ’ll speak in a monstrous little voice, ‘ Thisiie, 



Thisne;’ ‘Ah Pyramus, my lover dear! thy Thisl^ 
dear, and lady dear!’ 

Quin. No, no; you must play Pyramus: and. Flute, 
you Thisby. 

Bat. Well, proceed. 

Quin. BoW StaTvding, the tailor. 

<Siter. Here, Peter Quince. 

Qutn. Robin Starveling; you must play Thisby’s 
mother. Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Snout. Her^ Peter Quince. 

Quin. Ton, Pyramasf father: mysdf, Thisl^s father. 
Snug, the joiner; you, the lion’s part; andC I hope, 
here is a jwy fitted 


Snug. Have you the lion’s part written? pray you. 
if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing 
hut roaring. 

Bot. I«t me play 'the lion too: 1 will roaf, that I 
will do any man’s heart good to hear me ; I itill roar, 
that I will make the duke say, ‘Let him roar Igain, let 
him roar again.’ 

Quin. An yon diould do it too terribly, yoiQ would 
fri^t the duchess and the ladies, that th^ would 
shriek; and that were enough to hang us aU. 

AU. That would han^ us, every mother’s son. 

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright 
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the ladies out of their 'wits, they would have no more 
discretion but to hang us: but I will aggravate my 
voice so that I will roar you as gently as any sucking 
dove; I will roar you an 'twere any nightingale. 

Qwin. You can play no part but Pyramus; for 
Pyramus is a sweet-faced man; a proper man, as one 
shall see in a summer’s day; a most lovely gentleman-like 
man: therefore you must needs play Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What ^rd were I 
best to play it in? 

Quin. V^v, what you •wilL 

Bot. I will discharge it in either your straw-colour 
beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain 
beard, or your French-orown-colour beard, your perfect 
yellow. 


Quin. Some of your French crowns have no hair at 
all, and then you will play barefaced. But, masters, 
here are your parts: and I am to entreat you, request 
you, and desire you, to con them by to-morrow night; and 
meet me in the paJace wood, a mile without the town, 
by moonlight; there will we rehearse, for if we meet in 
the city, we shall be dogged with company, and our 
devices known. In the meantime I will draw a bill of 
properties, such as our play wants. I pray you, fail 
me not 

Bot. We will meet; and there we may rehearse most 
obscenely and courageously. Take pains; be perfect: 
adieu. 

Quin. At the duke’s oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough: hold or cut bow-strings. [Exeunt. 





ACT II. 

Scene I. — A wood near Athens. 


Enter, from opposite sides, a Fairy, a;ui PuCK. 

Pack How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
Fai. Over hill, over dale. 

Thorough bush, thorough brier. 

Over Mrk, over pale. 

Thorough flood, thorough fire. 


I do wander eveiy where. 

Swifter than the moon's sphere; 
And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs* upon the green 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be 
In their gold coats spots you sec. 
Those be rubies, fairy favours. 

In those freckles live their savours - 


8 Fairy rygi* 



I must go seek some dewdrops hero 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's' ear. 

Farewell, thou lob* of spirits; I’ll be gone: 

Our queen and all our elves come here anon. 

Pvwk. The king doth keep his revels here to-night: 


I Imp, dovB. 


Take heed the queen come not within his sight; 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath. 

Because thah she as her attendant hath 
A lovely bo^, stolen from an Indian king ; 

Sh9 never ha4 so sweet a changeling; 






A MIDSUMMER NIGHTS DREAM 


247 


Act il] 

And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild ; 

But she perforce withholds the loved boy, 

Crowns him with flowers and makes him all her joy : 
And now they never meet in grove or green, 

By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheen. 

But they do square, that all their elves for fear 
Creep into acom-cups and hide them there. 


Fat. Either I mistake your shape and making quite. 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 
Call’d Bobin Goodfellow : are not you he 
That frights the maidens of the villagery; 

Skim mdk, and sometimes labour in the quern 
And bootless make the breathless housewite chum ; 

And sometime make the drink to bear no barm; 
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm? 



Those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet Puck, 

You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 
Are not you he ? 

Puck. Thou speak’st aright; 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oberon and make him smile 
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile. 


Neighing in likeness of a fiUy foal. 

And sometimes lurk 1 iu a gossip’s bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab,' 

And when she drinks, against her lips I bob 
And on her wither’d dewlap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale. 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me, 



Then slip I from her bum, down topples she. 

And ‘tauor’ cries, and falls into a cough; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips and laugh. 
And waxen* in their mirth, and neezo and swear *“**•»• 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. 

But, room, fairy 1 here comes Oberon. 

Fai. And here my mistress. Would that he were 
gone! 


Enter, from, one side, Obehon, wUh his train; from the 
other, Titania, toith hers. 

Obe. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania. 

Tita. What, jealous Oberon ! Fairies, skip hence : 

I have forsworn his bed and company. 

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord? 

Tita. Then I must be thy lady: but I know 
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When thou hast stolen away from fairy land, 

And in the shape of Corin sat all day. 

Playing on pipes of com and versing love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 

Como from the farthest steppe of India ? 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskin’d mistress and your warrior love. 

To Theseus must be wedded, and you come 
To givo their bed joy and prosperity. 

(?&. How canst thou thus for shame, Titania, 

Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus? 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
From Porigenia, whom he ravished? 

And make him with fair .^14 break his faith. 

With Ariadne and Antiopa? 

TUa. These are the forgeries of jealousy : 

And never, since the middle summer’s spring. 

Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead, 

By paved fountain or by rushy brook, 

Or m the beached margent of the sea. 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind. 

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain. 

As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land 
Have every pelting river made so prond 
That they have overborne their continents; 

The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain. 

The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn 
Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard; 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 

And crows are fatted with the mmiuin flock ; 

The nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud. 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green 
For lack of tread are undistinguishable : 

The human mortals want their winter here; 

No night is now with hymn or carol blest: 

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air. 

That rheumatic diseases do abound: 

And thorough this distemperature we see 
The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose. 

And on old Hiems’* thin and icy crown swoiwi 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 

Is, as in mockery, set: the spring, the summer. 

The childing* autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the mazed world. 

By their increase, now knows not which is which; 

And this same progeny of evil comes 
From our debate, from our dissension; 

We are their parents and original. 

Ohe. Do you amend it then ; it lies in you : 

Why should Titania cross her Oberon? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy, 

To be my henchman.* *»•••. 

TUa. Set your heart at rest: 

The fairy land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a votaress of my order: 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night> 

Full often hath she gossip’d by my side. 

And Mt with me on Neptune’s yellow sands. 

Marking the embarked traders on the flo^ 

When we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive 
And grow big-belli^ with the wanton wind; 

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait 
Following-— her womb then rich with my young squire— 
Would imitate, and soil upon the land. 


To fetch me trifles, and return again. 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die; 

And for her sake do I rear up her boy. 

And for her sake I will not part with him. 

Obe. How long within this wood intend you stay? 
Tito. Perchance till after Theseus’ wedding-day. 

If you will patiently dance in our round 
And SCO our moonlight revels, go with us; 

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Ohe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
TUa. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away! 

Wo shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 

[ExU Titania with her tram 
Gbe. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this grove 
Till I torment thee for this iqjury. 

My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou remcmberest 
Since once I sat upon a promontory. 

And heard a mermaid on a dolphin’s back 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song, 



And certain stars shot madly from their spheres. 

To b|sar the sea-maid’s music. 

Pu/de, I remember. 

Obe. That very«time I saw, but thou couldst not. 
Flying between tne cold moon and the earth. 

Cupid all arm’d: a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal throned by the wes^ 

And loosed his love-shaft smartlv from his bow, 

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts; 

But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon. 
And the imperial votaress passed on. 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark’d 1 where the bolt of Cupid fell: 

It fell upon a little western flower, 

Before milk-white, now purple with love's wound. 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me th(^ flower; the herb 1 shew’d thee once: 
The juice of *it on sleeping eye-lids laid 
Will make or man or woman madly dote 
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Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this lierb ; and be thou liere again 
Ere the leviathan cuiv- swim a league. 

Puck, 1*11 put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. \^E£iL 

^ Having once this juice, 

1*11 watch Titania when she is asleep, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes. 

The next thing then she waking looks upon, 

He it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull. 

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape. 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love: 

And ere I take this charm from oil* her sight, 

As I can take it with another herb, 

1*11 make her render up her page to mo. 

But who comes here ? I am invisible ; 

And I will overhear their conference. 

Enter Demetiuus, following him. 

Dcm. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
Where is Lysander and fair Hermia? 

The one I’ll slay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou told’st me they wore stolen unto tliis wood; 

And here am I, and wode* within this wood, 

Because I cannot meet my Ilcrmia. 

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hcl. You draw mo, you hard-hearted adamant; 

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is true as steel: leave you your power to draw. 

And I bhall have no power to follow you. 

Dcm l)c 1 entire you? do I speak you fair? 

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 
Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot love you? 

Hcl. And even lor that do I love you the more. 

I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you: 

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me. 
Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave, 

Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

What worser place can I beg in your love — 

And yet a place of high respect with me — 

Than to be used as you use your dog? 

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit, 
For I am sick when I do look on thcc. 

Hd. And I am sick wIkmi I look not on you 
Dcm. You do impeach your mode.sty too iiiucli, 

To leave the city and commit yourself 
Tutu the liands of one that loves you not; 

To triust the opportunity of night 
And the ill counsel of a desert place 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 

Hel. Your virtue is my privilege: for thfit 
It is not night when I do sec your face, 

Therefore I think I am not in the night ; 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company. 

For you in my respect are all the world: 

Then how can it be said I am alone, 

When all the world is here to look on me? 

Dem. ril run from thee and hide me in the brakes. 
And leave thcc to the mercy of wild Injasts. 

Hel. The wildest hath not such a licart as you. 

Run when you will, the story shall be changed: 

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase; 

The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger; bootless speed, 

When cowardice pursues and valour flies. 

Dem, I will not stay thy questions; let me go: 

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But 1 shall do thee mischief in the wood. 


Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field. 

You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 

Wc cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 

We should be woo*d, and were not made to woo. 

Dem. 

I’ll follow thee and make a heaven of hell. 

To die upon the hand I love so well. [Exit. 

Ohe. Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave this 
grove, 

Thou shall fly liim and he shall seek thy love. 

Re-enter FrcK 

Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer. 

Puck. Ay, there it is. 

Obc. I pray thee, give it me. 

I know a bank where the, wild thyme blows, 

Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows, 

Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine, 

With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine : 

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night. 

Lull’d in the.se flowers with dances and delight; 

And there the snake throw.s her enaineird skin, 

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 

And with the juice of this I’ll streak her eyes. 

And make her full of liate.ful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 
With a disdainful youth: anoint his eves. 

But do it when the next thing he espies 
May be the lady : thou shalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with some care that lie may prove 
Afore fond on her than she upon her love: 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Another part of the wood. 

Enter Titania, with her train. 

Tita. Uome, now a roundel* and a fairy 
song; 

Then, for the third part of a minute, hento; 

Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds, 

Some war with rere-inico for their leathern wings, 

To make iny small elves coats, and some keep back 
The clamorous owl that nightly hoots and ^vonders 
At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep; 

Then to your offices and let me rest. 

The Fairies sing. 

You spotted snakes with double tongue, 

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen ; 

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong. 

Come not near our fairy queen. 

Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lullaby; 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby: 

Never harm. 

Nor spell nor charm. 

Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

Weaving spiders, come not here; 

Hence, you long-legg*d spinners, hence! 

Beetles black, approach not near; 

Worm nor snail, do no offence. 

Philomel, with melody, &c. 

32 
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A Fairy. Hence, away! now all is well: 

One aloof stand sentinel. 

[^Exeuni Fairies. Titanta sle^s. 

Enter Obebon, and squeezes the flower on Titamu’s 
eyelids. 

Obe. What thou seest when thou dost wake, 

Do it for thy true-love take, 

Love and languish for his sake: 

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 

Pard, or boar with bristled hair. 

In thy eye that shall appear 
When thou wakest, it is thy dear: 

Wake when some vile thing is near. [Dkiit. 

Enter Lysakdeb and Hebmia. 

Lys. Fair love, you faint With wandering in the wood ; 
And to speak troth, 1 have forgot our way: 

We’ll test us, Hermia, if you thiii^ it good. 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Bo it so, Lysander : find you out a bed ; 

For I upon this bank will rest my head. 


NIGHT'S. DREAM. [Act il 

Lys. One turf shall serve as piUow for us both ; 

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 

Her. Nay, good Lysander, for my sake, my dear. 
Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 

Lys. O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence! 
Love takes the meaning in love’s conference. 

I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit 
So that but one heart we can make of it; 

Two bosoms interchained with an oath; 

So then two bosoms and a single troth. 

Then by your side no bed-room me deny; 

For lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily : 

Now much beshrew my manners and my pride. 

If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
lie further off; in human modesty, 

Such separation as may well be said 
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid. 

So far be distant; and, good night, sweet friend ; 

Thy love ne’er alter till thy sweet life end! 

Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I , 



And then end life when I end loyalty! 

Here is my bed : sleep give thee all his rest ! 

Her. With half that wish the wisher’s eyes be press’d I 

[They deep. 

Enter PuCK. 

Puck. Througb the forest have I gone. 

But Athenian found I none. 

On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower’s force in stirring love. 

Night and silence) who is here? 

Weeds of Athens he doth wear: 
lliis is he, my master said. 

Despised the Athenian maid; 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On the dank and dirty ground. 

Pretty soul! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy. 

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe.^ 

When thou wakest, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy ^did: 

So awake when I am gone; 

For I must now to Oberon. [ExU. 


Enter Deuetkius and Helena, runniwj 

Hd. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetiius 
Dm. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus. 
Hd. 0, wilt thou darkling* leave me ? do • '* **• 
not so. 

Dem. Stay, on thy peril : I alone will go [Pxif. 
Hel. 0, I aq) out of bieath in this fond chase! 

The more my piayer, the lesser is my grace. 

Happy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies; 

For she hath blessed .and attractive eyes. 

How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears: 

If BO, my ^es are oftener wash’d than hers. 

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear; 

For beMts that meet me run away for fear: 

Therefore no marvel though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia’s sphery eyne? 

But who is here ? Lysander ! on the ground i 
Dead? or asleep? I see no blood, no wound. 

Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys. [Avudking.'l And run through fire I will for thy 
sweet sake. 
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Transpateafc Helena 1 Nature shows art, 

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart 
Where is Demetrius t 0, how fit a word 
Is that vile name to perish on my sword 1 
HeL Do not say so, Lysander; say not so. 

What though he love your Hermia ? Lord, what though ^ 
Yet Hermia still love3 you: then be content 
Ljfs. Content with Hermia 1 No; I do repent 
The tedious minutes 1 with her have spent 
Not Hermia but Helena I love: 

Who Mull not change a raven for a dove? 

The will of man is by his reason sway’d; 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe until their season: 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason; 

And touching now the point of human skill. 

Reason becomes the marshal to my will 
And leads me to your eyes, where I o’erlook 
Love’s stories written in love’s richest book. 

HeL Wherefore was 1 to this keen mockery bom? 
When at your hands did I deserve this scorn? 

Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can, 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye. 

But you must fiout my insufficiency? 

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do. 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 


But fare you well: perforce I must confess 
1 thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refus^ 

Should of another therefore be abused! [Exit. 

Lya. She secs not Hermia. Hermia, sleep thou there : 
And never mayst thou come Lysander near! 

For as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings. 

Or as the heresies that men do leave 
Are hated most of those they did deceive. 

So thou, my surfeit and my heresy. 

Of all be hated, but the most of me! 

And, all my powers, address your love and might 
To honour Helen and to be her knight! [ExU. 

Her. [Awaking.'l Help me, Lysander, help me ! do 
thy best 

To pluck this crawling seicp^nt from my breast! 

Ay me, for pity! what a dream was here! 

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear: 

Methought a serpent eat my heart away. 

And you sat smiling at his cruel prey. 

Lysander! what, removed? Lysander! lord! 

What, out of hearing? gone? no sound, no word? 
Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 

Speak, of all loves ! I swoon almost with fear. 

No? then I well perceive you are not nigh: 

Either death or you I’ll find immediately [Exii. 



ACT III. 


Scene I . — The wood. 


Enter Quince, Snug, Uottom, Flute, Snout, and 
Starveling. 

Bot. Are we all met? 

Qttin. Pat^ pat; and here's a mar>'eIlous convenient 
place fur our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our 
stase, this hawthom*brake our tiring<house; and we 
will do it in action as vft will do it befo;e tlio duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince — 

Quin. What sayest thou, bully Bottom ? 

Bd. There are things in this comedy of Pyramus 
and Thisby that will never please. First, Pyramus 
must draw a swoixl to kill himsell ; which the ladies 
cannot abide. How answer you that ^ 

Snout. By’r lakin,* a parlous* fear. iiwifciM. 

&ar. I believe we must leave the killing out, when 
all IS done. 

Bot. Not a whit: I have a device to make all well 
Write me a prologue ; and let the prologue seem to say, 
we will do no harm with our swords and that Pyramus 
is not killed indeed ; and, for the more better assurance, 
tell them that I Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom 
the weaver: this will put them out of fear. 

Quin. Well, we will have such a prologue; and it 
shall bo written in eight and six.* * un* •jriwii* 

Bot, No, make it two more; let it be written in 
eight and eiglit. 

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeaid of the lion? 

Star, I fear it, I promise you. 

Bot, Masters, you oudit to consider with yourselves : 
to bring in — God shield us I — a Uon among ladies, is 
a most dreadful thing; for there is not a more fear- 
ful wild-fowl than your lion living; and we ought to 
look to’t. 

Snout, Therefora another prologue must tell he is 
not a lion. 

BoL Nay, you must name his name, and half his 
face must be seen through the lion's neck: and he 
himself must speak through, saying thus, or to the 
same defect — Ladies' or 'Fair ladies, 1 would wish 
you,' or ‘I would request you,' or 'I would entreat 


Titamia lying adeep, 

you, not to fear, uot to tremble: my life for yours If 
you think 1 come hither os a lion, it were pity of my 
life: no, I am no such thing; I am a man as other 
men are;' and there indeed let him name his name, aiul 
tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner 
Quin. Well, it shall be so. But there is two haul 
things; that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber, 
for, you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by moonlight 
Snout. Doth the moon shine that night we play our 
play? ^ 

Bot. A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanac; 
find out moonshine, find out moonshine. 

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that night 
JSW. Why, then may you leave a casement of the 
great chamber window, where we play, ojien, and the 
moon may shine in at the casement. 

Quxn. Ay ; or else one must come in with a bush of 
thorns and a lanthorn, and say he comes to disfigure, 
or to present, the person of Aloonshine. Then, there is 
another thing : we must have a wall iii the great cham- 
ber; for Pyramus and Thisby, says the story, did talk 
through the chink of a wall 
Snout. You can never bring in a wall. What say you. 
Bottom ? 

Boi. Some maiv or other must present Wall : and let 
him have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough- 
cast about him, to signify wall; and let him hold his 
fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyramus and 
Tfauby whisper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit 
down, every mother's son, and rehearse your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken your speech, 
enter into that brake: and so every one according to 
his cue. 

Enter Puck behind. 

Fuek. What hempen home-spuiu have we swaggering 
here, 

So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 

What, a play toward! IH be an auditor; 

An actor too perliapa, if I see cause. 
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Quin. Speak, ryramua. Thiaby, stand forth. 

B(A, Thiaby, the flowers of odious savours sweet — 

Quin. Odours, odours. 

Bot. odours savours sweet: 

So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear. 

But hark, a voice I stay thou but here awhile. 

And by and by I will to thee appear. [ExU. 

Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er jilay’d here 

[Ejot. 

Flu. Must I speak now' ? 

Qu%n. Ay, marry, must you; for you must under- 
stand he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and is 
to come again. 

Flu. Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue. 

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier. 

Most brisky juvenal and eke most lovely Jew, 

As tme as truest horse that yet would never tire, 

I’ll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny’s tomb. 

Quin. ‘ Ninus’ tomb,’ man : why, you must not speak 
^hat yet : that you answer to Pyramus : you speak all 


your part at once, cues and all. Pyramus, enter: your 
cue is past; it is, ‘never tire.’ 

Flu. O, — As true as truest horse, that yet would 
never tiro. 

Re-enter Pock, and Bottom with an ass's head 

Bot. If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine 
^tn. 0 monstrous ! <3 strange ! w’e are haunted. 
Pray, masters! fly, masteis! Help! 

[^Exeunt Quince, Snug, Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 
Fuck. I’ll follow you. I’ll lead you about a round, 
Through bog, through bush, through brake, through 
brier . 

Sometime a horse I’ll l>e, sometime a hound, 

A ho", a headless bear, sometime a Are; 

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and bum. 
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. [JSint 
Bot. Why do they nin away? this is a knavery ot 
them to make me ateard. 



Re-enter Snout. 

Snout. 0 Bottom, thou art changed! what do I see 
on thee ? 

Bot. What do you see ? you see an ass-head of your 
own, do you ? [ExU Snout. 

Re-enter Quince. 

Quin. Bless thee. Bottom! bless thee! thou art tran- 
slated. _ ^ [ExU. 

Bot. I see their knavery: this is to make on ass of 
me ; to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir from 
this place, do what they can: I will walk up and down 
here, and I will sing, that they shall hear I am not 
alHiid. 

The ousel cock* so black of hue, * 

With orange-tawmy bill, 

The throstle with his note so true. 

The wren with little quill, — 


TUa. [Avmking] ^Vhat angel wakes me from iii> 
flowery bed ? 

Bta. [<Stny« ] 

The finch, the sparrow, and the lark. 

The plain-song cuckoo gray. 

Whose note full many a man doth mark. 

And dares not answer nay; — 

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a bird? 
who would give a bird the he, though he cry ‘cuckoo’ 
never so ? 

TUa. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 

Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note; 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; 

And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me 
On the first view to say, to swear, 1 love thee. 

Bot. Metliinks, mistress, you should have little reason 
for that: and yet^ to say the truth, reason and love 
keep little company tc^ther now-a-days; the more the 
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pity that some honest neighbours will not make them 
friends. Nay, I can gleek* upon occasion. *'*•• 

Ttto. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not so, neither: but if I had wit enough to 
get out of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own 
turn. 

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go: 

Thou shalt mmain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit of no common rate: 

The summer still doth tend upon my state; 

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me; 

I’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee, 

And they sh^ fetch thee jewels from the deep, 

And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep: 

And I will purge thy mortal grossneas so 
That thou shalt like an airy spirit go. 

Peaseblossom ! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed! 

EiUer Feasi:bix)ssom, Cobweb, Moth, and Mustardseed. 

Peat. Heady. 

Cob. And I. 


Moth, And I. 

Mua. And I. 

All. Where shall we go? 

TUa. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman; 

Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes; 

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries. 

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries, 

The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees, 

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thiglis 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes. 

To have my love to bed and to arise; 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies 
To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes : 

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

Peax. Hail, mortal! 

Cob. HaUI 
Moth. Hail I 
Mus. Hail ! 

Bot. I cry your worships mercy, heartily: I beseech 
your worship’s name. 

Cob. Cobweb. 



Bot. 1 shall desire you of more acquaintance, good 
h^ter Cobweb : if I cut my finger, I shall make Mid 
with you. Your name, honest gentleman? 

Peas. Peaseblossom. 

Bot. I pray you, commend me to Mistress Squash, 
your mother, and to Master Peascod, your father. Good 
Master Peaseblossom, I shall desire you of more ac- 
quaintance too. Your name, I beseech you, sir? 

Mv*. Mustardseed. 

Arf. Good Master Mustardseed, I know your patience 
well: that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef hath de- 
voured many a j^tleman of your house: I promise 
ou your kindred hath made my ^es water ere now. 

dnire your more acquaintance, good Master Mustard- 

Tita. Come, wait upon him; lead him to my bower. 

The moon methinks looks with a watery eye; 

And when she weeps, weeps every little flower. 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love’s tongue, bring him sflently. [Bxeimt. 


Scene II. — Another part of the vfood 
Enter Oberon. 

Obe. I wonder i^Titania be awaked; 

Then, what it was that next came in her eye. 
Which she must dote on. in extremity. 

Here comes my messenger. 

Enter PuCK. 

How now, mad spirit! , 

What night-rule* now about this haunted grove ? • 
Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower. 

While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 

A crow of patches, rude mechanicals, 

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls. 

Were met together to rehearse a play 
Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial my. 

The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort. 

Who Pyramus presented, in their i^rt 
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Forsook his scene and enter'd in a brake: 

When 1 did him at this advanta^ take, 

An ass’s note 1 fixed on his head: 

Anon his Thisbe must be answered, 

And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy. 
As' wild geese that the creeping fowler eye. 

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort. 

Rising and cawing at the gun's report, 


Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky. 

So, at his sight, away Ins fellows fiy; 

And, at our stamp, here o'er and o’er one falls; 

He murder eries and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong. 
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong; 

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch; 

Some sleeves, some hats, from yielders uU things catch. 



I led them on m this distracted fear. 

And left sweet Pyramus translated there : 

When in that moment, so it came to pass, 
Titama waked and straightway loved an ass. 

Obe This falls out better than I could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch’d* the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do? 


Fuck. I took him sleeping — ^that is finish'd too — 
And the Athenian woman by his side; 

That, when he waked, of force she must be eyed 

Enter Hekmia and Demetrius. 

Obe. Stand close: this is the same Athenian. 
Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man 



Dtm. 0, why rebuke you him that loves you so? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but emde; but I should use thee 
worse. 

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep. 

Being o’er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep. 

And kill me too. 


The sun was not so true unto the day 
As he to mo: would he have stolen away 
From sleeping Hermia? I’ll believe as soon 
This whole earth may be bored and that the moon 
May through the centre creep and so displease 
Her brother’s noontide with the Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him ; 

So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim. 
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Dtm. So should the murder’d look, and so should I, 
Pierced through the heart with your stem cruelty: 

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear. 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Htr. What’s this to my Lysander? where is he? 

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 

Dtm.. I had rather give his carcass to my hounda 
Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! thou drivest me past the 
bounds 

Of maiden’s patience. Hast tliou slain him, then? 
Henceforth be never number’d among men ! 

O, once tell trae, tell true, even for my sake: 

Durst thou have look’d upon him being awake. 

And hast thou killed him sleeping ? O brave touch ! 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much? 

An adder did it; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

Dtm. You spend your passion on a misprised mood: 
I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood; 

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

Htr. 1 pray thee, tell me then that he is well. 

Dtm. An if I could, what should I get therefore? 
Htr. A privilege never to see me more. 

And from thy hated presence part I so: 

See me no more, whether he be dead or no. [ExH. 

Dtm. There is no following her in this liercc vein: 
Here therefore for a while I will remain. 

So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe; 

Which now in some alight measure it will pay, 

If for his tender here I make some stay. 

[Lies down and daps. 
Obt. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken quite 
And laid tlie love>juice on some true-love’s sight : 

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 

Some true love turn’d and not a false tumd true. 

Puck. Then fate o’er-roles, that, one man holding 
troth, 

A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 

Obt. About the wood go swifter than the wind. 

And Helena of Athens look thou And: 

All fancy-sick she is and pale of chcer,^ 

With sighs of love, that costs the fresh blood dear: 

By some illusion see thou bring her here: 

I’ll charm his eyes against she do appear. 

Puck. I go, I go; look how I go, 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartars bow. [EkU. 

Obt. Flower of this purple dye. 

Hit with Cupid’s archery. 

Sink in apple of his eye. 

When his love he doth espy. 

Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. 

When tbon wakest, if she be by 
of her for remedy. 

lU-enter Puck. 

Puck. Captain of onr faitr bond, 

Hmena is here at hand; 

And the youth, mistook by me. 

Pleading for a lover’s fee. 

Shall we their fond pageant see? 

Lord, what fools these mortals be! 

Obt. Stand aside: the noise they make 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once woo one; 

That most needs be sport alone; 

And those things do Imt please me 
That befiJ prepostetonsly.* 


Enter Lysander and Helena. 

Lys. Why should you think that I should woo in 
scorn? 

Scorn and derision never come in tears; 

Look, when I vow, I weep; and vows so born. 

In their nativity all truth appears. 

How can these things in me seem scorn to you, 

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true? 

Htl. You do advance your cunning more and more. 
When truth kiUs truth, O devilish-holy fray! 

These vows are Hermia’s: will you give her o’er? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh: 
Your vows to her and me, put in two scales. 

Will even weigh, and both as light as tales. 

£yt. I had no judgment when to her I swore. 

Htl. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o’er. 
Zys. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 

Dim. [Awaking.'^ 0 Helen, goddess, nymph, perlect, 
divine ’. 

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne? 

Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow! 

That pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 

Fann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow 
When thou hold'st up thy hand : 0, let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss! 

Ha. 0 spite! 0 hell! I see you all are bent 
'To set against me for your memment : 

If you were civil and knew courtesy, 

Yon would not do me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me, as 1 know you do. 

But you must join in souls to mock me too? 

If you were men, as men you are in show. 

You would not use a gentle lady so; 

To vow, and swear, and superpiaiso roy parts, 

Wlien T am sure you hate me u’ith your heaits. 

You both are rivals, and love Hermia; -■ 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena: 

A trim exploit, a manly* enterprise. 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes 
With your derision! none of noble sort 
Would so offend a virgin and extort 
A poor soul’s patience, all to make you sport. 

Lyt. You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so ; 

For you love Hermia; this yon know 1 know; 

And here, with all good will, with all my heart. 

In Hermia’s love I yield you up my part; 

And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 

Whom I do love and will do till my death. 

Htl. Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will none: 

If e’er I loved her, all that love is gone. 

My heart to her but as guest-wise sojourn’d, 

And now to Helen is it home return’d. 

There to remain. 

Lyt. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem Dispara^ not the faith thou dost not know, 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.* »p»jdMriytor». 

Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear. 

Re-tTUtr Hehmia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function’ takes, 
Tiie ear more quick of apprehension makes; 

Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 

It pays the hearing double recompense. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 

Mine ear, I tba^k it, brought me to thy soundi 
But why unkindiy didst thou leave me so? 
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Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth press to 
go? 

Her. What love could press Lysander from my side? 
Lya. Lysander’s love, trat would not let him bide. 
Fair Helena, wlio more engilds the night 
Than all yon tiery oes and eyes of light. 

Why seek’st thou me? could not this make thee know. 
The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so? 

Her. You speak not as you think: it cannot be. 

Hel. Lo, she is one of this confederacy 1 
Now I perceive they have conjoin’d all three 
To fashion this false sport, in spite of roe. 

Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid ! 

Have you conspired, have you with these contrived 
To bait me with this foul derision? 

Is all the counsel that we two have shared. 

The sisters* vows, the hours that we have spent. 

When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us — O, is it all foi^rot? 

All school-days’ friendship, childhood innocence t 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods. 

Have with our needles created both one flower. 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion. 

Both warbling of one song, bbtli in one key. 

As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds. 

Had been incorporate. So we grew together. 

Like to a double cherry, seeming part^. 

But yet an union in partition ; 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem; 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart; 

Two of the first, like coats in heraldry. 

Due but to one and crowned with one crest. 

And will you rent our ancient love asunder. 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 

It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly : 

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it, 

Though 1 alone do feel the injury. 

Her. I am amazed at your passionate words. 

I scorn you not: it seems that you scorn me. 

Hd. Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 

To follow me and praise my eyes and face? 

And made your other love, Demetrius, 

Who even but now did spurn me with his foot. 

To call mo goddess, nymph, divine and rare, 

Precious, celestial? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul. 

And tender me, forsooth, affection. 

But by your setting on, by your consent? 

What though I be not so in grace as you. 

So hung upon with love, so fortunate. 

But miseraW most, to love unloved ? 

This you should pity rather than despise. 

Her. I understand not what you mean by this. 

Hel. Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks. 

Make mouths upon me when I turn iny back; 

Wink each at other ; hold the sweet jest up : 

This sport, well earned, shall be chronicled. 

If you have any pity, grace, or manners. 

You would not make me such an argument. 

Bub fare ye well: 'tis partly my own fault; 

Which death or absence soon shall remedy. 

Lya. Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse: 

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena! 

Hd. O excellent! 

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

Dem. If she cannot entreat, 1 can compel. 

Lya. Thou canst compel no more than she entreat: 
Thy threats have no more strength than her weak prayers. 


Helen, I love thee; by my life, I do: 

I swear by that which I will lose for thee. 

To prove him false that says I love thee not 
Dem. I say I love thee more than he can do. 

Lya. If thou soy so, withdraw, and prove it too. 

Dem. Quick, come! 

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this? 

Lya. Away, you £thio[)e! 

Dem. No, no; he’ll . . . 

Seem to break loose; take ou os you would follow 
But yet come not: you are a tame man, go! 

Lya. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! vile thing, kt 
loose. 

Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent! 

Her. Why ore you grown so rude? what change is 
this ? 

Sweet love — 

Lys. Thy love ! dut, tawny Tartar, out ! 

Out, loathed medicine ! hated potion, hence 1 
Her. Do you not jest ? 

Hel. Yes, sooth ; and so do you. 

Lya. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 

Dem. I would I had your bond, for I perceive 
A weak lx)nd holds you: I'll not trust yorir word. 

Lys. What, shoidd I hurt her, strike her, kill her dead ? 
Although I hate her. I’ll not harm her so. 

Her. What, can you do me greater harm than hate? 
Hate me! wherefore? 0 me! what news, my love! 

Am not I Hermia? are not you Lysander? 

I am as fair now as I was erewhile. 

Since night you loved me : yet since night you left me : 
Why, then you left me — O, the gods forbid! — 

In earnest, shall I say? 

Lya. Ay, by my life; 

And never did desire to see thee more. 

Therefore be out of hope, of question, of doubt ; 

Be certain, nothing truer; 'tis no jest 
That I do hate thee and love Helena. 

Her. 0 me ! you juggler ! you canker-blossom ! 

You thief of love! what, have you come by night 
And stolen my love’s heart from him? 

Hd. Fine, i' faith! 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame. 

No touch of bashfulness? What, will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue? 

Fie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppet, you! 

Her. Puppet ? why so ? ay, that way goes the game. 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures; she hath mged her height; 

And with her i)ersonage, her tall personage. 

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail’d with him. 

And are you grown so high in his esteem. 

Because I am so dwarfish and so low? 

How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak; 

How low am I ? 1 am not yet so low 

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

Hel. I pray’ you, though you mock me, gentlemen. 
Let her not hurt me: I was never curst;' 

1 have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 

I am a right maid for my cowardice : 

Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think. 
Because she is something lower than myself. 

That I can match her. 

Her. Lower! hark, again. 

Hd. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 

I evermore did love you, Hermia, 

Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d you ; 

Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told him of your stealth unto this wood. 

33 
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He follow’d you; for love I follow’d him; 

But he hath chid me hence and threaten’d me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too: 

And now, so you will let me quiet go. 

To Athens will I bear my folly back. 

And follow you no. further : lijt me go : 

You see how simple and how fond’ I am. iroouth. 

Htr. Why, get you gone : who is’t that hinders you ? 
Hel. A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 

Her. What, with Lysander? 

Hel. With Demetrius. 

Lys. Bo not afraid ; she shall not harm thee, Helena. 
Dan. No, sir, she shall not, though you take her part. 
Hel. O, when she’s angry, she is keen and shrewd! 
She was a vixen when she went to school; 

And though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her. ‘Little’ again! nothing but ‘low’ and ‘little’! 
W’hy will you suffer her to flout me thus? 

Let mo come to her. 

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf; 

You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made; 

You bead, you acorn. 

Dem. You are too officious 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 

Let her alone : speak nut of Helena ; 

Take not her part; for, if thou dost intend 
Never so little show of love to her. 

Thou shalt aby it. 

Lys. Now she holds me not; 

Now follow, if thou darest, to try whose right. 

Of thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

Dan. Follow! nay. I’ll go with thee, cheek by jole. 

Lysander and Demetrius. 

Her. Y'ou, mistress, all this coil is ’long of you: 

Nay, go not back. 

Hel. I will not trust you, T, 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 

Your hands than mine ore quicker for a fray. 

My legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit. 

Ha. I am amazed, and know not what to say. [Exit. 
Obe. This is thy negligence: still thou mistakest. 

Or else committ’st thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puck. Believe me, king of Shadows, I mistook. 

Did not you tell me I should know the man 
By the Athenian garment he had on? 

And so far blameless proves my enterprise. 

That 1 have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes; 

And so far am I glad it so did sort 
As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Obe. Thou see’st these lovers seek a place to fight: 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night; 

The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog as black as Acheron, 

And lead these testy rivals so astray 
As one come not within another's way. 

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue. 

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 

And from each other look thou lead them thus, 

TUI o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden 1^ and batty wings doth creep: 

Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye; 

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property. 

To take ffom thence all error with his might. 

And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight. 

When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision, 

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend. 

With league whose date till death shall never end. 


Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 

I’ll to my queen and beg her Indian toy; 

And then I will her charmed eye release 

From monster's view, and all things shall be pence. 

Puck. My fairy lord, this must be done with haste, 
For night’s swift di'agons cut the clouds full fast. 

And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger; 

At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there. 
Troop home to churcliynrds : damned spirits all. 

That in crossways and floods have burial, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone; 

Fur fear lest day should look their shames upon. 

They wilfully themselves exile from light 

And must for aye consort with black-brow’d night. 

Obe. Blit wo are spirits of another sort : 

I w'itli the morning’s love have oft made sport. 

And, like a forester, the groves may tread. 

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red. 

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams. 

Turns into yellow gold his salt green streams. 

But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay : 

We may effect this business yet ere day. [Exit. 

Puck. Up and down, up and down, 

I will lead them up and down : 

I am fear’d in field and town : 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. 

Be-enta Lysandek. 

Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius ? speak thou 
now. 

Puck. Here, villain ; drawn and ready. Where art 
thou ? 

Lys. I will be with thee straight. 

Puck. Follow me, then. 

To plainer ground. [Exit Lysanda, as following the voice. 

lie-enter Demetrius. «• 

Dem. Lysander ! speak again : 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ? 

Speak ! In some bush ? W’liere dost thou hide thy head ? 

Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars. 
Telling the bashes that thou look’st for wars. 

And wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thou child ; 
I’ll whip thee with a rod; he is defiled 
That draws a sword on thee. 

Dem. Y'ea, art thou there? 

Puck. Follow my voice: we’ll tiy no manhood here 

[Exewit 

JSe-enter Lysander. 

Lys. lie goes before me and still dares me on: 
When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 

The villain is much lighter-heel’d than I: 

I follow’d fast, but faster he did fly; 

That fallen am I in dark* uneven way. 

And here will rest me. [Lies dotan.] Come, thou gentle 
day! 

For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 

I’il find Demetrius and revenge tliis spite. 

Re-aUer PuCK and Demetrius. 

Puck. Ho, ho, ho! Coward, why coniest thou not? 
Dem. Abide me, if thou darest; for well I wol 
Tliou runn’st before me, shifting every place. 

And darest not stand, nor look me in the face 
Wliere art thoufnow? 

Puck, Come hither: I am here. 
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Dm. Nay, then, tliou mock’st me. Thou shalt buy 
this dear, 

If ever I thy face by, daylight see: 

Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed. 

By day’s approach look to bo visited. 

[LUa down and Bleeps. 

Be-erUer Helena. 

Htl. O weary night, 0 long and tedious night. 

Abate thy hours! Shine comforts from the east. 

That I may back to Athens by daylight, 

From these that my poor company detest: 


And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye. 

Steal me awhile from mine own company. 

[Lies down and sleeps. 

Puck. Yet but three? Como one more; 

Two of both kinds makes up tour. 

Here she comes, curst and sad : 

Cupid is a knavish lad, 

Thus to make poor lemales mad. 

Re-enter Hebmia. 

Her. Never so weary, never so in woe, 

Bedabbled with the dew and torn witli briers, 



I can no further crawl, no further go; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 

Here will I rest me till the break of day. 

Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! 

[Lies doum and sleeps. 

Puck. On the ground 
Sleep sound: 

I’ll apply 
To your eye. 

Gentle lover, remedy. 

[Squeenng the juice on Lymnder’s eyes. 


WTien thou wakest. 

Thou takest 
True delight 
In the sight 

Of thy former lady’s eye: 

And the country proverb known, 

That every man should take his own. 

In your waking shall be shown : 

Jack shall have J dl ; 

Nought shall go ill; 

Tlie man sliall ha>e his mare again, and all shall lie 
well, [ExU. 






ACT 1 . 

ScEME L—The same. Lysandeb, Demetrius, Helena, and Hermia lying asltep. 


Enter Titanu and BOTTOM; Peaseblossom, Cobweb, 

Moth, Mustardseed, and other Fairies attending; 

Obebon behind unseen, 

Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed. 
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy. 

And stick musk^roses in thy sleek smooth head. 

And kiss thy fair lai-ge ears, my gentle joy, 

IM. Where's Peaseblossom? 

Peas. Beady. 

Bot. Scratch my head, Peaseblossom. Where's Moun-> 
sieur Cobweb? 

Cti}. Beady. 

Bot. Mounsieur Cobweb, good mounsieur, get you 
your weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped 
humble-bee on the top of a thistle; and, good inoun- 
sieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself too 
much in the action, mounsieur; and, good mounsieur, 
have a care the honey-bag break not; I would be loath 
to have you overflown with a honey-bag, signior. Where's 
Mounsieur Mustardseed? 

Mut. Beady. 


Bot. Give me your neaf,* Mounsieur Mustard- **■'•*• 
seed. Pray you, leave your courtesy, good mounsieur. 

Mns. What's your will? 

Bot. Nothing, good mounsieur, but to help Cavaleiy 
Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber’s, mounsieur; 
for methinks I am marvellous hairy abont the face : 
and 1 am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle 
me, I must scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my swoet 
love? 

Bot. I have a reasonable good ear in music. 

Let’s have the tongs and the bones. 

Tita. Or say, sweet love, wl.at thou desirest tti eat. 

B(d. Truly, a peck of provender; I could inuncli 
your good dry oats. Methinks I have a great deiire to 
a bottle of hay : good bay, sweet hay, hath no fdlow. 

Tita. I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Bot. I had rather have a handful or two of dried 

n s. But, I pmy yon, let none of your people stir me : 
lave an exj^ition of sleep come upon roe. 

TiUu Sleep (hou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 
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Fairies, be gone, and be all ways* away. iiatudincumu. 

[Exeunt fairies. 

So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle 
Gently eutwist; the female ivy so 
Enrings the bai'ky fingers of the elm. 

0, how I love thee! how I dote on thee! [They deep. 

Enter Puck. 

Ohe. [Advandiig,] Welcome, good Bobin. See'st thou 
this sweet sight? 

Her dotage now 1 do begin to pity : 

For, meeting her of late behind the wood. 

Seeking sweet favours for this hateful fool, 

I did upbraid her and fall out with her; 

For she his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers; 

And that some dew, which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls. 

Stood now within the pretty flowerets' eyes 
Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail 
When 1 had at my pleasure taunted her 
And she in mild terms begg’d my patience, 

1 then did ask of her her changeling child; 

Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 

And now I have the bo}', I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes : 

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain; 

That, he awaking when the other do. 

May all to Athens back again repair. 

And think no more of this night’s accidents 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 

But first I will release the fairy queen. 

Be as thou wast wont to be; 

See as thou wast wont to see: 

Diau’s bud o’er Cupid’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 

Now, my Titania; wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tita. My Oberon! what visions have 1 seen! 
Methought I was enamour’d of an ass. 

Obe. There lies your love. 

Tita, How came these things to pass? 

O, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now! 

Obe. Silence awhile. Bobin, take off this head. 
Titania, music call: and strike more dead 
Tiian common sleep of all these five the sense. 

Tita. Music, ho; music, such as charmeth sleep! 

[Music, stilt. 

Puck. Now, when thou wakest, with thine own fool’s 
e^es peep. 

Obe. Sound, music 1 Come, my queen, take hands 
with me, 

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 

Now thou and I are new in amity 
And will to-morrow midnight solemnly 
Cance in Duke Theseus’ house triumphantly 
And bless it to all fair prosperity: 

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, Idl in jollity. 

Pude. Fairy king, attend, and mark: 

I do hear the morning lark. 

Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad. 

Trip we after the night’s shade: 

We the globe can compass soon. 

Swifter than the wandering moon. 

Tita. Come, my lord, and in our flight 
Tell me how it came this night 


That I sleeping here w’as found 

With these mortals on the ground. [Exeunt. 

[Moms winded within. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and train. 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester; 

For now our observation* is perform’d; 

And since we have the vaward of the day. 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds. 

Uncouple in the western valley; let them go: 

Dispatch, I say, and find the forester. [Exit an Attendant. 
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once. 

When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding; for,' besides the groves. 

The skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem’d all one mutual cry: I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My bounds are bred out of the Spartan kind. 
So fiew’d, so sanded, and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee’d, and dew-lapp’d like Thessalian bulls; 

Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells. 

Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn. 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly: 

Judge when you hear. But, soft! what nymphs are 
these? 

Eye. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 

And this, Lysander; this Demetnus is; 

This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena: 

1 wonder of their being here together. 

The. No doubt they rose up early to observe 
The rite of May, and, hearing our intent. 

Came here in grace of our solemnity. 

But speak, Egeus; is not this the day 

That Hermia should give answer of her choice ? 

Ege. It is, my lord. 

Ttie. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their boms. 
[Homs and shmU within. Lys., Dem., Hel., and Her. 

wake and start up. 

Good morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past: 

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Lys. Pardon, my lord. 

the. I pray you all, stand up 

I know you two are rival enemies: 

How comes this gentle concord in the world. 

That hatred is so far from jealousy. 

To sleep by hate, and fear no emnity? 

Lys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly. 

Half sleep, half waking: but as yet, I swear, 

I cannot truly say how I came here; 

But, as I think— for tmly would I speak. 

And now do I bethink me, so it is — 

I came with Hermia hither: our intent 

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 

Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord; you have enough: 

I beg the law, the law, upon his head. 

They would have stolen away; they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me. 

You of your wife and me of my consent. 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Jhn. My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth. 
Of this their purpose hither to this wood ; 

An d I in fury hither follow’d them. 
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Fair Helena in fancy* following me. 

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power — 

But by some power it is — my love to Herniia, 

MeIU>d as the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gaud 
Which in my childhood I did dote upon; 

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 

The object and the pleasure of mine eye. 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord. 

Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia: 

But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food; 

But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 

Now I do wish it, love it, long for it. 

And will for evermore be true to it 

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met : 

Of this discourse we more will hear anon. 

Egeus, I will overbear your will; 

For in the temple, by and by, with us 
These couples shall eternally knit: 

And, for the morning now is something worn. 



Our purposed hunting shall be set aside. 

Away with us to Athens; three and three, 

~We’ll hold a feast in great solemnity. 

Come, Hippolyta. [JSreunf Tlu., Hip., Hge., and train. 

Dm.. These thin^ seem small and undistinguishable, 
like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 

Her. Methinks I see these things with parted eye, 
When every thing seems double. 

Hd. So methinks: 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel. 

Mine own, and not mine own. 

Dm. Are you sure 

That we are awake? It seems to me 
That yet we sleep, we dream. Do not you think 
The duke was here, and bid us follow him? 

Her. Yea; and my fhther. 

Hd. And Hippolyta. 

Aya And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why, then, we are awake: let's follow him; 
And by the way let us recount our dreams. [Exeunt. 
Bat. [Avxdsing.'l When my cue comes, call me, and 


NIGHT’S DREAM. [Acrr iv. 

I will answer : my next is, ‘ Most fair Pyraxnus.’ Heigh- 
ho ' Peter Quince ! Flute, the bellows-mender ! Snout, 
the tinker ! Starveling ! God’s my life, stolen hence, and 
left me asleep I I have had a most rare vision. I hove 
had a dream, past the wit of man to say Avhnt dieam 
it M-as : man is but an ass, if ho go about to expound 
this dream. Methought I was — there is no man can 
tell what. Methought I was — and methought I had — 
but man is but a imtched fool, if he will offer to say 
what methought I had. The eye of man hath not heanl, 
the ear of man hath not seen, man’s hand is not able 
to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart to report, 
what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince to write 
a ballad of this dream : it shall be called Bottom’s Dream, 
because it hath no bottom; and 1 will sing it in the 
latter end of a play, before the duke: peradventure, to 
make it the more gracious, 1 shall sing it at her death. 

[Exit. 

Scene II. — Athens. Quince’s house. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and Stauvelino. 

Quin. Have you scut to Bottom’s house ? is he come 
home yet? 

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is 
transported.* ' rrai»»on««a. 

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marivd: it 
goes not forward, doth it? 

Quin. It is not possible: you have not a man in all 
Athens able to discharge Pyramus but he. 

Flu. No, he hath simply the best wit of any handi- 
craft man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the liest person too; and he is a very 
paramour for a sweet voice. 

Flu. You must say ‘ paragon :’ a paramour is, God 
bless us, a thing of naught. 

Enter Snuu. 

Snuff. Masters, the duke is coming from the temiilc, 
and there is two or three lords and ladies more married : 
if our spCrt had gone forwaixl, we had all been made 
men. 

Flu. 0 sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he lost six- 
pence a day during his life; he could not have ’scaped 
sixpence a day: an the duke had not given him six- 
pence a day for jdaying Pyramus, I’ll be hanged; he 
would have deserved it : sixpence a day in Pyramus, or 
nothing. 

Enter Bottom. 

Eot. Where are these lads ? where are these hearts ? 

Quin. Bottom ! 0 most courageous day ! 0 most 
happy hour! » 

Eot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders: but ask 
me not what; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. 
1 will tell you every thing, right os it fell out. 

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Ifottom. 

Eot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you is, 
that the duke hath dined. Get your apparel ti^ther, 
good strings to your beards, new ribbons to your pumm ; 
meet presently at the palace ; every roan look o’er his 
part ; for the short and the long is, our play is pn ferred. 
In any case, let Thisby have clean linen ; and |et nut 
him that plays the lion pare his nails, for they shall 
hang out for the lion’s claws. And, most dear actors, eat 
no onions nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet breath ; 
and I do not doubt but to hear them say, it is a sweet 
comedy. No more words : away ! go, away ! [Exeunt. 




ACT V. 

Scene I. — Atiuns. The palace of Theseus. 


Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, Lords, and 
Attendants. 

Hip. Tia strange, my Theseus, that these lovers speak 
of. 

The. More strange than true: I never may believe 
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers and madmen have such seetluug brains. 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More tlian cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, tlie lover, and the poet 
Are of imagination all compact: 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold. 

That is, the madman: the lover, all as frantic. 

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Ejgypt: 

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling. 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven ; 

And as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation and a name. 

Such trie s hath strong imagination. 


That, if it would but apprehend some joy, 

It comprehends some buiiger of that juy, 

Or in the night, imagining some fear. 

How easy is a- bush supposed a bear ! 

Hip. But all tlie story of the night told over, 

And all their minds transfigured so together. 

More witnesseth than fancy’s images. 

And grows to something of great constancy ^ 

But, howsoever, strange and admirable. 

The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and Helena. 

Joy, gentle friends! joy and fresh days of love 
Accompany your hearts ! 

Lys. More than to us 

Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed ! 

Tlu. Come now; what masques, what dances shall 
we have. 

To wear away this long age of three hours 
Between our after-supper and bed-time? 

Where is our usual manager of mirth? 

What revels are in hand ? Is there no play, 
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To ease the anguish of a torturing hour? 

Call Philostrate. 

Phil. Here, mighty Theseus. 

The. Say, what abridgment* have yon for * 
this evening 7 

What mastiue ? what music ? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? 

Phil. There is a brief how many sports are ripe: 
Make choice of which your highness will see first. 

[Oiving a paper. 

The. [i?ea<fs.] ‘The battle with the Centaurs, to be 
sung 

By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.* 

We'll none of that: that have I told my love. 

In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 

[Rmda.'\ ‘The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.’ 

That is an old device ; and it was play’d 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

[.Reads.] ' The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 
Of Learning, late deceased in beggary.’ 

That is some satire, keen and criticcd. 

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

[Reade.] ' A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus 
And bis love Thisbe; very tragical mirth.’ 

Merry and tragical! tedious and brief! 

That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow. 

How shall we find the concord of this discord? 

Phil. A play there is, luy lord, some ten woixls long. 
Which is as brief as 1 have known a play. 

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long. 

Which makes it tedious; for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted: 

And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 

Which, when I saw rehearsed, 1 must confess, 

Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What are they that do play it? 
i%t/. Hard-handed men that work in Athens here. 
Which never labour'd in their minds till now, 

And now have toil’d their unbreathed memories 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 

Tlu. And we will hear it. 

Phil. No, iny noble lord; 

It is not for you: I have heard it over. 

And it is nothing, nothing in the world; 

Unless you can find sport in their intents, 

Extrenruy stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain. 

To do you service. 

The. I will hear that play; 

For never any thing can be amiss. 

When simpleness and duty tender it 

Go, bring them in : and take your places, ladies. 

[ExU Philostrale. 

Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o’ercharged 
And duty in his service perishing. 

The. Why, gentle sweet you shall see no such thing. 
Hip. He says they can do nothing in this kind. 

TAs. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 
Our sport shall be to take what they mistake: 

And what poor duty cannot do, noble respect 
Takes it in might* not merit •wiu.im«UM. 

Where 1 have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes; 

Where I have seen them shiver and look pale. 

Make periods in the midst of sentences, 

Throttle their practised accent in their fears 
And in condnsion dumbly have broke off. 


Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet 
Out of this silence yet I pick’d a welcome; 

And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read os much as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity 
In least speak most to my capacity. 

Ite-enter Philobtuate. 

Phil. So please your grace, the Prologue is address'd. 
The. Let nim approach. [Flourish of trumpets. 

Enter Quince /or the Prologua 

Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 

That vou should think we onme not to offend. 

But with good will To show our simple skill, 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Consider then we come but in despite. 

We do not come as minding to content you. 

Our true intent is. All for your delight 
We are not hera That yon should here repent you. 

The actors are at hand and by their show 
You shall know all that you are like to know. 

The. This felluw doth not stand upon points. 

Zys. He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt ; he 
knows not the stop. A good moral, iny lord: it is not 
enough to speak, but to speak true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath played on his prologue like a 
child on a recorder; a sound, but not in government. 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain ; nothing 
unpaired, but all disordered. Who is next? 

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Waix, Moonshine, anti Lion. 

Pro. Gentlea, perehance yon wonder at this show ; 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 

This man is Pyramus, if you would know ; 

This beauteous lady Thisby is certain. 

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 
Wall, that rile Walt which did these lovers sunder ; 

And through Wall’s chink, poor souls, they are content 
To whisper. At the which let no man wonder. 

This man, with lanthom,’dog, and bush of thorn, 

Presenteth Moonshine ; for, if you will know, 

By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn 
To meet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to woo. 

This grisly beast, which, by name. Lion hight,' 

The trusty Thisby, coming first by night. 

Did scare away, or rather did affright ; 

And, as she fleil, her mantle she did fall. 

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain. 

Anon comes Pyramus. sweet youth and tall, 

And finds his trusty lliisby’s mantle slain ; 

Whereat, with blade, with blooily blameful blade, 

He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody bresst ; 

And Thisby, tarrying in mnlberry shade. 

His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest. 

Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain 
At large discourse, while here they do remain. 

[ExeuiU Protogae, Thuhe, Lion, and Moonshine. 

The. I wonder if the lion be to speak. 

Dem. No wonder, my lord: one lion may, when many 
asses do. 

IKitR. In this same interlude it doth befall 
That I, one Snout by name, present a wall : 

And such a wall, as I would nave you think, 

That had in it a crannied hole or chink, \ 

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
md whisper often very secretly- 
This loam, this rough-east, and this stone doth show 
That I am that same wall : the truth is so : 

And this the cranny is, right and sinister. 

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 

The, Would jhou desire lime and hair to speak better? 
Detn, It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard 
discouTse, my lord. 
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Tiu. Pyrainua draws near the wall: silence! 


Moon, Tliia lanthom doth the homed moon present — 


Enter PvBAMua 

0 grim-look'd night! 0 night with hue so block! 

0 night, which ever art when day is not ! 

0 night ; O night ! alack, .alai^ alack, 

1 fear my Thisby s promise is forgot I 
And thou, 0 wall, 0 sweet, O lovely Wall, 

That stand st between her father's ground and mine I 
Thou wall, 0 wall, 0 sweet and lovely wall. 

Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne ! 

lIKaft AoiVs ap kin fingers. 

Thanks, courteous wall : Jove shield thee well for this ! 

Hut what see H No Thisby do I see. 

0 wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss I 
Cursed be thy stones for thus deceiving me! 

The, The wall, methinks, being sensible, should curse 
again. 

Bot, No, in truth, sir, he should not. ‘Deceiving 
me * is Thisby’s cue : she is to enter now. and I am 
to spy her through the wall You shall sec, it will fall 
pat as I told you. Yonder she comes. 


Enter Thisbe. 


This, 0 wall, full often liast thou heard my moans, 

For parting my fair Pyraiiius and me ! 

My cherry lips nave often kiss'd thy atones, 

Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thea 
Pyr. 1 see a voice : now will 1 to the chink. 

To spy an 1 can hear my Thiaby's face. 

Thisby I 

Tfus. My love thou art, my love I think. 

Pyr. Think ^bat thou wilt, I am thy lovers grace : 

And, like biingntlerj am I trusty still. 

This. And I like Helen,® till the Fates me kill. *”•”* 
Par. Not Shafaltis^ to Proems was so true. 4c«iih.n.. 

This. As Shafalus to Proems,® 1 to you. ftpruen.. 

Pyr, O, kiss me through the hole of this vile wall! 

This, I kiss the wall's liole, not your lips at all. 

Par. Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me straightway t 
TIm. 'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without delay. 

i^Exeunt Pyramus and Thisbe. 
)Vall, Tims have I, Wall, my part discharged so ; 

And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. [Exit. 


The, Now is the mural down between the two 
neighbours. 

Veni. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so wilful 
to hear without warning. 

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard. 

The, The best in this kind are but shadows; and 
the worst are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

Hip, It must be your imagination then, and not theirs. 

The. If we imagine no worse of them than they of 
themselves, they may pass for excellent men. Here 
come two noble beasts in, a man and a lion. 


Enter Liox and Moonshine. 

Lion. You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear 
The smallest moostroiis mouse that creei^s on floor, 

May now perchance both euake and tremble here, 

When lion rough in wildest rage dotli roar. 

Then know that i, one Snug the joiner, am 
' A lion- fell, nor else no lion a dam ; 

For, if I should iffi lion come in strife 
Into this place, *twere pity on my life. 

7%c. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience. 
Bern. The very best at a b^t, my lord, that e*er I saw. 
Lys, This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

The. True; and a goose for his discretion. 

Bern, Not so, my lord; for his valour cannot carry 
his discretion; and the fox caiTies the goose. 

The, His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his 
valour; for the goose carries not the fox. It is well: 
leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to the moon. 


Bern. He should have worn the horns on his head. 
The. He is no cre.sccnt, and his horns are invisible 
within the circumference. 

Moon. This lanthom doth the horned moon present ; 
Myself the man f the moon doth seem to be. 

The, This is the greatest error of all the rest: the 
man should be put into the lanthom. How is it else 
the man i’ the moon ? 

Bern. He dares not come there for the caudle ; for, 
you sec, it is already in snutt’* ainuigw 

Hip. I am aweary of this moon: would he would 
change ! 

Tlie. It appears, by his small light of discretion, that 
he is in the wane; but yet, in courtesy, in all reason, 
we must stay the time. 

Lys. Proceed, Moon. 

Moon. All that I have to say, is, to tell you that the lanthom 
is the moon; 1. the man in the moon; this thorn-bush, my thorn- 
bush ; and this dog, my dog. 

Dcm. Why, all these should lH^ in the lanthom ; for 
all these are in the moon. But, silence! here comes 
Thisbe. 

Enter Tuisbe. 

This. This is old Ninny's tomb. Where is my Ic^vol 
Lion. [Hoaring.l Oh — [Thisbe runs off. 

Bern. Well roared, Lion. 

The. Well run, Tliisbe. 

Hip. Well shone. Moon. Truly, the moon shines 
with a good grace. 

[The Lion shakes Thisbe* s mantle, and exit 
The. AVell moused, Lion. 

Lys. And so the lion vanished. 

Bern. And then came Pyramus. 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. Sweet Moon. I thank thee for thy sunny hmins ; 

1 thank thee, Moon, for shining now so bright; 

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams, 

I trust u> take of truest Thisby sight. 

But stay. 0 spite I 
But mark, p>or knight, 

What dreadful dole is here! 

Eyes, <!o you see ? 

How ran it l)e I 
0 dainty duck ! 0 dear ! 

Thy mantle good, 

What, stain'd with blood! 

Approach, ye Furies fell ! 

O Fates, come, come, 

Cut thread and thrum ; 

Quail, crush, conclude, and quell! 

The. This passion, and the death of a d ar friend, 
would go near to make a man look sad. 

Hip. Beshrew my lieart, but I pity the man. 

Pyr. 0 wherefore, Nature, didst thou lions frame ] 

Since lion vile hath here <)eflowcr'd my dear; 

Which is— no, no— which was the fairest dame 
That Jived, that loved, that liked, that look'd with cheer. 
Come, tears, confound : 

Out swon), and wound 
The |ftap of Pyramus ; 

Av, that left nap, 

Where heart doth hop: [•S'fa&r himself. 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

Now am 1 dead. 

Now am I flefl ; 

My soul is in the sky : 

Tongue, lose thy light : 

Moon, take thy ; [Exit Moonshine. 
Now die, die, die, die, die. [Dies. 
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Dtm. No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is but one. 
Less thou an ace, man; for he is dead; he is 

nothing. 

Tht. With the help of a surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an ass. 

Hvp. How chance Moonshine is gone before Thisbe 
comes back and finds her lover? 

She will find him by starlight. Here she comes ; 
and her passion ends the play. 

Rt-enttr Tuisbe. 

Hip. Methinks she should not use a long one for 
such a Pyramus: I hope she will be brief. 

Jkm. A mote will turn the balance, which Pyramus, 
which Thisbe, is the better ; he for a man, God warrant' 
us; she for a woman, God bless us. tn«hBd. 

Ly$. She bath spied him already with those sweet 
eyes. 

Dem. And thus she means, videlicet: — 

Thit, Asleep, my love? 

What, dead, my dove? 

0 Pyramus, arise ' 

Speak, speak. Quite diunb ? 

Dead, dead? A tomb 
Must cover thy sweet eyea 
These lily lips, 

This cherry nose, 

These yellow cowslip cheeky 
Are gone, an gone : 

Lovers, make moan : 

His wes were green as leeka 
O Sisten Three, 

Come, come to me. 

With hands as pale as milk ; 

Lay them in gore. 

Since you have shore 
With shears his thread of silk 
Tongue, not a word ; 

Come, trusty sword ; 

Come, biwle, my breast imbrue ; [5(a6( henelf. 
And, farewell, friends; 

Thus Thisby ends : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. [Dies. 

Tht. Moonshine and lion are left to bury the dead. 

Dtm. Ay, and Wall too. 

Bot. [j^aWtR^ up.] No, I assure you ; the wall is down 
that parted their fathers. Will it please you to see tlie 
epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask* dance between * 
two of our company? 

TIu. No epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs no 
excuse. Never excuse; for when the players are all dead, 
there need none to be blamed. Many, if he that writ 
it bad played Pyramus and banged himself in Thisbe’s 
garter, it would have beeq a fine tragedy: and so it is, 
truly; and very notably discharged. But, come, your 
Beigomask : let your epilogue alone. [A dance. 

The iron tongue of mii&ignt hath told twelve ; 

Lovers, to Ikm; ’tis almost fairy time. 

I fear we shall out-sleep the coming mom 
As much as we this night have overwatch’d. 

This palpable-gross play bath well bailed 
The heavy gait of night Sweet friends, to bed. 

A fortnight hold we this solemnity, 

In nigh% revels and new jollity. [Exeunt. 

Enter PuCK. 

Ptudt. Now the hungry lion roars. 

And the wolf behowls the ihoon ; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone. 


Now the wasted brands do glow. 

Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud. 

Puts the wretch that lies iu woe 
In remembrance of a shroud. 

Now it is the time of night 
That the graves all gaping wide, 

Every one lets forth his sprite, 

In the church-way paths to glide : 

And we fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecate’s team. 

From tlie presence of the sun. 

Following darkness like a dream. 

Now are frolic: not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house: 

I am sent with broom before, 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

ErUtr Obekom and TlTANIA with their train. 

Obe. Through the house give glimmering light, 

By the dead and drowsy fire: 

Every elf and fairy sprite 
Hop as light as bird from brier; 

And this ditty, alter me. 

Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

Tita. First, rehearse your song by rote. 

To each word a warbling note: 

Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 

Will we sing, and bless this place. 

[iSon^ and dance. 

Obe. Now, until the break of day. 

Through this house each fairy stray. 

To the best bride-bed will we, 

Which by us shall blessed be; 

And the issue there create 
Ever shall be fortunate. 

So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be; 

And the blots of Nature’s hand 
Shall not in their issue stand; 

Never mole, hare' lip, nor scar. 

Nor mark prodigious, such as are 
Despised in nativity. 

Shall upon their children be. 

With this field-dew consecrate, 

Every fairy take his gait; 

And each several chamber bless, 

Through this palace, with sweet peace; 

And me owner of it blest. 

Ever shall in safety rest 
Trip away; make np stay; 

Meet me all by break of day. 

[Exeunt Oberon, Titania, and tram. 
Puck. If we shadows have offended, 

Think but this, and all is mended, 

That you have but slumber’d here 
While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle theme. 

No more yielding but a dream. 

Gentles, do not reprehend : 

If you pardon, we will mend: 

And, as I am an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 
Now to 'scape the serpent’s tongue, 

We will malce amends ere long; 

Else the Puck a liar call: 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends, 

And Bobin shall restore amends. [Exit. 
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Mabia, rladtee attending an the Pnncess. 
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JAQOEvrrTA, a country wenth. 

Lordc, Attendanitf Ac. 
SCENE:— Natarbb. 


ACT I. 

ScENK I . — kitifi of Navarrt's park. 


Eitler Ferdinand, king of Navarre, Biron, Longa ville, 
and Domain. 

King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
live registered upon our brazen tombs, 

'And then grace us in the disgrace of death : 

When, spite of cormorant devouring Time, 

The endeavonr of this present breath may buy 
That honour which shall bate his scythe’s keen edge, 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 

Therefore, brave conquerors — for so you are, 

That war against your own affections 
And the huge army of the world’s desires — 

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force: 

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world; 

Our court shall be a little Academe, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaidlle, 

Have sworn for three years’ term to live with me 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes 
That are recorded in this schedule here: 


Your oaths are pass’d; and now subscribe your names. 
That his own hand may strike his honour down 
That violates the smallest branch herein : 

If you are arm’d to do as sworn to do, 

Sultocribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too. 

Long. I am resolved; ’tis but a three years’ fast. 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine: 

Fat paunches have lean pates, and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt ^uite the wits. 

Dutn. My loving lord, Domain is mortified: 

The grosser manner of these world’s delights 
He throws upon the gross world’s baser slaves: 

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 

With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron. I can but say their protestation over; 

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 

That is, to live and study here three years. 

But there are other strict observances; 

As, not to see a woman in that term. 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there; 

And one day in a week to touch no food 
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And but one meal on every day beside, 

The which I hope is not enrolled there; 

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night, 

And not be seen to wink of all the day— 

When I was wont to think no harm all night. 

And make a dark night too of half the day — 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there: 

0, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep. 

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep! 

King. Your oath is pass’d to pass away ftom these. 
Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please: 

I only swore to study with your grace. 

And stay here in your court* for three years’ space. 
Long. You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest 
Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest 
What is the end of study? let mo know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we should not 
know. 

Biron. Things hid and barr’d, you mean, from com- 
mon sense? 

King. Ay, that is study’s god-like recompense. 

Biron. Come on, then; I will swear to study so. 

To know the thing I am forbid to know : 

As thus — ^to study where 1 well may dine. 

When I to feast expressly am forbid; 

Or study where to meet some mistress fine. 

When mistresses from common sense are hid ; 

Or, having sworn too hard a keeping oath. 

Study to break it and not break my troth. 

If study’s gain be thus and this be so. 

Study knows that which yet it doth not know: 

Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say no. 

King. These be the stops that hinder study (piite 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that most 
vain. 

Which with pain purchased doth inherit pain : 

As, painfully to pore upon a book 
To seek the light of truth; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesiglit of his look : 

Light seeking light doth light of light beguile; 

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 

Study me how to please the eye indeed 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye. 

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed. 

And give him light that it was blinded by. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun 
’Tliat will not be deep-search’d W'ith saucy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won 
Save base authority from others' books. 

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights 
That give a name to every fixed star 
Have no more profit of their shining nights 
Than those that walk and wot not what they are. 

Too much to know is to know nought but fame; 

And every godfather can give a name. 

King. How well he's load, to reason against reading! 
Dum. Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding! 
Long. He weeds the corn and still lets grow the 
weeding. 

Biron. The spring is near when green geese are 
a-breeding. 

Dum. How follows that? 

l^Ton. Fit in his place and time 

Dum. In reason nothing. 

Biron. Something then in rhyme. 

King. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost 
That bites the first-bom infants of the spring. 


Birm. Well, say I am; why should proud summer boast 
Before the birds have any cause to sing? 

Why should I joy in any abortive birth ? 

At Christmas I no more desire a rose 
Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled mirth; 

But like of each thing that in season grows. 

So you, to study now it is too late. 

Climb o’er the house to unlock the little gate. 

King. WeU, sit you out: go home, Biron: adieu. 
Biron. No, my good lord; I have sworn to stay 
with you: 

And though 1 have for barbarism spoke more 
Thau for that angel knowledge you can say. 

Yet confident I'll keep what I have swore 
And bide the penance of each three years’ day. 

Give me the paper; let me read the same; 

And to the strict’st decrees I’ll write my name. 

King. How well this yielding rescues thee from shame! 
Biron. [BeadKl ’Item, that no woman shall come 
within a mile of my court.’ Hath this been proclaimed? 
Long. Four days ago. 

Biron. Let’s see the penalty. ‘On pain of 

losing her tongue.’ Who devised this penalty ? 

Long. Marry, that did I. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty. 
Biron. A dangerous law against gentility!' 

[Reads^ ‘Item, If any man be seen to talk with a 
woman within the term of three years, he shall endure 
such public shame as tlie rest of the court can possibly 
devise.' 

This article, my liege, yourself must break; 

For well you know here comes in embassy 
The French king’s daughter with yourself to speak — 

A maid of grace and complete majesty — 

About surrender up of Aquitaine 
To her decrepit, sick, and liedrid father: 

Therefore this article is made in vain, 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 

King. What say you, lords ? why, this was quite forgot. 
Biron. So sjtuily evermore is overahot: 

While it doth study to have what it would 
It doth foiget to do the thing it should, 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

’Tis won as towns with fire, so won, so lost. 

King. We must of force dispense with this decree: 
She must lie* here on mere necessity. 

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn 
Three thousand times within this three years’ space; 
For every man with his affects is born. 

Not by might master’d but by special grace: 

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me; 

I am forsworn on Smere necessity.’ 

So to the laws at laige I write my name : [SvJmriba. 

And he that breaks them in the least degree 
Stands in attainder of etbmal shame: 

Suggestions* are to other as to me; 

But I believe, although I seem so loath, 

I am the last that will last keep his oath. 

But is there no quick* recreation granted? 4u«iy. 

King. Ay, that there is. Our court, you Idiow, is 
haunted >' 

With a refined traveller of Spain; 

A man in all the world’s new fashion planted, ■ 

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain; 

One whom the music of his own vain tongue 
Doth ravish like enchanting harmony; 

A man of com^ilements,* whom right and wrong •'««*»»» 
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny: 
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This child of fancy that Armado hight 

For interim to our studies shall relate 
In high-born words the worth of many a knight 

From tawny Spain lost 'in the world’s debate. 

How you delight, my lords, I know not, 1; 

But, 1 protest, I love to hear him lie. 

And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight. 

Lotu/. Costard the swain and he shall be our sport. 
And so to study, three years is but short. 

Enter Dull with 'a letter, and Costard. 

Didl. Which is the duke’s own person? 

Biron, This, fellow: what wouldst? 

Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, for f am 
Ids grace’s tharborough :* but I woidd see * 
bis own person in flesh and blood. 

Biron. This is he. 

Bull. Signior Anne — Arroe— commends you. There’s 
villany abroad: this letter will tell you mure. 




a 




Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof arc as touching me. 

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Biron. How low soever tlio matter, I hope in God 
for high words. 

Long. A high hope for a low heaven : God grant us 
patience ! 

Biron. To hear ? or forbear laughing ? 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh moderately; 
or to forbear both. 

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give us 
cause to climb in the mem ness. 

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning Jaque- 
netta. The manner of it is, I was taken with the 
manner. 

Biron. In what manner? 

Cost. In manner and form following, sir; all those 
three: I was seen with her in the manor-house, sitting 
with her upon the form, and taken following her into 
the park; which, put together, is in manner and form 
following. Now, sir, for the manner : it is the manner 
of a man to speak to a woman: for the form — in some form. 


Biron. For the following, sir? 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction: and God 
defend the right 1 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

Birm. As we would hear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken after 
the flesh. 

King. [Reads^ 'Great deputy, the welkiifs vice- 
gerent and sole dominator of Navarre, my soul's earth s 
god, and body's fostering patron.’ 

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet. 

King, [ifeaefa.] ‘So it is,' — 

Cost. It may be so: but if he say it is so, he is, in 
telling tnie, but so. 

King. Peace I 

Cost. Be to me and every man that dares not fight ! 

King. No words ! 

Cost. Of other men's secrets, I beseech you. 

King. [Reads.\ ‘ So it is, besieged with sable-coloured 
melancholy, 1 did commend the black-oppressing humour 
to the most wholesome physic of thy health-giving air; 
and, as I am a gentleman, betook myself to walk 
The time when. About the sixth hour ; when beasts 
most graze, birds best peck, and men sit down to that 
nourishment which is called supper : so much for the 
time when. Now for the ground wliich ; which, I 
mean, I walked upon : it is ycleped thy park. Then 
for the place where ; where, I mean, I did encounter 
that obscene and most preposterous event, that draweth 
from my snow-white pen the ebon-coloured ink, 
which here thou viewest, beholdust, surveyest, or 
seest; but to the place where; it standeth north- 
iioith-east and by east from the west crirner of thy 
curious-knotted garden: there did I see that low- 
spirited swain, that base minnow of thy mirth’ — 
Cost. Me ? 

King. ‘that unlettered small-knowing 

WjL soul* — 

Cost. Me ? 

King. [TfoWs] ‘that shallow vassal’— - 
^ Q Cost. Still me. 

King [Reads.] ‘which, as I remember, higlit 
Costard — 

Cost. O, me! 


r- ^ 


King [Reads.] ‘sorbed and consorted, contrary 
to thy established jnoclaimed edict and coutincut 
canon, which with — O, with — but with this I pas- 
sion to say wherewith — 

Cost. With a wench. 

King, [/fcarf^.] 'with a child of our grandmother Eve, 
a female ; or, for thy more sweet undei*standing, a woman. 
Him I, as my ever-esteemed duty pricks me on, have 
sent to thee, to receive the meed of punishment, by thy 
sweet grace’s officer, Anthony Dull ; a man of good repute, 
carnage, bearing, and estimation.’ 

Dull. Me, an't shall please you; I am Anthony Dull. 

King. [Reads.] ‘For Jaquenetta — so is the weaker 
vessel called which I apprehended with the aforesaid 
swain — I keep her as a vessel of thy law’s fury; and 
shall, at the least of thy sweet notice, bring her to trial 
Thine, in all compliments of devoted and heari-hurning 
heat of duty, 

Don Adkuno de Armado.’ 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but the 
best that ever -I heard. 

King. Ay, the beat for the worst. But, sirrah, what 
say you to this \ 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation? 
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Cost, I do confess much of the hearing it, but little 
of the marking of it. 

King, It was proclaimed a year’s imprisonment to bo 
taken with a wench. 

Cost, I was taken with none, sir ; I was taken with 
a damsel. 

King, Well, it was proclaimed 'damsel.' 

Cost, This was no damsel neither, sir \ she was a 
virgin. 

King, It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed 'virgin.' 

Cost, If it were, I deny her virginity: I was taken 
with a maid. 

King, This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 

Cost, This maid will serve my turn, sir. 

King, Sir, I will pronounce your sentence : you shall 
fast a week with bran and water. 

Cost, I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
porridge. 

King, And Don Armado shall be your keeper. 

My lord Biron, see him delivered o'er: 

And go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongly sw'orn. 

[Exeurtt King, Longamlle, and Dumain, 

Biron, 111 lay my head to any good man’s hat, 

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. 

Sirrah, come on. 

CosL I suffer for the truth, sir; for true it is, I was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl; 
and therefore welcome the sour cup of prosperity ! 
Affliction may one day smile again; and till then, sit 
thee down, sorrow I [Exeunt, 


Scene U,—TIie same, 

Enier Armado and Moth. 

Arm, Boy, what sign is it when a man of great 
spirit grows melancholy? 

Math, A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm, Why, sadness is one and the self-same thing, 
dear iinp.^ 7 a p«t mmm » chUd. 

Moth, No, no; 0 Lord, sir, no. 

Arm, How canst thou part sadness and melancholy, 
my tender juvenal? 

Math, By a familiar demonstration of the working, 
my tough senior. 

Arm, Why tough senior? why tough senior? 

Math, Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal ? 

Arm, I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton appertaining to thy young days, which we 
may nominate tender. 

MoiK And I, tough senior, as an appertinent title to 
your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm, Pretty and apt 

Math, How mean you, sir ? I pretty, and my saying 
apt? or I apt, and my saying pretty? 

Artn, Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth, LitUe pretty, because little. Wherefore apt ? 

Arm And therefore apt, because quick. 

Math, Speak you this in my praise, master? 

Arm In thy condign praise. 

Math, I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm What, that an eel is ingenious? 

Moth, That an eel is quick. 

Arm I do say thou art quick in answers: thou hcat- 
est my blood. 

Moth, I am answered, sir. 

Arm I love not to be crossed. 

Math, [Aside,^ He speaks the mere contrary; crosses* 
love not him. iA«otaciiiid«oiMi. 


Arm. I have promised to study three years with the duke. 

Moth, You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm, Impossible. 

Moth, How many is one thrice told? 

Arm. 1 am ill at reckoning; it fitteth the spirit of 
a tapster. 

Moth, You are a gentleman and a gamester, sir. 

Arm, I confess both : they are both the varnish of 
a complete man. 

Moth, Then, I am sure, you know bow much the 
gross sum of a deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm, It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth, Which the base vulgar do call three. 

Arm, True. 

Moth, Why, sir, is this such a piece of study? Now 
hei‘e is three studied, ere ye’ll thrice wink: and how 
easy it is to put ‘years* to the word 'three,* and study 
three years in two words, the dancing horse will tell you. 

Arm A most fine figure ! 

Moth, To prove you a cipher. 

Arm, I will hereupon confess I am in love: and as 
it is base^ for a soldier to love, so am 1 in love with a 
base wench If drawing my sword against the humour 
of affection would deliver me from the reprobate thought 
of it, I would take Desire prisoner, and ransom him to 
any French courtier for a new-devised courtesy. I think 
scorn to sigh : methinks 1 should outswear Cupid. 
Comfort me, boy ; what great men have been in love ? 

Moth, Hercules, master. 

Arm. Most sweet Hercules! More authority, dear 
boy, name more; and, sweet my child, let them be men 
of good repute and carriage. 

Moth, Samson, master: he was a man of good car- 
riage, great carriage, for he carried the town-gates on 
his back like a porter: and he was in love. 

Arm 0 well-knit Samson 1 strong-jointed Samson I I 
do excel thee in my rapier as much as thou didst me 
in carrying gates. I am in love too. Who was Sameon’s 
love, my dear Moth ? 

Math, A woman, -master. 

Arm Of what complexion? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or 
one of the four. 

Arm, Tell me precisely of what complexion. 

Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions ? 

Moth. As I have read, sir ; and the best of them too. 

Arm. Green indeed is the colour of lovers ; but to 
have a love of that colour, methinks Samson had small 
reason for it. He surely affected her for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, sir ; for she had a men wit. 

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most« maculate thoughts, master, are masked 
under such colours. 

Arm Define, define, well-educated infant 

Moth. My fathei^s wit and my moth^’s tongue, 
assist me ! 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; most ,pretty and 
pathetical! •• 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, , 

Her faults will ne’er be known. 

For blushing cheeks by faults ai*e bited 
And fears by pale white shown : 

Then if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know, 

For still her cheeks possess the same 
Which native she doth owe. 

A dan^roin rhyme, master, against the reason of white 
and red. 
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Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and the 
Be^r ? 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a ballad 
some three ages since'; but 1 tliink now 'tis not to be 
found; or, if it were, it would neither serve for the 
writing nor the tune. 

Arm. I will have that subject newly writ o’er, that 
I may example my digression by some mighty precedent. 
Boy, I do love that country girl that I took in the park 
with the rational hind Costard : she deserves well. 

Moth. [Aside.'] To be whipped; and yet a better 
love than my master. 

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that’s great marvel, loving a light wench. 

Arm. 1 say, sing. 

Moth. Forb^r till this company be past 

Enter Dull, Costabd, and Jaquenetta. 

Dull. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that you keep Cos* 


tord safe : and you must suffer him to take no delight 
nor no penance; but a’ must fast three days a week. 
For this damsel, I must keep her at the park: she is 
allowed for the daywoman.* Fare you well. * 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing. Maid! 

Jaq. Man ? 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That’s hereby.’ i a. 

Arm. I know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are ! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face? 

Arm. 1 love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you say. 

Arm. And so, farewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you! 

Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away ! 

[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta 

Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences ere thou 
be pardoned. 



Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do it 
on a full stomach. 

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. I am more bound to you than you; fellows, for 
they ore but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain; shut him up. 

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave; away! 

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir ; I will fast, being loose. 

Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose: thou shalt 
to prison. 

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of desolation 
that I have seen, some shall see. 

Moth. What shall some see? 

Cost. Nay, nothing. Master Moth, but what they look 
upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in their 
wor^; and ^erefore I will say nothing: I thank God 
I have as little patience as another man; and therefore 
I can be quiet. [ExsurU Moth and Costard. 


Arm. I do affect* the very ground, w’hich is base, 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, which 
is basest, doth tread. 1 shall be forsworn, which is a 
great aigument of falsehood, if 1 love. And how can 
that be true love which is falsely attempted ? lA)ve is 
a familiar; I>ove is a devil: there is no evil angel but 
Lova Yet w'as Samson so tempted, and he had an 
excellent strength; yet was Solomon so seduced, and 
he had a very good wit. Cupid’s butt-shaft is too hard 
for Hercules’ club; and therefore too much odds for a 
Spaniard’s rapier. The first and second cause w'ill not 
serve my turn; the passado he respects not, the duello 
he regards not : his disgrace is to be calleA boy ; but 
his glory is to subdue men. Adieu, valour ! rust^ rapier ! 
be still, drum! for your manager is in love; yea, he 
loveth. Assist me, some extemporal god of rhyme, for 
I am sure I shall turn sonnet Devise, wit ; unite, pen ; 
for I am for whole volumes in folio. [Exii. 



V. 



ACT II. 

ScENK I . — The same. 


Enter the Pnncess of France, Rosaline, Maria, 
Katharine, Boyet, Lords, and other Attendants. 

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest spirits : 
Consider who the king your father sends, 

To whom he sends, and what’s his emba^y : 

Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem. 

To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe. 

Matchless Navarre; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitaine, a dowry for a queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace 
As nature was in making graces dear 
When she did starve the geiiend world beside 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean. 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise: 

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye. 

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues: 

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth 
'rhan you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker: good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow. 

Till painful study shall outwear three years. 

No woman may approach his silent court: 

’Therefore to's seemeth it a needful course. 

Before we enter his forbidden gates. 

To know his pleasure; and in that behalf. 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor. 

Tell him, the dau^ter of the King of France, 

On serious business, craving quick dispatch. 


Importunes personal conference with liis grace: 

Haste, signify so much; while we attend, 

Like humble-visaged suitors, his high will. 

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 

Pr%n. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so 

[Exit Bojift. 

Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke? 

Fira Lord. Lord Longaville is one. 

Prin. Know you the man ? 

Mar. I know him, madam: at a marriage-feast. 
Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnized 
In Normandy, saw I this Longaville: 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd; 

Well fitted in arts, glorious in arms: 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well. 

The only soil of hjs fair virtue’s gloss. 

If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil. 

Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will; 

Whose edge hath power- to cut, whose will still wills 
It should none spare that come within his power. 

Prin. Some meny mocking lord, belike; is’t so? 
jifar. They say so most that most his huniouit know. 
Prin. Such short-lived wits do wither as thoj’ grow 
Who are the rest? 

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplishe^ youth. 
Of all that virtue love Tor virtue loved : 

Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good. 

And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 

I saw him at tiie Duke Alenqon’s once; 

And much too ‘little of that ^od 1 saw 
Is my report to his great worthiness. 
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Rof. Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him, if 1 have heard a truth. 

Biron they call him: J}ut a merrier tnnt^ , 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour’s talk witlial: 

His eye begets occasion fur his wit; 

For every object that the one doth catch 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest, 

Which his fair tongue, conceit’s expositor. 

Delivers in such apt and gracious words 
That aged ears play truant at his tales. 

And younger hearings are quite ravished; 

So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin. Ood bless my ladies I are they all in love. 

That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of pimse? 

First Lord. Here comes Boyet. 

Be-erUer Boyet. 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 

And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady. 

Before 1 came. Marry, thus much 1 have learnt: 

He rather means to lodge you in the held. 

Like one that comes here to besiege his court, 

Tlian seek a dispensation for his oath. 

To let you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navarre. 

Enier King, Lomgaville, Dumain, Biron, and 
Attendants. 

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

Prin. 'Fair' I give you back again; and ‘welcome’ 

I have not yet : the roof of this court is too high 
to be yours; and welcome to the wide fields tw 
base to be mine. 

King. You shall bo w'elcome, madam, to my court 
Prin. I will be welcome, then: conduct me thither. 
King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath. 
Prin. Our Lady help my lord I he’ll be forsworn. 
King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 
Prin. Why, will shall break it ; will and nothing 
else. 

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it i.<i. 

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise. 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 

1 hear your grace hath sworn out house-keeping: 

’Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord. 

And ein to break it 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-lwld : 

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 

Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming. 

And suddenly resolve me in my suit 

King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away; 

For you’ll prove perjured if you make me stay. 

Birmi. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Boa. Did not 1 dance with you in Brabant once? 
Biron. I know yon did. 

Boa. How needless was it then to ask the question! 
Biron. You must not be so quick. 

Boa. ’Tis ’long of you that spur me with such qurations. 
Biron, Your wit’s too hot, it speeds too fast, ’twill tiro. 
Boa. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Binm. What time o’ day ? 

Boa. The hour that fools should ask. 

Birm. Now fair befall your mask ! 


Boa. Fair fall the face it covers! 

Biron. And send you many lovers! 

Bos. Amen, so you be none. 

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payinont of a hundred thousand crowns; 

Being but the one half of an entire sum 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 

But say that he or we, as neither have, 
lleceived that sum, yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the wliich 
One part of Aquitaine is bound to us. 

Although not valued to the money’s worth. 

If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied. 

We will give up our right in Aquitaine, 



j\nd hold fair friendship with his majesty. 

But that, it seems, be little purposeth. 

For here he doth demand to have repaid 
A hundred thousand crowns; and not demands, 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 

'I'o have his title live in Aquitaine; 

Which we much rather had depart* withal * ■ 

And have the money by our father lent 
Than Aquitaine so gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, w’ere not his requests so far 
From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding ’gainst some reason in my breast, 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the king my father too much wrong. 
And wrong the reputation of your name. 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

35 






274 


LOVE'S LABOUR’S LOST. 


[Act n. 


King. I do protest I never heard of it; 

And if you prove it, 1*11 repay it back 
Or yield up Aquitaina 
Ptin. We arrest your word. 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For such a sum from special oihcers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me so. 

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is not come 
Where that and other specialties are bound: 

To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King. It shall suffice me : at which interview 
All literal re^n I will yield imto. 

Meantime receive such welcome at my hand 
As honour without breach of honour may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness: 

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 

But here without you shtul be so received 
As you shall deem yourself lodged in my heart. 

Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your grace ! 
King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place! 

[.£!nf. 

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to mine own heart 
Bos. Pray you, do my commendations; I would be 
glad to see it 

Birm. I would you heard it groan. 

Bos. Is the fool sick? 

Biron. Sick at the heart 
Bos. Alack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good? 

Bos. My' physic says *ay.' 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye? 

Bos. No point,* with my knife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy life! 
i2os. And yours from long living. 

Biron. 1 cannot stay thanksgiving. [Bdiring. 

Dam. Sir, I pray you, a word: what lady is that 
same? 

Boyet. The heir of Alen^on, Katharine her name. 
Bum. A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare you well. [Exit. 
Long. I beseech you a word: what is she in the 
white? 

BoyU. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in the 
light 

Long. Perchance light in the 14*;ht I desire her name. 
Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire that 
were a shame. 

Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter? 

Boyet. Her mother's, 1 have heard. 

XoM^. God’s blessing on your beard! 

Boyet. Good sir, be not offended. 

She is an heir of Falconbridge 
Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 

She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyd. Not unlike, sir; that may be. [Exit Long. 
Biron. What’s her name in the cap? 

Boyet. Bosaline, by good hap. 

Biron. Is she wedded or no? 

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 


Biron. You are welcome, sir: adieu. 

Boyet, Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

[Exit Biron. 

Mar. That last is Biron, the meny mad-cap lord; 

Not a w'oid with him but a jest 
Boyet. And every jest but a word. 

Pnn. It \va8 well done of you to take him at hk word. 
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple as he was to board. 
Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry. 

Boyet. And wherefore not ships? 

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless w'e feed on your lips. 

Mar. You sheep, and I pasture: shall that finish the 
jest? 

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. 

[Offering to kiss Jior. 
Mar. Not so, gentle beast: 

My lips are no common, though several they be. 

Boyet. Belonging to whom? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prtn. Good wits will be jangling ; but, gentles, agree : 
This civil war of wits were much tetter used 
On Navarre and his book-men; for here ’tis abused. 

Boyet. If my observation, which very seldom lies, 

By the heart’s still rhetoric disclosed with eyes, 

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin. With what ? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle affected. 
Piin. Your reason ? 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 

His heart, like an agate, with your pritit impre-ss’d. 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride express’d: 

His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 

Did stumble with haste in his eyesight to be; 

All senses to that sense did make their repair. 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair: 

Methought all his senses were lock’d in his eye. 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; •• 

Who, tendering their own worth from where they wore 
glass’d. 

Did point you to buy them, along as you pa.ss’d: 

His face’s own margent did quote such atnuzes 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes. 

I’ll give you Aquitaine and all that is his. 

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 

Prin. Come to our pavilion : Boyet is disposed. 

Boyet. But to speak that in words which his eye 
hath disclosed. 

I only have made a mouth of his eye, 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Bos. Thou art an old love-monger and speakest 
skilfully. 

Mar. He is Cupid’s grandfather and learns news of 
him. 

Bos. Then was Venus like her mother, for her father 
is but grim. 

Boyet, Do you hear, my mad wenches? 

Mar. No. 


Boyd. 

Bos. 

Boyd. 


What then, do you see ? ; 

Ay, our way to be gone. ^ 

You are too hard Ibr me. 

[tlxmU. 




ACT III. 
Scene I.—TVm sanve. 


Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Warble, child; make passionate my sense of 
hearing. 

Coneolinel. {Singing. 

Arm. Sweet air! Go, tenderness of years; take this 
key* give enlaigcment to the swain, bring him festinately 
hither: I must emjiloy him in a letter to my love. 

Moth. Master, will you win your love with a French 

blUWl ? ^ ^ dianct. 

Arm. How meanest thou? brawling in French? 

Moth. No, my complete master: but to jig off a tune 
at the tongue's end, canary* to it with your •<>•>> “"Ij <»««•■ 
feet, humour it with turning up your eyelids, sigh a 
note and sing a note, sometime through the throat, as if 
you swallowed love with singing love, sometime through 
the nose, as if you snuffed up love by smelling love; 
with your hat penthouse-like o'er the shop of your eyes; 
with your arms crossed on your thin-belly doublet like 
a rabbit on a spit; or your hands in your pocket like 
a man after tho old painting; and keep not too long in 
one tune, but a snip and away. These are complements, 
these are humours; these betray nice wenches, that 
would be betrayed without these; and make them men 
of note — do you note me? — ^that most are affected to 
these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience ? 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm. But 0 — but 0 — 

Moth. ‘The hobby-horse is forgot.’ 

Arm. Callest thou my love ‘hobby horse’? 

Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a colt, 
and your love perhaps a hackney. But have you forgot 
your love? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

M(dh. Negligent student! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master: all those three I 
will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove? 

Moth. A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, and with- 
out, upon the instant: by heart you love her, because 
your heart cannot come by her; in heart you love her. 


because your heart is in love with her ; and out of heart 
you love her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 
Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet 
notliing at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain : he must carry me a 
letter. 

Moth. A message well sympathized ; a horse to be 
ambassador for an ass. 

Arm. Ha, ha! what sayest thou? 

Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the 
horse, for he is very slow-gaited. But I go. 

Arm. The way is but short: away I 
Moth. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm. The meaning, pretty ingenious? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, aud slow? 

Moth. Minime, honest master; or rather, master, no 
Arm. I say lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so: 

Is that lead slow which is fired from a gun? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! 

He reputes me a cannon; and the bullet, that’s he: 

1 shoot thee at the swain. 

Moth. Thump then and I flee {Exit. 

Arm. A most acute juvcnal ; voluble and free of grace ' 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face: 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 

My herald is return’d. 

Be-enter Moth with Costard. 

Mt^h. A wonder, master ! here’s a costard* broken *“••*• 
in a shin. 

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle: come, thy I’envoy; 
begin. 

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no 1’ envoy; no salve in 
the mail,* sir: O, sir, plantain, a plain plan- «im. 

tain! no 1’ envoy, no I’envoy; no salve, sir, but a plan- 
tain ! 

Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter; thy silly 
thought my spleen; the heaving of my lungs provokes 
me to ridiculous smiling. 0, pardon me, my stars! 
Doth the inconsiderate take salve for I’envoy, and the 
word I’envoy for a salve ? 
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Motk Do the wise think them other? is not I'envoy 
a salve? 

Arm. No, page: it is an epilogue or discourse, to 
make plain 

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 

I will example it: 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

There’s the moraL Now the I’envoy. 

Moth, I will add the I'eavoy. Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, the humble-bee. 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door. 

And stay’d the odds by adding four. 

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with 
my I’envoy. 

'Die fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 

Were still at (^ds, being but three. 

Arm. Until the goose came out of door. 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

Moth. A g(^ I’envoy, ending in the goose: would 
you desire more? 

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, that’s 
flat. 

Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fat. 

To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and loose: 
Let me see; a fat I’envoy; ay, that’s a fat goose. 

Arm. Come hither, come hither. How did this argu- 
ment begin ? 

Moth. By saying that a costard was broken in a shin. 
Then call’d you for the I’envoy. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain: thus came your 
argument in; 

Then the boy’s fat I’envoy, the goose that you bought; 
And he ended the market. 

Arm But tell me; how was there a costard broken 
in a shin? 

Moth. I will tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou liast no feeling of it. Moth: 1 will speak 
that I’envoy : 

I Costard, running out, that was safely within. 

Fell over the thresliold, and broke my shin. 

Arm We will talk no more of this matter. 

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 

Arm Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 

Cost. 0, marry me to one Frances: I smell some 
I’envoy, some goose, in this. 

Arm By my sweet soul, I mean setting thee at 
liberty, enfreedoming thy person: thou wert immured, 
restrained, captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true: and now you will be my purgation 
and let me loose. 

Arm I give thee thy liberty, set thee from durance; 
and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this: 
bear this significant [yiviny a letter] to the country maid 
Jaquenetta: there is remuneration; for the best ward of 
mine honour is rewarding my dependents. Moth, follow. 

{ExU. 

Moth. like the sequel, I. Signior Costard, adieu. 
Cost. My sweet ounce of man’s flesh! my incony* 

Jew! SMimU. 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Remuneration! 
0, that’s the Latin word for three farthings : three farth- 
ings — remuneration — ^'What’s the price of this inkle?’ — 
‘One penny.’ — ‘No, I’ll give you a remuneration:’ why, 
it carries it Remuneration ! why, it is a fairer name 
than French crown. 1 will never buy and sell out of 
this word. 


Enter Bntoir. 

Biron. O, my good knave Costard! exceedingly well 
met. 

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon may 
a man buy lor a remuneration? 

Biron. What is a remuneration? 

Cost. Marry, sir, halfpenny faithing. 

Biron. Why, then, three-farthing worth of silk. 

Cost. I thank your worship : God be vri’ you ! 

Biron. Stay, slave; I must employ thee: 

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave. 

Do one thing for me that 1 shall entreat 
Cost. When would you have it done, sir ? 

Biron. This afternoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir: fore you well. 

Biron. Thou knowest not what it is. 

Cost. I shall know, sir, when 1 have done it. 

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first 

Cost. I will come to your worship to-monw morning. 



Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, slave, 
it is but this: 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park. 

And in her train there is a gentle lady; 

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her name. 
And Rosaline they call her: ask for her; 

And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal’d-up counsel There’s thy guerdon ; g<K 

lOivinff him a •shilling. 
Cost. Gordon, 0 sweet garden ! better than r^unera- 
tion, a ’leven-penco farthing better: most sweet 'gardon! 
I will do it, sir, in print. Gardon ’. Remuneratioa I {Exit. 
Biron. And I, forsooth, in love! I, that have been 
love’s whip; 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh; 

A critic, nay, a night-watch constable; 

A domineering pedant o’er the boy; 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent 1 
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This whimpled,* whining, purblind, wayward boy; 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid; 
Regent of love-rhyraoq, lord of folded arms. 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces, 

Sole imperator and great general 


Of trotting 'paritors:' — 0 my little 
heart! — 

And I to be a corporal of his field,* » a# 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 
What, 1' 1 love! I sue! I seek a wife! 

A woman, that is like a German clock. 

Still a-repairing, ever out of frame. 



And never goii^; aright, being a watch. 

But being watch’d that it may still go right! 
Nay, to be perjured, which is worst of all; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all; 

A wightly wanton with a velvet brow. 

With two pitch-balls stuck in her face for eyes; 
Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed 


Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard: 

And I to sigh for her! to watch for her! 

To pray for her! Go to; it is a plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 

Of his almighty dreadful little might 

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan- 

Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. [ExxL 
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ACT IV. 
Scene I . — Tkt same. 


Enter the Princess, and her train, a Forester, Botet, 
Kosaune, Maria, and Katharine. 

Prin. Was that the king, that spurred his horse so 
hard 

Against the steep uprising of the hill? 

Bt^et. I know not; but 1 think it was not he. 

Prin. Whoe’er a’ was, a’ show’d a mounting mind. 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our dispatch : 

On ^turday we will return to France. 

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush 
That we must stand and play the murderer in? 

For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice; 

A stand where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Prin. I thank my li^uty, I am fair that shoot, 

And thereupon thou speak'st the fairest shoot. 

For. Paraon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Prin. What, what ? first praise me and again say no ? 
0 short-lived pride ! Not fair ? alack for woe ! 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now : 

Where fair is not. praise cannot mend the brow. 

Here, good my glass, take this for telling true: 

Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit 
Prin. See, see. my beauty will be saved by merit! 

0 heresy in fair, fit for these days! 

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise. 

But come, the bow: now mercy goes to kill. 

And shooting well is then accounted ill 
Thus will I save my credit in the shoot: 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t: 

If wounding, then it waa to show my skill, 

That more for praise than purpose meant to kill. 

And out of question so it is sometimes. 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes. 

When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward part. 

We bend to that the working of the heart; 

As 1 for praise alone now seek to spill 

The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet. Do not curst* wives hold that self-sovereignty 
Only for praise sake, when they strive to be *®*“’ 
Lor^ o’er their lords ? 

Prin. Only for praise: and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord 
Bdyet. Here comes a member of the commonwealth. 

Enter COBTARD. 

Cost. God dig-you-den* alll Pray you, which is the 
head lady? 4ajw»w»nod«w«. 

/Vin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that 
have no heads. 

Coat. Which is the greistest lady, the highest? 

Prin. The thickest and the tallest. 

Cost. The thickest and the tallest! it is so; truth is 
truth. 

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit. 

One o’ these maids’ gir^es for your waist should be fit. 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest here. 
Pnn. What’s your will, sir? what^s your will? 

Coat. I have a letter from Monsieur Biron to one 
Lady Rosaline. 

JFVin. O, thy letter, thy letter! he’s a good friend of 
mine: 


Stand aside, good bearer. Boyet, yon can carve; 

Break up this capon. 

Boyet. I am bound to servo. 

Tins letter is mistook, it importeth none here; 

It is writ to Joquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, 1 swear. 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Bdyet. [ifeada] ‘ By heaven, that thou art fair, is most 
infallible ; true, that thou art beauteous ; truth itself, 
that thou art lovely. More fairer than fair, beautiful 
than beauteous, truer than truth itself, have commiser- 
ation on thy heroical vassal! The magnanimous and 
most illustrate king Cophetua set eye upon t!ie perni- 
cious and indubitate beggar Zenelophon; and he it was 
that might rightly say, Veni, vidi, vici ; which to annotha- 
nize in the vulgar — 0 base and obscure vulgar ! — videlicet. 
He came, saw, and overcame: he came, one; saw, two; 
overcame, three. Who came ? the king : why did he 
come ? to see : why did he see ? to overcome : to whom 
came he? to the beggar: what saw he? the beggar: 
who overcame he ? the beggar. The conclusion is victory: 
on whose side ? the king’s. Tlie captive is enriched : on 
whose side ? the beg^r’s. The catastrophe is a nuptial : 
on whose side ? the king’s : no, on both in one, or one 
in both. I am the king; for so stands the comparison: 
thou the beggar; for so wituesseth thy lowliness. Shall 
I command thy love? I may: shall I enforce thy love? 
I could: shall I entreat thy love? I will. What shalt 
thou exchange for rags ? robes ; for tittles ? titles ; for 
thyself? me. Thus, expecting thy reply, I profane my 
lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart 
on thy every part Thine, in the dearest design of 
industry, •• 

Don Adriano de Armado.’ 
Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 
'Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey. 
Submissive fall his princely feet before. 

And he from forage will incline to play: 

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then? 

Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 

Pnn. What plume of feathers is ho that indited this 
letter ? 

What vane? what weathercock? did you ever hcai 
better? 

Boyet. I am much deceived but I remember tlie style. 
Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o’er it erewhile. 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniai^, that keeps here in 
court; w 

A phantasime, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
To the prince and his boolonates. 

Prin. Thou fellow, a word : 

Who gave thee this letter? 

Cost. I told you; my lord. 

Prin. To whom shouldst thou give it ? 

Coat. From my lord to m^ lady. 

Prin. From which lord to which lady ? 

Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of atino. 

To a lady of France that he call’d Rosaline. 

Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, lords, 
away. 

[To Bos.'l Here, sweet, put up this: ’twill be thine 
another day. [Exemd Prinuss and train. 

Boyet. Whd is the suitor? who is the suitor? 

Boa. Shall I teach you to know? 
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BoytL Ay, my continent of beauty. 

Why, she that bean the bow. 

Finely put off I 

Boytt. My lady goes' to kill horns ; but, if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscarry. 
Finely put on! 

Roa. Well, then, I am the shooter. 

Bayti. And who is your deer ? 

Bos. If we choose by the horns, yourself come not near. 
Finely put on, indeed I 

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she 
strikes at the brow. 

Boytt. But she herself is hit lower : have I hit her 
now? 

Ro*. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying, that 
was a man when King Pepin of France was a little boy, 
as touching the hit it? 

Boytt. So I may answer thee with one as old, that 
was a woman when Queen Guinover of Britain was a 
little wench, as touching the hit it. 


Roa. Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it,* 

Thou canst not hit it, my good Tnan. 

Boytt. An I cannot, cannot, cannot^ 

An I cannot, another can. 

[jSbeunt Roa. and Kath. 

Coat. By my troth, rno.st pleasant : how both did fit it ! 

Mar. A mark inai^'ellous well shot, for they both did 
hit it. 

Boytt. A mark ' 0, mark but that mark ! A mark, 
says my lady I 

Let the mark have a prick in’t, to mete at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide o’ the bow hand ! I faith, your hand is out. 

Cost. Indeed, a’ must shoot nearer, or he’ll ne’er hit 
the clout. 

Boytt. An if my hand be out, then belike your hand 
is in. 

Cost. Then will she get the upshoot by cleaving the pin. 

Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily; your lips grow foul. 

Cost. She’s too hard for you at pricks, sir : challenge 
her to bowl. 



Boytt. I fear too much rubbing. Good night, my 
good owL [Exeunt Boyet and Maria, 

Coat. By my soul, a swain! a most simple clown! 
Lord, Lord, how the ladies and I have put him down! 
0’ my troth, most sweet jests I most incony vul^ wit! 
When it conies so smoothly off, so obscenely; as it were, 
so fit 

Armado o’ th’ one side — O, a most dainty man ! 

To see him walk before a lady and to bear her fan! 

To see him kiss his hand! and how most sweetly a’ 
will swear ! 

And his page o’ t’ other side, that handful of wit! 

Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit I 

Sola, sola! [Shout vnthin. 

[Exit Costard, running. 

SciNB II. — The same. 

Enter Holofermes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

NaBs. Very reverend sport, truly; and done in the 
testimony of a good conscience. 


Hoi. The deer was, as yon know, sanguis, in blood; 
ripe as the pomewater, who now hangeth like a jewel 
in the ear of caelo, the sky, the welkin, the heaven; 
and anon falleth like a crab on the face of terra, the 
soil, the land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly, Master ITolofemes, the epithets are 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least: but, sir, 1 
assure ye, it was a buck of the first head. 

JIol. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. 

Dull. ’Twas not a hand credo; ’twas a pricket. 

Hoi. Most barbarous intimation I yet a kind of insinu- 
ation, as it were, in via, in way, of explication; tacere, 
as it were, replication, or rather, ostentare, to show, as 
it were, his inclination, after his undressed, unpolished, 
uneducated, unpruiied, untrained, or rather, unlettered, 
or ratherest, unconfirmed fashion, to insert again my 
hand credo for a deer. 

DulL 1 said the deer was not a hand credo; ’twas 
a pricket. 

Hoi. Twioe-sod simplicity, bis coctusl 
0 thou monster Ignorance, now deformed dost tiiou look t 
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Naih. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that are 
bred in a book; 

he hath not eat paj^r, as it were; he hath not drunk 
ink: his intellect is not replenished; he is only an 
animal, only sensible in the duller parts: 

And such barren plants are set before us, that we thank- 
ful should be. 

Which wo of taste and feeling are, for those parts that 
do inictify m us more than he. 

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, or 
a fool. 

So were there a patch set on learning, to see him in a 
school: 

But omne bene, say I; being of an old father’s mind. 
Many can brook the weather that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are book-men: can you tell me by 
your wit 

What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s not five 
weeks old as yet? 

Ed. Dictynua, goodman Dull; Dictynna, goodman 
Dull. 

Dull. What is Dictynna? 

Nath. A title to Pheebe, to Luna, to the moon. 

Hoi. The moon was a month old when Adam was no 
more. 

And raught not to five weeks when he came to five- 
score. 

The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. ’Tis true indeed; the collusion holds in the 
exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity! I say, the allusion 
holds in the exchange 

Duil. And I say, the pollusion holds in the exchange ; 
for the moon is never but a month old: and I say 
beside that, ’twas a pricket that the princess killed. 

Hd. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal epi- 
taph on the death of the deer? And, to humour the 
ignorant, call I the deer the princess killed a pricket 
Nath. Ferge, good Master Holofemes, peige; so it 
shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 

Hoi. I will something affect the letter, for it argues 
facility. 

The preyful princess pierced and prick’d a pretty pleasing 
pricket ; 

Some say a sore; but not a sore, till now made sore 
with shooting. 

The dogs did yell: put L to sore, then sorel jumps from 
thicket; 

Or pricket sore, or else sorel ; the people fall a-hooting. 
If sore be sore, then t to sore makes fifty sores one 
sore! 

Of one SOTO I an hundred make by adding but one 
more L. 

Naih. A rare talent! 

DuU. [Afuu.] If a talent be a daw, look how he 
claws him with a talent 

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple; a 
foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, shapes, 
objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, revolutions: these 
are b^ot in the ventricle of memory, nourished in the 
womb of pia mater, and delivered upon the mellowing 
of occasion. But the gift is good in those in whom it 
is acute; and I am thankful for it 
Naih. Sir, I praise the Lord for you: and so may 
my parishioners ; for their sons are well tutored by you, 
and their daughters profit very greatly under you: you 
are a good member of the commonwealth. 

Hd. Meherde, if their sons be ingenuous, they shall 
want no instruction; if their daughters be capable, I 


[Act IV. 

will put it to them: but vir sapit qui pauca loquitur; 
a soul feminine saluteth us. 

Enter Jaquemetta and Costabo. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master Parson. 

Hoi. Master Parson, quasi pers-on. An if one should 
be pierced, which is the one? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is likest 
to a hogshead. 

Hoi. Piercing a hogshead! a good lustro of conceit 
in a tuft of earth; fire enough for a flint, pearl enough 
for a swine: ’tis pretty; it is well. 

Jaq. Good master Parson, be so good as read mo 
this letter: it was given me by Costard, and sent me 
from Don Armado: 1 beseech you, read it 

Hd. Fauste, precor gdida quando pecus omne sub 
umbra Buminat — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan! 
I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice; 



Venetia, Venetia, 

Chi non ti vede non ti pretia. 

Old Mantuan, old Mantuan! who uiiderstandeth thee 
not, loves thee not Vt, re, sol, la, mi, fa. Under pardon, 
sir, what are the contents? or rather, as Homce says 
in his — What, my soul, verses? 

Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

Hoi. Let roe hear a staff, a stanze, a vcife; lege, 
domine. 

Nath. [JZnufa] 

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear io love ? 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow’d! 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I’ll faithful prove: 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee lAe osiers 
bow’d. 

Study his bias leaves and makes his book thine eyes. 
Where all those pleasures live that art would compre- 
hend: 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice; 
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Well learoed is that tongue that well can thee com- 
mend. 

All ignorant that soul that sees thee without wonder; 

Which is to me some praise that I thy parts admire: 
Thy eye Jove’s lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder, 

Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet fire. 
Celestial as thou art, O, pai-don, love, this wrong. 

That sinra heaven’s praise with such an earthly tongue. 

Hoi. You find not the apostraphas, and so miss the 
accent: let me supervise the canzonet. Here are only 
numbers ratified; but, for the elegancy, facility, and 
golden cadence of poesy, caret. Ovidius Naso was the 
man; and why, indeed, Naso, but for smelling out the 
odoriferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of invention ? 
Imitari is nothing: so doth the hound his master, the 
ape his keeper, the tired* horse his rider. But, 
damosella virgin, was this directed to you ? 

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of the 
strange queen’s lords. 

Hoi. I will overglauce the superscript: 'To the 
snow-white hand of the most beauteous Lady Bosaline.’ 
1 will look again on the intellect of the letter, for the 
nomination of the party writing to the person written 
unto : ' Your ladyship’s in all desired employment, Biron.’ 
Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries with the 
king ; and here ho hath framed a letter to a sequent of 
the stranger queen’s, which accidentally, or by the way 
of progression, hath miscarried. Trip and go, my sweet; 
deliver this paper into the royal hand of the king: it 
may concern invch. Stay not thy compliment; 1 forgive 
thy duty: adieu. 

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me. Sir, God save your 
life ! 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. 

[ExmiU Cost, and Jaq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, 
very religiously ; and, as a certain father saith— 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father; I do fear colour- 
able colours. But to return to the verses : did they 
please you. Sir Nathaniel ? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father’s of a certain 
pupil of mine; where, if, before repast, it shall please 
you to gratify the table with a grace, 1 will, on my 
privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid child 
or pupil, undertake your ben venuto ; where I will prove 
those verses to be very unlearned, neither savouring of 
poetry, wit, nor invention : I beseech your society. 

Nath. And thank you too; for society, saith the text, 
is the happiness of life. 

Hoi. And, certes, the text most infallibly concludes 
it. [To Dull.'] Sir, I do invite you too; you shall not 
say me nay: pauca verba. Away! the 'cntles are at 
their game, and we will ta our recreation. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — TIu same. 

Enter Biron, with a paper. 

Biron. The king ho is hunting the deer ; I am cour- 
sing myself: they have pitched a toil; I am toiling in 
a pitch — pitch that defiles: defile! a foul word. Well, 
set thee down, sorrow! for so they say the fool said, 
and so say I, and I the fool: well proved, wit! By the 
Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax: it kills shwp; it 
kills me, I a sheep: well proved again o’ my side! I 
will not love : if I do, hang mo ; i’ faith, I will not. 
0, but her eye—by this light, but for her eye, I wo^d 
not love her; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing 


in the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven, 
I do love: and it hath taught me to rhyme and to be 
melancholy; and here is part of my rhyme, and here 
my melancholy. Well, she hath one o’ my sonnets 
already: the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the 
lady hath it: sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lady! 
By the world, I would not care a pin, if the other three 
were in. Here comes one with a paper: God give him 
grace to groan! [Stands aside. 

Enter tlu King, with a paper. 

King. Ay me I 

Biron. [Aside."] Shot, by heaven I Proceed, sweet 
Cupid: thou hast tliuniped him with thy bird -bolt under 
the left pap. In faith, secrets I 
King. [Reads.] 

So sweet a kiss the golden,* sun gives not 
To those fresh moniing drops upon the rose. 

As thy eye-beams, when their fresh raj's have smote 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows : 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 
Through the transparent bosom of the deep. 

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light; 

Tliou shinest in every tear that I do weep: 

No drop but as a coach doth carry thee; 

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that swell in me. 

And they thy glory through my grief will show: 

But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 

0 queen of queens! how far dost thou excel, 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. 

How shall she know my griefs? I’ll drop the paper: 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here? 

aside 

What, Longaville! and reading! listen, ear. 

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool appear ! 

Enter Longaville, vnth a paper. 

Long. Ay me, I am forsworn! 

Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure,' wear- 
ing papers. 

King. In love, I hope : sweet fellowship in shame .’ 
Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 
Long. Am I the first that have been perjured so? 
Biron. I could put thee in comfort; not by two 
that I know: 

Thou makest the triumviry, the corner-cap of society. 
The shape of I.ove’s lybum* that hangs 
up simplicity. 

Lmg. I fear these stubborn lines lack pow'er to move. 
0 sweet Maria, empress of niy love! 

These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 

Biron. 0, rhymes are guards on wanton Cupid’s hose : 
Disfigure not his slop. 

Long. This same shall go. [Reads. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 

’Gainst whom the world cannot hold argument, 
Persuade my heart to this false peijury? 

Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment. 

A woman I forswore; but I will prove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 

Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace in me. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost shine, 
Exhalest this vapour-vow; in thee it is: 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine: 

36 
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If by me broke, what fool is not so >^186 
To lose an oath to win a paradise? 

Binm. This is the liver-vein, which makes flesh a 
deity, 

A green goose a goddess: pore, pure idolatry. 

God amend us, amend ! we are much out o’ the way. 
Lontf. By whom shall I send this ? — Company I stay. 

[iS?^ atide. 

BiroTL All hid, all hid; an old infant play, 
like a demigod here sit 1 in the sky. 

And wretched fools’ secrets heedfully o’er-eye. 

Mote sacks to the milll 0 heavens, 1 have my wish! 

Enter Duuain, with a paper. 

Dnmain transform’d! four woodcocks in a dish! 


Bum, O most divine Kate! 

Biron, 0 most profane coxcomb! 

D%an. By heaven, the wonder in a mortal eye! 
Biron. By earth, she is not ; corporal,* * 
there you lie. 

Bum. Her amber hair for foul hath amber quoted. 
Biron. An amber-colour’d raven was well noted. 
Bum. As upright as the cedar. 

Biron. Stoop, I say; 

Her shoulder is with child. 

Bum. As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must shine. 
Bum. O that 1 had my wish! 

Long. And 1 had mine! 

King. And I mine too, good Lord! 



Biron. 

Bum. 


Biron. Amen, so I had mine : is not that a good word! 
1 would forget her; but a fever she 
Reigns in my blood and will lemembei'd be. 

Bbron. A fever in your blood! why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers: sweet misprision I 
Bum. Once mote I’ll read the ode that I have writ 
Once mote I’ll mark how love can vary wit 
riisadt.] 

On a day — alack the day! — 

Love, whose month is ever May, 

Snied a blossom passing fair 
Playing in the wanton air: 

Thtou^ the velvet leaves the wind. 

All unseen, can passage find; 

Tlmt the lover, to deatii. 

Wish himsdf the heaven’s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow; 


Air, would I might triumph sol 
But, alack, my hand is sworn 
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn; 
Vow, alack, for ‘youth unmeet. 

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet! 

Do not call it sin in me, 

’That I am forsworn for thee; 

Thou for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiope were; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 

This will I send and something else more plain. 
That shall express my true love’s fasting pain. 

O, would the king, Biron, and Longavil^ 

Were lovers tool HI, to example Ul, 

Would from mr forehead wipe a periured note; 
For none ofiena where all alike do dote. 
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ZonflT. [Advaneing:\ Dntnain, thy love is far from 
charity, 

That in love’s grief desirest society: 

You may look pale, but 1 should blush, 1 know. 

To be o’erheard and taken napping so. 

King. [Advancing!] Come, sir, you blush ; as his 
your case is such; 

You chide at him, offending twice as much; 

You do not love Maria; Lnngaville 
Did never sonnet fur her sake compile. 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving braom to keep down his heart. 

I have been closely shrouded in this bush, 

And mark'd yori both and for you both did blush : 

I heard your guilty rhymes, observed your fashion. 

Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion: 

Ay, me: says one; 0 Jove! the other cries; 

One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes: 

[To Long!] You would for paradise break faith and 
troth ; 

[To Ihan.] And Jove, for your love, would infringe an 
oath. 

What will Biron say when that he shall hear 
Faith so infringed, which such zeal did swear? 

How will he scorn ! how will he spend his wit ! 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it I 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 

1 would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. 

[Advancing. 

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon roe! 

(>ood heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love? 

Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears 
There is no certain princess that appears; 

You’ll not be peijured, ’tis a hateful thing; 

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting! 

But are you not ashamed? nay, are you not. 

All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot? 

You found his mote; the king your mote did see; 

But I a beam do hud in each of three. 

0, what a scene of foolery have I seen. 

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen ! 

0 me, with what strict patience have I sat. 

To sec a king transformed to a gnatl* iq»i, a«putwi. 
To see great Hercules whipping a ^g. 

And profound Solomon to tune a jig, 

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys. 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys! 

Where lies thy grief, O, tell me, good Dumaiu? 

And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 

And where my li^’s? all about the breast: 

,A caudle, ho! 

King. Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view? 

Biron. Not you to me, but I betray’d by you: 

1, that am honest; I, that hold it sin 

break the vow I am engaged in; 

1 am betray’d, by Iceeping company 

With moon-like men of strange inconstmey. 

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 

Or groan for love? or spend a minute’s time 
In pruning me? When shall you hoar that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an 
A wt^ a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 

A leg, a limb? 

King. Soft ! whither away so &st ? 

A true man or a thief that gallops •<>? 

Biron. I post from love: good lover, let me go. 


Enter Jaqubnetta and Costard. 

Jaq. God bless tho kinc! 

King. What present hast thou there? 

Coat. Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here? 

Coat. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King. ^ If it mar nothing neither. 

The treason and you go in peace away together. 

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be read: 
Our parson misdoubts it; ’twas treason, he said. 

King. Biron, read it over. [Giving hint tite paper. 
Where hodst thou it? 

Jaq. Of Costard. 

King. Where hadst thou it? 

Coat. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 

[Biron Uara the letter. 
King. How now ! what ' is in you ? why dost thou 
tear it? 

Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy : your grace needs not 
fear it. 

Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore let’s 
hear it. 

Bum. It is Biron’s writing, and here is his name. 

[Gathering up the pieces. 
Biron. [To Coatard.] Ah, you whoreson loggerhead! 
you were horn to do me shame. 

Guilty, my lord, guilty! I confess, I confess. 

King. What ? 

Biron. That you three fools lack’d me fool to make 
up the mess: 

He, he, and you, and you, my liege, and I, 

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 

O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
Bum. Now the numter is even. 

Biron. True, true; we are four. 

Will these turtles be gone? 

King. Hence, sirs; away! 

Coat. Walk aside the true folk, and let the tiaitors 
stay. [Exeunt Coatard and Jaquenetta. 

Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O, let us embrace! 
As true we are as flesh and blo<^ can be: 

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face; 

Young blood doth not oliey an old decree: 

We cannot cross the cause why we were bom; 
Therefore of all hands must we be forswora 
King. What, did these rent lines show some love of 
thine? 

Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who sees the heavenly 
BmuJine, 

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east. 

Bows not his vassal head and stracken blind 
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast? 

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 
Dares look upon we heaven of her brow. 

That is not blinded by her majesty? 

King. What zeal, what fury, hath inspired thee now? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

Sh^ an attending star, scarce seen a light 
Biron. My eyes ore then no eyes, nor I Biron: 

0, but for my love, day would turn to night! 

Of all complexions tho cull’d sovereignty 
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fidr cheek. 

Where several worthies make one dignity. 

Where nothing wants that want itself doth seek. 

Lend me the flonrish of all gentle tongues — 

^e, painted rhetoric! 0, she needs it not: 

To things of sale a seller's praise belongs. 
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She passes praise; then praise too short doth blot 
A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn. 

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born, 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy: 

O, 'tis we sun that maketh all things shine. 

King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 

Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 

O, who can give an oath? where is a book? 

That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack. 

If that she learn not of her eye to look: 

No face is fair that is not lull so black. 

Kxng. O, paradox ! Black is the badge of hell. 

The hue of dungeons and the suit of night ; 

And beauty’s crest becomes the heavens well. 

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of light 
0, if in black my lady’s brows be deck'd. 

It mourns that painting and usurping ^ir 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair. 


Her favour turns the fashion of the days, 

For native blood is counted painting now; 

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 

Dwm. To look like her are chimney-sweepers black. 
Long. And since her time are colliers counted bnght 
K%ng. And Ethiopes of their sweet complexion crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light 
Bvron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain, 

For fear their colours should be wash’d away. 

King. ’Twere good, yours did ; for, sir, to tell you plain. 
I’ll find a fairer face not washed to-day. 

Biron I’ll prove her fair, or talk till doomsday here. 
King No devil will fright thee then so much as she 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
Long. Look, here’s thy love : my loot and her face see. 
Biron. 0, if the streets were paved with thine eyes, 
Her feet were much too dainty for such tread! 

Dum. O vile! then, as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as she walk’d overhead. 

King. But what of this? are we not all in love? 



Bvnn. Nothing so snre; and thereby all forsworn. 
King. Then leave thischat; and,good Biron, now prove 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not tom. 

Dum. Ay, marry, there; some flattery for this evil 
Long. 0, some author!^ how to proc^; 

Some tricks, some qnillets, how to cheat the devil. 

Dum Some salve for p^uiy. 

Biron. Tis more than need. 

Have at you, then, affection’s men at arms. 

Consider what yon first did swear unto. 

To ftstk to stuajr, and to see no woman; 

Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state cff youth. 

Say, can yon fast? your stomachs axe too yonng; 

And abstinence oigendeis maladiea 

And where that you have vow’d to study, lords. 

In that each of yon have forsworn his IxMk, 

Can you stiU dream and pore and thereon look? 

For when would you, my lord, or you, or you. 


Have found the ground of study’s excellence 
Without the beauty of a woman’s face ? 

[From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive; 

They are the ground, the books, the academes 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire] 
Why, universal plodding poisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries. 

As motion and long-during action tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman’s face. 

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes 
And study too, the causer of your vow; 

For where is any author in the world 
Teaches such beauty as a woman’s ^e? 

Learning is but an adjunct to ourself 
And where we are our learning Ukewise is: 

Then when ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes. 

Do we not likewise see our learning there? 
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Oi we have made a vow to study, lords, 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books. 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden contemplatibn have found out 
Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes 
Of beauty’s tutors have enrich’d you with ? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain; 

And therefore, finding barren practisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil: 

But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 

But, with the motion of all elements. 

Courses as swill as thought in every power. 

And gives to every power a double power, 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye; 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind; 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d : 

Love’s feeling is more soft and sensible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ; 

Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste: 
For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as Sphinx; as sweet and musical 
As briffht Apollo's lute, strung with his hair; 

And >raen I^ve speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Make heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write 
Until his ink were temper'd with Love’s sighs; 

O, then hia lines would ravish savage ears 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive: 

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire; 

They ore the books, the arts, the academes, 


That show, contain, and nourish all the world: 

Else none at all in aught proves excellent. 

Then fools you were these women to forswear, 

Or keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 

For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love. 

Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men. 

Or for men’s sake, the authors of these women. 

Or women’s sake, by whom wo men are men, 

Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves, 

Or else wo lose ourselves to keep our oaths. 

It is religion to be thus forsworn. 

For charity itself fulfils the law. 

And who can sever love from charity? 

King. Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to the field! 
Biron. Advance your standards, and upon them, 
lords; 

Pell-mell, down with them! but be first advised. 

In conflict that you ^et the sun of them. 

Long, Now to plain-dealing ; lay these glozes by : 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France? 

King. And win them too: therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

Biron, First, from the park let us conduct them thither ; 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress: in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them. 

Such as the shortness of the time can shape; 

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours 
Forerun fair Love, strewing 'her way with flowers. 

King, Away, away ! no time shall be omitted 
That will betime,* and may by us be fitted. aMout. 
Biron, Allons ! allons ! Sow’d cockle reap’d iio corn ; 
And justice always whirls in equal measure: 

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn; 

If so, our copper buys no better treasure. [Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 


Scene I — The same. 


Enter Holofebnes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Satis qnod sufficit 

Nath. 1 piaisa God for you, sir: your reasons at 
dinner have been sharp and sententious ; pleasant without 
scurrility, wit^ without affection,* audacious 
without impudency, learned without opinion, and strange 
without heresy. I did converse this quondam day with 
a companion of the kin^s, who is mtituled, nominated, 
or called, Don Adriano de Armado. 

HU. Novi hominem tanquam te : his humour is lolly, 
his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye am- 
bitious, his gait majestical, and his general behaviour 
vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical. He is too pick’d,* 
too spruce, too affected, too odd, as it were, too pere- 
grinate, as I may call it 

NaOi. A most singular and choice epithet 

[Drams <m< his tahU-hock. 

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his verbosity 


finer than the staple of his aigument. I abhor such 
fanatical phantasimes, such insociable and point-devise 
companions; such rackers of orthography, as to speak 
dout, fine, when he should say doubt; det, when he 
should pronounce debt — d, e, b, t not d, e, t : he clepeth 
a calf, cauf; half, hauf; neighbour vocatur nebour; neieh 
abbreviated ne. This is ab^hominable — ^which he would 
call abbominable: it insinuateth me of insanie: anne 
intelligis, domine ? to make frantic, lunatic. 

Nath. Laus Deo, bone intelligo. 

Hoi. Bone ? — bone for beni : Prisciaui a little scratched , 
’twill serve. 

Nath. Videsne quis venit? 

Hoi. Video, et gaudeo. 

ErUer Abmado, Moth, and Costard. 

Arm. Chirrah! [To Moth 

Hoi. Quare chirrah, not sirrah? 

Arm. Men of peace, well encountered 



Hoi. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. [Aside to Codard^ They have been at a great 
feast of languages, and stolen the scraps. 

Cost. 0, they have lived long on the alms-basket of 
words. I marvel thy master bath not eaten thee for 
a word; for thou art not so long by the head as 
honorificabilitudinitatibus : thou art easier swallowed 
than a flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace! the peal b^ns. 

Arm. [To HoL\ Monsieur, are you not lettered! 

Moth. Yes, yes ; he teaches bo^ the hom-book. What 
is a, b, spelt backwards, with the hom on his head? 

Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a hom added 

Moth. most silly sheep with a hom. You hear 
bis learning. 

HoL Quis, quis, thou consonant? 

Math. The uird of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them; or the fifth, if L 

HU. I will rep^ tiiem — a, e, i — 

Moth. The sheep: the other two concludes it — o, u. 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterraneum, 
a sweet touch, a <]^uick venue* of wit ! snip, snap, **■**■ 
quick and home! it rejoiceth my intellect: true wit! 


MUh. Offered by a child to an old man; which is 
wit-old. 

Hoi. What is the figure? what is the figure? 

Moth. Homs. 

HU. Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip thy gig 

MUh. Lend me your hom to make one, and 1 will 
whip about your infamy circum circa — a gig of a cuckold’s 
hom. 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 
shouldst have it to buy gingerbread: hold, there is the 
very remuneration I had of thy master, thou ludf^nny 
urse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discretion. 0, an the 
eavens were so pleased that thou wert but my bastard, 
what a joyful father wouldst thou make me I Go to ; 
thou hast it ad dunghill, at the fingers’ ends, as they 
say. 

HU. 0, I smell false Latin; dunghill for unguem. 

Arm. Arts-man, preambulate, we will be singuled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate youl^i at the 
cham-house on the top of the mountain ? 

HU. Or mens, the hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

HoL 1 do, sans question. 
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jlrtn. Sir, it is tho king's xnost sweet pleasure and 
afiection to congratulate the princess at her pavilion in 
the posteriora of this day, which the rude multitude call 
the afternoon. 

Hoi. The posterior of tho day, most generous sir, is 
liable, congruent, and measurable for the afternoon: the 
word is well ciUled, chose, sweet, and apt, I do assure 
you, sir, I do assure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman, and my 
familiar, I do assure ye, very good friend : for what is 
inward between us, let it pass. I do beseech thee, 
remember thy courtesy; I beseech thee, apparel thy 
head : and among other important and most serious 
designs, and of great import indeed, too, but let that 
pass: for I must tell thee, it will please his grace, by 
the world, sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder, 
and with his royal finger, thus, dally with my excre- 
ment, with my mustachio; but, sweet heart, let that 
pass. By the world, I recount no fable: some certain 
special honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to 
Armado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the 
world; but let that pass. The very all of all is — ^but, 
sweet heart, I do implore secrecy — that the king would 
have me present the princess, sweet chuck, with some 
delightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or antique, 
or firework. Now, understanding that the curate and 
your sweet self are good at such eruptions and sudden 
breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have acquainted 
you withal, to the end to crave your assistance. 

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before her the Nine 
Worthies. Sir, as concerning some entertainment of 
time, some show in the posterior of this day, to be 
rendered by our assistants, at the king's command, and 
this most gallant, illustrate, and learned gentleman, 
before the princess; I say, none so fit as to x>n!sent the 
Nine Worthies. 

Hath. Where will you find men worthy enough to 
present them? 

Hoi. Joshua, yourself; myself or this gallant gentle- 
man, Judas Maccabseus; this swain, because of his great 
limb or joint, shall pass Pompey the Great; the page, 
Hercules — 

Arm. Pardon, sir; error: he is not quantity enough 
for that Worthy's thumb: he is not so big as the end 
of his club. 

Hoi. Shall I have audience ? he shall present Her- 
cules in minority: his enter and exit shall be strangling 
a snake; and I will have an apology for that purpose. 

M(dh. An excellent device! so, if any of the audience 
hiss, you may cry * Well done, Hercules ! now thou 
crusheat the snake!’ that is the way to make an offence 
gracious, t^ugh few have the grace to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the Worthies? — 

HoL I will play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman! 

Arm Shall I tell you a thing? 

Hd. We attend. 

Arm We will have, if this fadge not,* an antique. 
I bMeech you, follow. ••rtinrt. 

Hoi. Via, goodman Dull ! thou hast spoken no word 
all this w^e. 

DvU. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

Hcl. Aliens! wo will employ thee. 

DvU. I’ll make one in a dance, or so ; or I wrll 

On lUe^tahor to tho Worthies, and let them dance the 
hay. 

Hd. Most duU, honest Dull I to our sport, away I 

[ExturU. 


Scene II. — Th* same. 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, and Maria. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart. 

If fairings come thus plentifully in: 

A lady wall’d about with diamonds! 

Look you what I have from the loving king. 

Bos. Madame, came nothing else along with that? 
Prin. Nothing but this ! yes, as much love in rhyme 
As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper. 

Writ o’ both sides the leaf, margent, and w. 

That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name. 

Bos. That was the way to make his godhead wax,^ 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 7 onm. 
Hath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Bos. Youll ne’er be friends with him; a’ kill’d your 
sister. 

Hath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy; 

And so she died: had she been light, like you. 

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 

She might ha’ l)een a grandam ere she died: 

And so may you; for a light heart lives long. 

Bos. What’s your dark meaning, mouse, of this light 
word? 

Hath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Bos. We need more light to find your meaning out. 
Hath. You’ll mar the light by taking it in snuff;* 
Therefore I’ll darkly end the argument 

Bos. Look, what you do, you do it still i’ the darL 
Hath. So do not you, for you are a light wench. 

Bos. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light 
Hath. You weigh me not? 0, that’s you care not 
for me. 

Bos. Great reason; for 'past cure is still past care.’ 
Pnn. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well play’d. 
But, Rosaline, you have a fiivour too: 

Who sent it? and what is it? 

Bos. I would you knew: 

An if my face were but as fair as yours. 

My favour were as great; be witness thia 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron: 

The numbers true; and, were the niunbering toe, 

I were the fairest goddess on the ground: 

I am compared to twenty thousand fairs. 

0, he hath drawn my picture in his letter! 

Prin. Any thing like? 

Bos. Much in the letters; nothing in the praise. 
Prin. Beauteous as ink; a good couclusion. 

Hath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Bos. ’Ware pencils, ho I let me not die your debtor I 
My red dominical, my golden letter; 

O that your face were not so full of O’s ! 

Hath. A pox of that jest! and I beshrew* 
all shrowa 

Prin. But, Katharine, what was sent to you from 
fair Dumain? 

Hath. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not send you twain ? 

Hath. Yes, madam, and moreover 
Some thousand verses of a futbful lover, 

A huge trandation of hypocrisy. 

Vilely compiled, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This and these pearls to me sent I/mgaviUe: 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no less. Dost thou not wish in heart 
The were longer and the letter short? 

Mar. Ay, or 1 would these hands might never part 
Prin. We are wise girls to mock our lovets so. 



288 


LOVE’S LABOUB’S LOST. 


[Act V. 


Soa. They ate worse fools to purchase mocking so. 
That same Biron I'll torture ere 1 go; 

0 that I knew he were but in by the week' 

How I would make him fawn and beg and seek, 

And wait the season and observe the times. 

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes. 

And shape his service wh<dly to my bests. 

And make him proud to make me proud that jests! 

So portent-like would 1 o'ersway his state. 

That he should be my fool and 1 his fate. 

Prin, Hone are so surely caught, when they are 
catch'd. 

As wit turn’d fool: folly, in wisdom hatch’d. 

Hath wisdom's warrant and the help of school 
And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Bos. The blo^ of youth bums not with such excess 
As gravity’s revolt to wantonness. 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote; 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity, 
i^n. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 



Enter Boykt. 

Boyd. 0, I am stabb’d with laughter! Where’s her 
grace? 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet? 

Boyd. Prepare, madam, prepare! 

Atm, wenches, arm! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace: Love doth approach disguised, 
Amed in arguments; you’ll be surprised: 

Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Prin. Saint Denis to Saint Cupid ! What are they 
That chaiM their breath against us? say, scout, say. 

Boyd. Under the cool shade of a sycamore 
I thought to close mine tyes some half an hour; 

When, loi to interrupt my purposed rest, 

Toward that sht^e I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions: warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by. 

And overheard what you shall overhear; 

That, by and by, disguised they will be here. 


Their herald is a pretty knavish page. 

That well by heart hath conned his embassage : 

Action and accent did they teach him there; 

‘Thus must thou speak,’ and ‘thus thy body bear:' 

And ever and anon they made a doubt 
Presence miycstical would put him out ; 

‘For,’ quoth the king, ‘an angel thou shalt see; 

Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.’ 

The boy replied, ‘An angel is not evil; 

I should have fear’d her had she been a devil.’ 

With that, all laugh’d and clapp’d him on the shoulder. 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder: 

One rubb’d his elbow thus, and fleer’d and swore 
A better speech was never spoke before; 

Another, with his Anger and his thumb, 

Cried, ‘Via! we will do’t, come what will come;’ 

The third he caper’d, and cried, ‘All goes well;' 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell. 

With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 

With such a zealous laughter, so profound. 

That in this spleen ridiculous appears. 

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears. 

Prvn. But what, but what, come they to visit us ? 
Boyd. They do, they do; and are apparell’d thus. 
Like Muscovites or Kussians, as I guess. 

Their purpose is to parle, to court, and dance; 

And every one his love feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress, which they’ll know 
By favours several which they did bestow. 

Prin. And will they so? the gallants shall be task’d; 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d; 

And not a man of them shall have the grace, 

Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face. 

Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou stialt wear. 

And then the king will court thee for his dear; 

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine. 

So shall Biron take me for Rosaline. 

And change you favours too; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceived by these removes. 

Boa. Come on, then; wear the favours most in sight. 
Kaih. But in this changing what is your intent? 
Prin. The effect of my intent is to cross theirs: 
They do it but in mocking merriment; 

And mock for mock is only my intent. 

Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook, and so be mock’d withal 
U]^n the next occasion that we meet. 

With visages display'd, to talk and greet. 

Bos. But shall we dance, if they desire us to't ? 
Pn'n. No, to the death, we will not move a foot; 
Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace. 

But while 'tis spoke each turn away her lace. 

Boyd. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker’s 
heart. 

And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin. Therefore 1 dd it; and I make no doubt 
The rest will ne’er come in, if ho be out. 

There’s no such sport as sport by sport o’erthroiirn. 

To make theirs ours and ours none but our owa: 

So shall we stay, mocking intended game. 

And they, well mock’d, depart away with shaml. 

[Trumpds sound within. 
Boyd. The trumpet sounds : be mask’d ; the maskers 
come. [The Ladks made. 

Enter Blackamoors with music; Moth; the King; Bikon, 
L0NGA.VILLE, and Domain, in Busaian hamts, and 
mashed. 

Moth. All hail, the richest beauties on the earth!— 
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Boya. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta. 

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 

Ladua turn their batiks to him. 
That ever turn’d their — ^backs — ^to mortal views! 

Biron. [Aaids to Moiihi\ Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 
Mtdh. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal views 1 — 
Out— 

Boyet, True; out indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, vouch- 
safe 

Not to behold — 

Biron. [Asids to Mothi] Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed eyes, 

with your sun-beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet; 

You were best call it ‘daughter-beamed eyes.’ 


Mfdh. They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 
Biron. Is this your perfectness 7 be gone, you rogue ! 

[Exit. Moth. 

Boa. 'What would these strangers 7 know their minds, 
Boyet : 

If they do speak our language, ’tis our will 
'fhat some plain man recount their purposes: 

Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the princess 7 
Biron. Nothing but peace and gentle visitation. 

Boa. What would they, say they 7 

Boyet. Nothing but peace and mntle visitation. 

Bos. Why, that they have ; and bid them so be gone. 
BoyU. She says, you have it, and you may be gone. 
Kiny. Say to her, we have measured many miles 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 



Boyet. They say, that they have measured many a 
mile 

To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Boa. It is not so. Ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile: if they have measured many. 

The measure then of one is easily told. 

Boyet. If to come hither you have measured miles. 
And many miles, the princess bids you tell 
How many inches doth fill up one mile. 

Biron, Tell her, we measure them by weary steps, 
Boyet. She hears herself. 

Boa. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o'eigone. 

Are number’d in the travel of one mile 7 
Biron. We number nothing that we spend for you: 
Our duty is so rich, so inffni^ 

That we may do it still without accompt. 


Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face, 

That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Boa. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do! 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine. 
Those clouds removed, upon our watery e 3 me. 

Boa. O vain petitioner! beg a grater matter; 

Thou now request’st but moonshine in the water. 

King. Then, in our measuro do but vouchsafe one 
change. 

Thou bid’st me beg: this begging is not strange. 

Boa. Play, music, then! Nay, you must do it soon 

[Muaie plays. 

Not yet! no dance! Thus change I like the moon. 
King. Will you not dance 7 How come you thus 
estranged? 

Bos. You took the moon at full, but now she’e changed. 

37 
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King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 

The music plays; vouchsafe some motion to it. 
jBoa Our ears vouchsafe it. 

King. But your 1^ should do it 

Bot. Since you are strangers and come here by chance, 
We’ll not be nice: take hands. We will not dance. 
King. Why take we hands, then? 

Sot. Only to part friends: 

Curtsy, sweet hearts; and so the measure ends. 

King. More measure of this measure; be not nice. 
Sot. We can t^ord no more at such a price. 

King. Prize you yourselves : what buys your company? 
Sot. Your absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Sot. Then cannot we be bought: and so, adieu; 
Twice to yuur visor, and half once to you. 

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat 
Sot. In private, then. 

King. I am best pleased with that 

[They eonverte apart. 
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word with 
thee. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there is three. 
Biron. Nay then, two treys,* an if you grow 
so nice, 

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey: well run, dice! 

There’s half-a-dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu: 

Since you can cog,* I’ll play no more with you. *<»^' 
Biron. One word in secret 
Prin. Let it not he sweet 

Biron. Thou grievest my gall. 

Prin. Gall I bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet 

[They Conner ae apart. 
Than. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a word? 
Mar. Name it 
Dam. Fair lady — 

Mar. Say you so? Fair lord — 

Take that for your fair lady. 

Dam. Please it you, 

As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 

[They eonverte apart. 
Kath. What, was your vizard made without a tongue? 
long. I know the reason, lady, why yon ask. 

Kath. O for your reason! quickly, sir; I long. 

Long. You have a double tongue within your mask. 
And would afford my speechless vizard half. 

Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman. Is not 'veal’ a calf? 
Long. A calf, fair lady! 

KcUh. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let’s part the word. 

Ka^ Nof I’ll not be your half: 

Take all, and wean it; it may prove an ox. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these sharp 
mocks! 


Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not so. 

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Kath Bleat softly then; the batcher hears you cry. 

[They eonverte apart. 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor's e^ invisible^ 

Catting a smaller hair than may be seen. 

Above the sense of sense; so sensible 
Seemetir their conference; their conceits have wings 
Fleeter than arrows, ballets, wind, thought, swifter things. 
Bot. Not one word more, my maids; break off, 
break off. 


[Act V. 

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff! 
King. Farewell, mad wenches ; you have simple wita 
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovite. 

[Exeunt King, Lord*, and Slaehamoore. 
Are these the breed of wits so wonder’d at? 

Boyd. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths puff’d 
out. 

JZm. Well-likiug wits they have ; gross, gross ; fat, fat. 
Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout! 

Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-night? 

Or ever, but in vizards, show their faces? 

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite 
Boa. 0, they were all in lamentable cases! 

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit. 

Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword: 

No point, quoth I; my servant straight was mute. 
Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o’er bis heart; 
And trow you what he called me? 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Kath Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art! 

Boa. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-caps. 
But will you hear? the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 
Kath And Longaville was for my service born. 

Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 

Asyrf. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear: 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes; for it can never be 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return? 

Boyd. They will, they will, God knows. 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows: 
Therefore change favours; and, when they repair. 

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 

Prin. How blow ? how blow ? speak to be understood. 
Boyd. Fair ladies mask’d are roses in their bud; 
Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture shown. 

Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity 1 What shall we do. 

If th^ retam in their own shapes to woo? 

Bot. Good madam, if by roe you’ll be advised. 

Let’s mock them still, as well known ns disguised: 

Let os complain to them what fools were here. 
Disguised luce Muscovites, in shapeless gear; 

And wonder what they were and to what end 
Their shallow shows and prologue vilely penn'd. 

And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 

Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyd, ladies, withdraw: the gallants are at hand. 
Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o’er land. 

[JEkeunf Prineett, Botaline, Katharine, and Maria. 

Be-enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain, 
in their proper habitt. 

King. Fair sir, God save you ! Where’s the princess? 
Boyd. Gone to her tent Please it your majesty 
Command me any service to her thither? 

King. That she vouchsafe me audience for ode word. 
Boyd. I will; and so will she, I know, my lord. 

i [Exit. 

Biron. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeons feoM, 
And utters it again wW God doth please : 

He is wit’s pedler, and retails his wares 
At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fain; 

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 

Have not the |race to grace it with such show. 

This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve ; 
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Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve ; 

A’ can carve too, and liap: why, this is he 
That kiss’d his hand jtway in courtesy; 

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice. 

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms: nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly; and in ushering 
Mend him who can: the ladies call him sweet; 

The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet: 

This is the dower that smiles on every one. 

To show his teeth as white as whale’s hone; 

And consciences, that will not die in debt. 

Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my heait, 
That put Armado’s page out of his part! 

Biron. See where it comes! Behaviour, what wert 
thou 

Till this madman show’d thee? and what art thou now? 

Bt-enUr the Princess, ushered by Boyet; Rosaline, 
Maria, and Katharine. 

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day! 
Brin. 'Fair’ in ‘all hail’ is foul, as I conceive. 

King. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 

Prin. Then wish me better; 1 will give you leave. 
King. We came to visit you, and purpose now 
To lead you to our court; vouchsafe it then. 

Prin. This Held shall hold me ; and so hold your vow; 
Nor God, nor 1, delights in perjured men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that wliich you provoke: 
The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 

Prin. You nickname virtue; vice you should have 
spoke ; 

For virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth. 

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unsullied lily, I protest, 

A world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your house's guest; 

So much I hate a breaking cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. 

King. O, you have lived in desolation here. 

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 

Prin. Not so, my lord; it is not so, I swear; 

We have had pastimes hero and pleasant game: 

A mess of Russians left us but of late. 

King. How, madam! Russians! 

Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord; 

Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state. 

Bos. Madam, speak tone. It is not so, my lord: 

My lady, to the manner of the days. 

In courtesy gives undeserving praise. 

We four iudeed confronted were with four 
In Russian habit: here they stay’d an hour. 

And talk’d apace; and in that hour, my lord. 

They did not bless us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fools; but this I think. 

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

' Biron. This jest is dry to ma Fair gentle* sweet. 
Tour wit makes wise things foolish: when we greet, 
With eyes best seeing, heaven’s fiery eye. 

By light we lose light : your capacity 

Is of that nature that to your huge store 

Wise things seem foolish and rich things but poor. 

Bos. This proves yon wise and rich, for in my eyes — 
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Bos. Bat that you take what doth to you belong. 

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongua 
Biron. 0, I am yours, and all that I possess! 

Bos. All the fool mine? 


Biron. I cannot give yon less. 

Bos. Which of the vizards was it that you wore? 
Biron. Where ? when ? what vizard ? why demand 
you this? 

Bos. There, then, that vizard; that superfluous case 
That hid the worse and showed the better faca 

King. We are descried; they’ll mock us now down- 
right. 

Dum. Let us confess and turn it to a jest. 

Prin. Amazed, my lord ? why looks your highness sad ? 
Bos. Help, hold his brows! he’ll swoon! Why look 
you pale? 

Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 

Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for perjury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer out? 

Here stand I : lady, dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout; 
Thrust thy sha^ wit quite through my ignorance; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit; 

And I will wish thee never more to dance. 

Nor never more in Russian habit wait 
0, never will I trust to speeches penn’d. 

Nor to the motion of a schoolboy’s tongue, 

Nor never come in vizard to my friend. 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song! 

Taffeta praises, silken terms precise. 

Three-piled hyperboles, spruce affectation, 

Figures pedanticd; these summer flies 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation: 

I do forswear them; and 1 here protest, 

By this white glove — how white the hand, God knows! — 
Henceforth my u'ooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas and honest kersey noes: 

And, to begin, wench— so God help me, la! 

My love to thee is sound, sans* crack or flaw. 

Bos. Sans sans, 1 pray you. 

Biron. Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : bear with me, I am sick ; 

I’ll leave it % d^T^es. Soft, let ns see : 

Write, ‘Lord have mercy on us’ on those three; 

They are infeeted; in their hearts it lies; 

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes; 
These lords are visited; you are not free. 

For the Lord’s tokens on you do I see. 

Prin. No, they are free tliat gave these tokens to us. 
Biron. Our states are forfeit: seek not to undo us. 
Bos. It is not so; fur how can this be true. 

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue? 

Biron. Peace ! for I will not have to do with you. 
Bos. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron. Speak for yourselves: my wit is at an end. 
King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude trans- 
gression 

Some fair excuse. 

Prin. The fairest is confession. 

Were not you here but even now disguised? 

King. Madam. I was. 

Prin. And were you well advised? 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here. 

What did vou whisper in your lady’s ear? 

King, that more than all the world I did respMt her. 
Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will reject her. 
King. Upon mine honour, na 
Prin. Peace, peace! forbear: 

Your oath once broke, you force* not to forswear. 

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 
PHn. I will : and therefore keep it. Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear? 
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Bos. Madam, he swore that he did hold me dear 
As precioiis eyesight, and did value me 
Above this world; adding thereto moreover 
That he would wed me, or else die ray lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of him I the noble lord 
Most honouTaUy doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, madam ? by my life, my 
troth, 

I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Bos. By heaven, you did; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this: but take it, sir, again. 

King. My faith and this the princess I did give: 

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear ; 

And Lord Biron, 1 thank him, is my dear. 

What, will you have me, or your j^rl again? 

Biron. Neither of either; I remit both twaia 
I see the trick on’t: here was a consent. 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment. 

To dash it like a Christmas comedy: 

Some carry-tal^ some please>man, some slight zany. 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some Dick, 
That smiles his cheek in years and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh when she’s disposed. 

Told our intents before; which once disclosed. 

The ladies did change favours: and then we. 

Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she. 

Now, to our perjury to add more terror. 

We are again forsworn, in will and error. 

Much upon this it is: and might not you {To Boyd. 
Forestall our sport, to make us thus untrue? 

Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squier,* 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye? 

And stand between her ^ck, sir, and the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily? 

You put our page out: go, you are allow’d; 

Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud. 

You leer upon me, do you? there’s an eye 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyd. Full raenily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace ! 1 have done. 

ErUer Costard. 

Wdcome, pure wit I thou partest a fair fray. 

Cod. O Lord, sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies shall come in or no. 

Biron. What, are there but three? 

Cod. No, sir; but it is vara fine. 

For every one pursents three. 

Binm. And three times thrice is nine. 

Cod. Not so, sir ; under correction, sir ; 1 hope it is 
not so. 

Ton cannot bsg us, sir, I can assure you, sir; we know 
what we know: 

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir— 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cod. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil it 
doth amount 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for nine. 
Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you should get your 
livii^ by reckoning, sir. 

Mron. How much is it? 

^ CotL O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, 
rir, will show whereuntil it doth amount: for mine own 
paitk I am, as they say, but to paifect one man in one 
poor man, Pompion the Great, sir. 

Binm. Art thou one of the Wortiiies? 


[Act V. 

Cod. It pleased them to think me worthy of Pom- 
pion the Great: for mine own part, I know not the 
degree of the Worthy, but I am to stand for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cod. We will turn it finely ofiT, sir; we will take 
some care. {Exit. 

King. Birun, they will shame us : let them not 
approach. 

Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord: and ’tis some 
policy 

To have one show worse than the king’s and his com- 
pany. 

King. I say they shall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’errule you now: 
That sport li^t pleases that doth least know how: 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents: 

Their form confounded makes most form in mirth. 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 

Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord. 

Enter Armado. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expense of thy 
royal sweet breath as will utter a brace of worda 

{Converses apart with the King, and delivers 

him a paper. 

Prin. Doth this man serve God? 

Biron. Why ask you? 

Prin. He speaks not like a man of God’s making. 
Arm. That is all one, my fair, sweet, honey monarch ; 
for, I protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding fantastical; 
too too vain, too too vain : but we will put it, as they 
say, to fortuna do la guerra. I wish you the peace of 
mind, most royal couplement! [Exit 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of Worthies. 
He presents Hector of Troy ; the swain, Pompey the 
Great: the parish curate, Alexander; Anuado’s page, 
Hercules: the pedant, Judas Maccabseus: 

And if these four Wortiiies in their first show thrive. 
These four will change habits, and present the other 
five. 

Biron. There is five in the first show. 

King. You are deceived; ’tis not so. 

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedgepriest, the 
fool, and the boy: — 

Abate throw at novum,* and the whole world again 
Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his vein. 
King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes 
amain. 

Elder Costard, /or Pompey. 

Cod. I Pompey am — 

Boyd. You lie, you are not he. 

Cod. I Pompey am — - 

Boyd. With libbard’s head ox knea 

Biron. Well said, old mocker: I must needs be 
friends with thee. 

Cod. I Pompey am, Pompey sumamed the BJ|g— 

Ihim. The Great 

Cod. It is ‘Great,’ sir: — 

Pompey sumamed the- Great; 
That oft in field, with targe and shield, did mike my 
foe to sweat: 

And travelling along this coasts I here am come by 
chance, 

And lay my 'arms before the 1^ of this sweet lass 
of France. 
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If your ladyahip would Bay, 'Thanks, Pompey,’ I had 
done. 

Prin. Great thanks,. Great Pompey. 

Cost. TtB not so much worth; but I hope 1 was 
perfect; I made a little fault in ‘Great.’ 

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves the 
best Worthy. 

Bnter SiB Nathaniel, /or Alexander. 

Nath. IVhen in the world I lived, I was the world’s 
commander ; 

By east, west, north, and south, I spread my conquering 
might: 

My scutcheon plain declares that I am Alisander — 

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not; for it stands 
too right 

Biron. Your nose smells ‘no’ in this, most tender- 
smelling knight 


Prin. The conqueror is dismay’d. Proceed, good 
^Icx ftiidcr* 

Nath. When in the world I lived, I was the world’s 
commander — 

Boyet. Most true, ’tis right; you were so, Alisander. 

Biron Pompey the Great — 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Alisander. 

Cost. [To Sir Nath.'\ O, sir, you have overthrown 
Alisander the conqueror! You will be scraped out of 
the painted cloth for this : your lion, that holds his 
poll-axe sitting on a close-stool, will be given to Ajax : 
he will be the ninth Worthy. A conqueror, and afeard 
to speak ! run away for shame, Alisander. [_JVa<A. retires.^ 
There, an’t shall please you ; a foolish mild man ; an 
honest man, look you, and soon dashed. He is a mar- 
vellous good neighbors, faith, and a ve^ good bowler: 
but, for Alisander — alas, you see how ’tis — a little o’er- 



parted. But there are Worthies a-coming will speak 
their mind in some other sort 
Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

Enter Holofernes, for Judas; avd Moth, far Hercules. 

Hoi. Great Hercules is presented by this imp, 
Whose club kill’d Cerberus, that three-headed cams ; 
And when he was a ^be, a child, a shrimp. 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manua 
Quoniam he seemeth in minority, 

Ergo I come with this apology. r j- 

Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. [Moth retires. 

Ju^ I am — 

Bum. A Judas I 
Hd. Not Isoaiiotk sir. 

Judas I am, ycliped Maccabtsua 


Bum. Judas Maccabmus dipt is plain Judaa 
Biron. A kissing traitor. How art thou proved 
Judas? 

Hoi. Judas I am— 

Bum. The more shame for you, Judas. 

Htd. What mean you, sir? 

Bayet. To make Judas hang himself. 

Hd. Begin, sir; you are my elder. 

Biron. Well followed : Judas was hanged on an elder. 
HoL I will not be put out of countenanca 
Biron. Because thou hast no faca 
Hoi. What is this? 

Boyet. A cittern-head. 

Bum. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A Death’s face in a ring. 

The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen. 
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Boyet, The pommel of Caesar’s falchion. 

Dum. The carved-bone face on a flask. 

Biron. Saint George’s half'cheek in a brooch. 

Bum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a toothdrawer. 
And now forward ; for we have put thee in countenance. 
Ifol. You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron. False; we have given thee faces. 

Hoi. But you have out-faced them all. 

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 

Boytt. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go. 

And so adieu, sweet Jude I nay, why dost thou stay ? 
Bum. For the latter end of Ikis name. 

Biron. For the ass to the Jude ; give it him — 
Jud-as, away I 

Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 
Boyet. A light for Monsieur Judas! it nows dark, 
he may stumble. [iToZ. retires. 

Prin. Alas, poor Maccabseus, how hath he been 
baited! 

Enter Ahhado, for Hector, 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles : here comes Hector 
in arms. 

Bum. Though my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a l^yan in respect of this. 
Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

King. I think Hector was not so clean-timbered. 
Bmg. His leg is too big for Hector’a 
Bum More calf, certain. 

Boyet. No; he is ^st indued in the mnall. 

Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Bum He's a god or a painter; for he makes faces. 
Arm The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty. 
Gave Hector a gilt — 

Bum A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with cloves. 

Bum No, cloven. 

Arm Peace! — 

The armipotent Mars, of lanees the almighfy. 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Uion; 

A man so breathed, that certain he would fight ye 
From morn till night, out of his pavilion. 

I am that flower — 

Bum That mint 

Long. ^ That columbine. 

Arm Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it runs 
against Hector. 

Bum Ay, and HectoFs a greyhound. 

Arm The sweet war-man is dead and rotten; sweet 
chucks, beat not the bones of the buried: when he 
breathed, he was a man. But I will forward with my 
device. [To Hu Princess^ Sweet royalty, bestow on me 
the sense of heating. 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector: we are much delighted. 
Arm I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper. 

Boyet. [Asid* to Z>um.1 Loves her by the foot. 

Bum {Aside to Boyet^ He may not by the yard. 
Arm This Hector far surmounted Hannibal— 

Cod. The party is gone^ fellow Hector, she is gone; 
she 18 two months on her way. 

Arm. What meanest thou? 

Cod. Faith, unless you play the honest Troyan, the 
poor wench is east away: she’s ouick; the child brags 
in her belly already: ’tis yours. 


Arm Dost thou infhmonize me among potentates? 
thou shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipped for Jaquenetta 
that is quick by him, and hanged for Pompey that is 
dead by him. 

Bum Most rare Pompey! 

Boyet. Benowned Pompey! 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey! 
Pompey the Huge! 

Bum Hector trembles 

Biron. Pompey is moved. More Ates. more Ates! 
stir them on ! stir them on ! 

Bum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if a’ have no more man's blood in’s belly 
than will sup a flea. 

Arm By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cost. I will not fignt with a pole, like a northern 
man: I’ll slash; I’ll do it by the sword. 1 bepray you, 
let me borrow my arms again. 

Bum. Boom for the incensed Worthies! 

Cost. I’ll do it in roy shirt 

Bum. Most resolute Pompey! 

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole lower. 
Do you not see Pompey is uncasing for the combat? 
What mean you? You will lose your reputation. 

Arm Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me; I will 
not combat in my shirt. 

Bum You may not deny it: Pompey hath made 
the challenge. 

Arm Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you for’t? 

Arm The .naked truth of it is, 1 have no shirt; I 
go woolward^ for penance. rsbiHiMt 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoined him in Borne for 
want of linen: since when. I’ll be sworn, he wore none 
but a dishclout of Jaquenetta’s, and that a’ wears next 
his heart for a favour. 

Enter Meecade. 

Met. God save yon,. madam! 

iVin. 'Welcome, Mercade; 

But that thou intmupt’st our merriment. 

Mtr. am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your lather — 

Prin. Dead, for my life! 

Mer. Even so; my tale is tcld. 

Biron. Worthies, away! the scene begins to cloud. 

Arm For mine own part, I breathe free breath. I 
have seen the day of wrong through the little hole of 
discretion, and I will right myself like a soldier. 

[Exeunt Worthies. 

King. How fares your majesty? 

Prin. Boyet, ptsfiare; I will away to-night. 

King. Madam, not so; I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin. Prepay I say. I thank you, gracious lords. 
For all your fair endeavours; and entoeat. 

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom to excuse or hide 
The liberal opposition of our spirits, 

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath : .your gentleness 
Was guilty of it Farewell, worthy lord! 

A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue: 

Excuse me so, coming too short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d 

King. The extreme parts of time extremely ftrm 
All causes to tire purpose of bis speed, 

And often at bis veiy loose decides 
That which long process could not arbitiate: 
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And though the mourning brow of progeny 

Forbid the smiling courtesy of love 

The holy suit which fain it would convince, 

Yet, since love’s sigunfent was first on foot. 

Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 

Fmm what it purposed; since, to wail fnends lost 

Is not by muon so wholesome>profitable 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin. I understand you not: my griefs are double. 
Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of grief ; 
And by these badges understand the king. 

For your fair sakes have we neglected time. 

Play’d foul play with our oaths: your beauty, ladies. 
Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents: 

And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous — 

As love is full of unbefitting strains, 

All wanton ns a child, skipping and vain. 

Form’d by the eye and therefore, like the eye, 

Full of strange shapes, of habits and of forms. 

Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance: 

Which parti-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by ns, if, in yonr heavenly eyes. 

Have misbecomed our oaths and gravities. 

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults. 
Suggested us to maka Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours: we to ourselves prove false. 

By being once false for ever to be true 
To those that m^ke us both — fair ladies, you; 

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 

Thus purifies itself and turns to grace. 

Prin. We have received your letters full of love ; 
Your favours, the ambassadors of love; 

And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy. 

As bombast* and as lining to the time: •*»<"»« 

But more devout than this in our respects 
Have we not been; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment 
Dum. Our letters, mkdam, show’d much more than jest 
Long. So did our looks. 

Roa. We did not quote them sa 

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour. 

Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in. 

No, no, my lord, ^'our grace is perjured much. 

Full of dear guiltiness ; and therefore this : 

If for my love, as there is no such cause. 

You will do aimht^ this shall you do for me: 

Your oath I will not trust; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 

Bemote from all the pleasures of the worlds 
There stay until the twelve celestial sqpis 
Have brought about the annual reckoning. 

If this austere insooiable life 

Change not yonr offer made in heat of blood; 

If frosts and fasts, hard lodgiim and thin weras 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 

But that it l^r this trial and last love; 

Then, at the expiration of the year. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by them deserts. 

And, by this virgin palm now kissing thine, 

1 will be thine; and till that instant shut 
My woeful sdf up in a mouning house. 

Binning the teats of lamentation 

For the remembrance of my father’s death. 


If this thou do deny, let our hands part. 

Neither intitled in the other’s heart. 

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny. 

To flatter up these powers of mine with rest. 

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye! 

Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast 
[Biron. And what to me, my love ? and what to me ? 
Boa. You must be purged too, your sins are rack’d. 
You are attaint with faults and perjury : 

Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 

A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest. 

But seek the weary bras of people sick.] 

Bum. But what to me, my love? but what to me? 
A wife? 

Kath. A beard, fair health, and honesty; 

With three-fold love 1 wish you all these three. 

Bum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife? 

Kaih. Not so, my lord; ‘a twelvemonth and a day 
I’ll mark no words that smooth-faced wooers say: 

Come when the king doth to my lady come; 

Then, if I have much love. I’ll give you some. 

Bum. I’ll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 
Kath. Yet swear not, lest ye be forsworn again. 

Long. What says Maria? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth’s end 

I’ll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long. I’ll stay with patience; but the time is long. 
Mar. The liker you; few taller are so young. 

Biron. Studies my lady? mistress, look on me; 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye. 

What humble suit attends thy answer there: 

Impose some service on me for thy love. 

Boa. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord Biron, 

Before I saw you; and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you fur a man replete with mocks. 

Full of comparisons and wounding flouts. 

Which you on all estates will execute 

That lie within the mercy of your wit 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain. 

And therewithal to win me, if you please. 

Without the which I am not to be won. 

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick and still converse 
With groaning wretches; and your task shall be. 

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit 
To enforce the pained impotent to smUe. 

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of death ? 
It cannot be ; it is impossible : 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Boa. Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing spirit. 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools: 

A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him tliat hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it: then, if sickly ears, 

Deaf’d with the clamours of their own dear groans. 

Will hear yonr idle scorns, continue then. 

And I will have you and that fault withal; 

But if they will not^ throw away that spirit 
And I shidl find you empty of that fault, 

Bight joyful of your reformation. 

Biron. A twelvemonth ! well ; befall what will befall. 
I’ll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 
iWn. [To the King.] Ay, sweet my lord : and so 1 
take my leave. 

King. No, madam; we will bring you on your way. 
Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play; 
Jack hath not Jill: these ladies’ courtesy 
li^ht well have made our sport a comedy. 



296 


LOVE'S LABOUR’S LOST. 


[Act V. 


Kvm. Come, sir, it vrants a twelvemonth and a day, 
And then 'twill end 

^ran. That's too long for a play. 

JZe-^nfer Abmaoo. 

Am. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me — 

iVin. Was not that Hector? 

Dwm. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. 1 will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave. I 
am a votary; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold the 
plough for her sweet love three years. But, most esteemed 
greatness, will you hear the dialogue that the two learned 
men have compiled in praise of the owl and the cuckoo ? 
it should have followed in the end of our show. 

£inff. Call them forth quickly; wo will do so. 

Arm. Holla 1 approach. 

Jle-enter Holorbnes, Nathaniel, Moth, Costard, 
and others. 

This side is Hiems, Winter, this Ver, the Spring ; the 
one maintained by the owl, the other by the cuckoo. 
Ver, begin. 

21ie Song. 

SPRING. 

When daisies pied* and violets blue, 

And lady-smocks all silver-white. 

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 

The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men; for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo : 0 word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married earl 


When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 

And merry larlu are ploughmen's clocks. 

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 

And maidens bleach their summer smosks, 

The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men; for thus sings he. 

Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo : 0 word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married earl 

WINTER. 

When icicles hang by the wall. 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 

And Tom bears logs into the hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 

When blood is nipp'd and ways be foul. 

Then nightly sin^ the staring owl. 

Tu-whit; 

Tu-who, a merry note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel* the pot. '*"■• 

When aU aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson's saw. 

And birds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marians nose looks red and raw. 

When roasted crabs* liiss in the bowl, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl. 

Tu-whit; 

Tn-who, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs 
of Apollo. You that way : we this way. [Exeunt. 






Dokb, living in banitkmeni. 

Fbbdbkjck, AisbrotAsr, ami usurper c/hit dominions' 

atUtuKi^ on the banished diike. 

Lb Bbau, a etmrikr atUnding upon Frederick. 
Oharlbs, wrestUr to Frederick. 

Olivrk, \ 

Jaqu u, I sons of Sir Rowlend de Boyi. 
Orlando, ) 


DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Adam, > 

TODGMBTONB, O tiown. 

Sir Oliver Martrzt, a vicar, 

William, a country /dlow, tn love with 
Audrey. 

A person representing Hymen. 


Boraurd, davghtsr to the banished duke. 

Cblia, daughter to Frederick. 

Phbbb, a shepherdess, 

Addrby, a ecvntrg wench, 

Lords^ peges, and attendants, Se, 

SCENE.— (XiWe house ; Duke Frederick's court ^ 
and the FoMot or Ardbh. 


ACT I. 

ScEKB I . — Orchard cf Oliver’s lunM. 


JEntcr Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion 
bequeathed me by will but poor a thousand crowns, and, 
as thou sayest, charged my brother, on his blessing, to 
breed me well : and there begins my sadness. My brother 
Jaques he keeps at school, and report speaks goldenly 
of his profit: for my part, be keeps me rustically at 
home, or to speak more properly, stays me here at home 
.unkept; for call you that keeping for a gentleman of my 
birth, that differs not from the stalling of an ox? His 
horses are bred better; for, besides that they are fair 
with their fiseding, they are taught their manage, and 
to that end riders dearly hired: out I, his brother, gain 
nothing under him but growth ; for the which his animals 
on his dunghills are as much bound to ^ him as 1. 
Besides this noUiing that he so plentifully gives me, the 
something that nature gave me his countenance seems 
to take firom me: he lets me feed with hia hinds, bm 
me the place of a brother, and, as much as in him lies, 
mines my gentility with my education. This is it, Adam, 
that grieves me; and the spirit of my father, which 1 
think is within me, begins to mutiny against tiiis ser- 
vitude: I will no longer endure it, though yet 1 know 
no wise remedy how to avoid it, 

Adam. Yonder comes my maater, your brother. 


Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he 
will shake me up. 

Enter Oliver. 

Oli Now, sir! what make you here? 

OrL Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 

Oli. What mar you, then, sir ? 

OrL Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idle- 
ness. 

Oli. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be naught 
awhile.^ i d. wmh u- mmt. 

Orl, Shall I keep your bo^ and eat husks with them ? 
What prodi^ portion have I spent, that I should come 
to such penury? 

Oli Kpow you where you are, sir? 

OrL 0, sir, very well: here in your orchard. 

Oli Know you before whom, sir? 

Orl. Ay, better than him I am before knows me. 
I know you are my eldest brother; and, in the gentle 
condition of blood, you should so know me. The courtesy 
of nations allows you my better, in that you are the 
firat-bom; but the same tradition takes not away my 
blood, were there twenty brothera betwixt us: I have 
as much of my father in me as you ; albeit, I confess, 
your coming before me is nearer to hia reverence. 

38 
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Oli. What, boy! 

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young 
in this. 

Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? 

Orl. 1 am no villain ; I am the youngest son of 
Sir Howland de Boys ; he was my father, and he is 
thrice a villain that says such a father begot villains. 
Wert thou not my brother, 1 would not take this hand 
from thy throat till this other had pulled out thy tongue 
for saying so: thou hast railed on thyself. 

Adam. Sweet masters, be patient: for your father's 
remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli. Let me go, I say. 

Orl. I will not, till I please: you shall hear me. 
My father charged you in his will to give me good 
education : you have trained me like a peasant, obscuring 
and hiding from me all gentleman-like qualities. The 
spirit of my father grows strong in roe, and I will no 
longer endure it: therefore idlow me such exercises as 
may become a gentleman, or give me the poor allotteiy 


my father left me by testament; with that I will go 
buy my fortunes. 

Oli. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is 
spent ? Well, sir, get you in : I will not long be troubled 
with you; you shall have some part of your will: I 
pray you, leave me. 

Orl. I will no further offend you than becomes me 
for my good. 

OH. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is 'old dog' my reward? Most true, I have 
lost my teeth in your service. God be with my old 
master I he would not have sjroke such a word. 

\&cmiU Orlando and Adam. 

Oli. Is it even so? begin you to grow upon me? 
I will physic your rankness, and yet give no thousand 
crowns neither. Holla, Dennis! 

Enter Dennis. 

Den. Calls your worship? 



(HL Was not Charles, the duke’s wresUer, here to speak 
with me? 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, and im- 
portunes access to yon. 

Oli. Call him in. [ExU Dennis.} Twill be a good 
way; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 

Enter Charles. 

Cha. Gkiod morrow to vour worship. 

Oli. Good Monsieur Curies, what’s the new news 
at the new court? 

Cha. There’s no news at the courts sir, but the old 
news : that is, the old duke is banished by his younger 
brother the new duke; and three or four loving lom have 
put themselves into voluntary exile with him, whose lands 
and revenues enrich the new duke; therefore be gives 
them good leave to wander. 

OH. Can you tell if Bosalind, the duke’s daughter, be 
banished with her father? 

Cha. 0, no ; for the duke’s daughter, her cousin, so 


loves her, being ever from their cradles bred together, 
that she would nave followed her exile, or have died to stay 
behind her. She is at the court, and no less beloved of 
her uncle than hie own daughter; and never two ladies 
loved as they do. 

Oli. Where will the old duke live? 

Cha. They say he is already in the forest of Arden, 
and a many merry men with him; and there they live 
like the old Bobm Hood of England: they si^ many 
young gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the 
time cardessly, as they did in the golden world. 

Oli. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the new duke ? 

Cha. Many, do I, sir; and 1 came to acquaint you 
with a matter. I am given, sir, aeoietly to understand 
that your prounger brother Orlando hath a din^tion to 
come in dismii^ against me to try a fall To-morrow, 
sir, I wrestle for my credit; and he that escapes me 
without some broken limb shall acquit him welL Your 
brother is bifli young and tender; and, for your love, I 
would be loath to foil him, as I must, for my own honour. 
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if he come in : therefore, out of my love to you, I came 
hither to acquaint you withal, that either you might 
stay him from his intendment or brook such disgrace well 
as he shall run into, fh that it is a thing of his own 
search and altogether against my will. 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me. which 
thou shalt find 1 will most kindly requite. I had myself 
notice of my brother's purjiose herein, and have by under- 
hand means laboured to dissuade him from it, but he is 
resolute. I'll tell thee, Charles: it is the stubbornest 
young fellow of France, full of ambition, an envious 
emulator of every man's good parts, a secret and villanuus 
contriver a^nst me his natural brother: therefore use 
thy discretion; I had as lief thou didst break his neck 
as his finger. And thou wert best look to't ; for if thou 
dust him any slight disgrace, or if he do not mightily 
grace himself on wee, he will practise against thee by 
poison, entrap thee by some treacherous device, and never 
leave thee till he hath ta'en thy life by some indirect 
means or other; for, I assure thee, and idmost with tears 
I speak It, there is not one so young and so villanous this 
day living. I speak but brotherly of him ; but should 
I anatomize him to thee as he is, I must blush and weep, 
and thou must look pale and wonder. 

Cha. I am heartily glad 1 came hither to you. If he 
come to-morrow. I'll give him his payment: if ever he 
go alone again. I'll never wrestle for prize more: and so 
Ood keep your worship. 

OU. Farewell, good Charles. [Exit 6Vmr/cs] Now 
will I stir this gamester: I hope 1 shall see an end of 
bun ; for my sojul. yet I know not why, hates nothing 
more than he. Yet he's gentle, never schooled and yet 
learned, full of noble device, of all sorts enchantingly 
beloved, and indeed so much in the heart of the world, 
and especially of my own people, who best know him, that 
I am altogether misprised : but it shall not be so long ; 
this wrestler shall clear all: nothing remains but that I 
kindle the buy thither; which now I'll go about. [Exit. 

Scene II . — Lawn htfore th* Duke's palace. 

Enter Celia and Kosalind. 

Cel. I pray thee, Bosalind, sweet my coz, be merry. 

Bo%. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am mis- 
tress of ; and would you yet I were merrier ? Unless yoti 
could teach me to foiget a banished father, you must not 
learn me how to remember any extraordinary pleasure. 

Cd. Herein I see thou lovest me not with the full 
weight that I love thee. If my uncle, thy banished 
father, had banished thy uncle, the duke my father, so 
thou hadst been still with me, I could have taught my 
love to take thy father for mine : so wouldst thou, if 
the truth of thy love to me were so righteously tempered 
' as mine is to thee. 

Bot, Wdl, I will forget the condition of my estate, to 
rejoice in yours. 

Cel. You know my father hath no child but I, nor 
none is like to have: and, truly, when he dies, thou 
shalt be his heir, for what he hath taken away from thy 
father perforce, I will render thee again in affection ; 
by mine honour, I will; and when I break that oath, 
let me turn monster : therefore, my sweet Bose, my dear 
Bose, be merry. 

J2o». From henceforth I will, coz, and devise sports. 
Let me see; what think you of falling in love? 

CW. Many, I prithee, do, to make sport withal; but 
love no man in good earnest; nor no further in sport 
neither ^an with sedety of a pure blush thou ma 3 r 8 t 
in honour come off again. 


Jto8. What shall be our sport, then? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife Fortune 
from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be be- 
stowed equally. 

Boa. 1 would we could do so, for her benefits are 
mightily misplaced, and the bountiful blind woman doth 
most mistake in her gifts to women. 



Cel. 'Tis true; for those that she makes fair she 
scarce makes honest, and those that she makes honest 
she makes very ill-favouredly. 

Boa. Nay, now thou goest from Fortune's office to 
Nature’s: Fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in 
the lineaments of Nature. 

Enter Touchstose. 

Cd. No? when Nature hath made a fair creature, 
may she not by Fortune fall into the fire? Though 
Nature hath given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not 
Fortune sent in this fool to cut off the ailment ? 

Boa, Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for Nature, 
when Fortune makes Nature’s natural the cutter-off of 
Nature’s wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune’s work neither, 
but Nature’s; who perceiveth our natural wita too dull 
to reason of such goddesses, and hath sent this natural 
for our whetstone ; for always the dulness of the fool 
is the whetstone of the wits. How now, wit! whither 
wander you? 

Toude. Mistress, you must come away to your father. 

Cd. Were you made the messenger? 

Touch. No, by mine honour, but I was bid to come 
for you. 

Boa. Where learned you that oath, fool? 

Touch. Of a certain knight that swore by his honour 
they were good pancakes, and swore by his honour the 
mustard was naught : now I’ll stand to it, the pancakes 
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were naught and the mustard was good, and yet uros 
not the knight forsworn. 

CeL How prove you that^ in the great heap of your 
knowledge ? 

Ros. Ay, marry, now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke your chins, 
and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

CeL By our beards, if we hod them, thou art. 

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were; 
but if you swear by that that is not, you are not for- 
sworn : no more was this knight> swearing by his honour, 
for he never hod any; or if he had, he had sworn it 
away before ever he saw those pancakes or that mustard. 
Cel. Prithee, who is't that thou meanest? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, loves. 

Cel. My father's love is enough to honour him: 
enough I speak no more of him; yoa’ll be whipped for 
taxation* one of these days. tSMM. 

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak 
wisely what wise men do foolishly. 

Cd. By my troth, thou sayest true; for since the 
little wit that fools have was silenced, the litUe foolery 
that wise men have makes a great show. Here comes 
Monsieur Le Beau. 

Rot. With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Which be will put on us, as pigeons feed their 
young. 

Rot. Then shall we be news-crammed. 

CeL All the better ; we shall be the more marketable. 

SfUer Le Bbsu. 

Bon jour. Monsieur Le Beau : what’s the news 1 
Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good sport 
Cd. Sport! of what colour? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam! how shall I answer 
you ? 

Rot. As wit and fortune wiU. 

Touch. Or as the Destinies decree. 

Cd. Well said: that was laid on with a trowel 
Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank — 

Rot. Thou losest thy old sm^ 

£e Beau. You amaze me, ladies: I would have told 
you of good wrestling, which you have lost the sight of. 
Rot. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 

Le Beau. 1 will tell you the beginning: and, if it 
please your ladyships, you may see the end; for the 
best is yet to do; and here, where you are, they are 
coming to perform it 

CeL W^ the banning, that is dead and buried. 

I* Beau. There comes on old man and his three 
sons — 

Cd. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 
la Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent growth 
and presence. ^ « 

Rot. With bills* on their necks, ‘Be it known unto 
aU men by these presents.’ triMirffc 

Ze Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles, the duke’s wrestler ; which Charles in a moment 
t^w him and broke three of his ribs, that there is 
little hope of life in him : so he served the second, and 
so the third Yonder they lie; the poor old man, their 
father, making such pitiful dole over them that ^ the 
beholders take his part with weeping. 

Rot. Alas! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the 
ladies have lost? 

la Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day : it is 


the 6rst time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was 
sport for ladies. 

Cd. Or I, 1 promise thee. 

Am. ^ But is there any else longs to see this broken 
music in his sides ? is there yet another dotes upon rib- 
breaking? Shall we see this wrestling, cousin? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here ; lor here is the 
place appointed for the wrestling, and they ore ready to 
perform it 

Cd. Yonder, sure, they ore coming: let us uow stay 
and see it 

Flourieh. EiUer Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlando, 
Charles, and Attendants. 

Duke F. Come on: since the youth will not be en- 
treated his own peril on his forwardness. 

Rot. Is yonder the man.? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Cd. Alas, he is too young ! yet he looks successfully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter and cousin! are you 
crept hither to see the wrestling? 



Rot. Ay, my liege, so please you give us leave. 

Duke F. You jrul take little delight in it 1 can tell 
you; there is such odds in the men. In pity of the 
challenger's youth I would fain dissuade him, but he 
will not be entreated. . Speak to him, ladies ; see if you 
can move hiiiL 

Cd. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beo^L 

Duke F. Do so: 111 not be by. 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the princesses call 
for you. 

Orl. I attend them with all respect and dut^. 

Rot. Young man, have you challenged Charles the 
wrestler? 

Orl. No, fair princess; he is the mneral challenger: 
I come hut in, as others do, to try wiw him the strei^gth 
of my youth. 

Cd. Youtg gentleman, your spirits are too bdd for 
your yeara You have seen oruu proof of this man’s 
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strength: if you saw yourself with your eyes or knew 
yourself with your jiidgment, the fear of your adventure 
would counsd you to, a more equal enterprise. 'Wo pray 
you, for your own sake, to embrace your own safety 
and give over this attempt 

Bot. Do, young sir; your reputation shall not there- 
fore bo misprised:* we will make it our suit 
to the duke that the unestling might not go forward. 

Orl. I beseech you, punish me not with your hard 
thoughts; wherein I confess me much guUty, to deny 
so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your 
fair eyes and gentle wishes go with me to my trial: 
wherein if I be foiled, there is but one shamed that was 
never gracious; if killed, but one dead that is willing 


to be so: I shall do my friends no wrong, for I l^ve 
none to lament me, the world no injury, for in it I 
have nothing ; only in the world I fill up a place, which 
may be better supplied when 1 hare m^e it empty. 

Bos. The little strength that I have, I would it were 
with you. 

Cd. .And mine, to eke out hers. 

Bos. Fare you well : pray heaven 1 be deceived in you ! 

Cd. Your heart’s desires be with you! 

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant that is so 
desirous to lie with his mother earth? 

Orl. Beady, sir; but his will hath in it a more modest 
working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 








ChoL. No, I warrant your grace, you shall not entr^t 
him to a second, that have so mightily persuaded him 
from a first 

OrL An you mean to mock me after, you should 
not have mocked me before: but come your ways. 

Bos. Now Hercules be thy speed, young man ? 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the log. wrestle. 

Bos, O excellent young man! 

Cd. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 
who should down. [dAoirf, CharUs is thrown. 

Duke F. No more, no more. 


Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace: I am not yet well 
breathed. 

DvJu F. How dost thou, Charles t 
Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F. Bear him away. What is thy name, young 
man? 

Orl. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of Sir 
Rowland de Boys. 

Duke F. I would thou hadst been son to some man 
else: 

The world esteem’d thy father honourable. 

But 1 did find him still mine enemy: 
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Thou shouldst have better pleased me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 

But fare thee well; thou art a gallant youth: 

I would thou hadst told me of another father. 

[EsemrU Dvke Fred., train, and Le Beau. 
Cel, Were I my father, coz, would I do this? 

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland's son, 

His youngest son; and would not change that calling, 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Bos. My father loved Sir Rowland as his soul. 

And all the world was of my father’s mind: 

Had 1 before known this young man his son, 

I should have given him tears unto entreaties. 

Ere he should thus have ventured. 

Cel. Gentle cousin. 

Let us go thank him and encourage him: 

My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart Sir, you have well deserved: 

If you do keep your promises in love 
But justly, as you have exceeded all promise. 

Your mistress shall be happy. 

Bos. Gentleman, 

[Giving him a chain from her neck. 
Wear this for me, one out of suits with fortune. 

That could give more, but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go, coz ? 

Cel. Ay. Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

Orl. Can I not say, I thank you^ My better parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here stands up 
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 

Bos calls us back: my pride fell with my 

fortunes ; 

I’ll ask him what he would. Did you call, sir? 

Sir, you have wrestled well and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Cel. Will you go, coz ' 

Bos. Have with you. Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Bosalind and Celia. 
Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue? 

I cannot speak to her, yet she uiged conference. 

O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown! 

Or Charles or something weaker masters thee. 

JRe-enter Le Beau. 

Z« Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place. Albeit you have deserved 
High commendation, true applause, and love. 

Yet such is now the duke’s condition* lUmm 

That he misconstrues all that you have done. 

The duke is humorous:* what he is indeed, ‘OiprtciM* 
More suits you to conceive than I to speak of. 

Orl. I thank you. sir: and, pray you, tell me this; 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke 
That here was at the wrestting? 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by man* 
nera; 

But yet indeed the lesser is his daughter: 

The other is daughter to the banish’d duke. 

And here detain’d by her usurping uncle. 

To keep his daughter company; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natuim bond of sisters. 

But I can tell you that of late this duke 
Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece. 

Grounded upon no other Moment 

But that the people praise her for her virtues, 

And pity her for her good father’s sake; 

And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well: 


Hereafter, in a better world than this, 

I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

Orl. I rest much bounden to you : fare you well. 

[Exit Le Beau. 

Thus must 1 from the smoke into the smother; 

From tyrant duke unto a tyrant brotlier: 

But heavenly Rosalind! [Exit. 

Scene III. — A room in the paiace. 

Enter Celia and Rosalind. 

Cd. Why, cousin ! why, Rosalind ! Cupid have mercy I 
not a word? 

Bos. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cd. No, thy words are too precious to be cast away 
upon curs ; throw some of them at me ; come, lame me 
with reasons. 

Bos. Then there were two cousins laid up; when the 
one should be lamed with reasons, and the other mad 
without any. 

Cd. But is all this for your father? 

Bos. No, some of it is for my child’s father. 0, how 
full of briers is this working-day world ! 

Cd. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in 
holiday foolery : if we walk not in the trodden paths, 
our very petticoats will catch them. 

Bos. I could shake them off my coat : these burs are 
in my heart. 

Cd. Hem them away. 

Bos. I would try, if I could cry ‘ hem ’ and have him 

Cd. Gome, come, wrestle with thy affections 

Bos. 0, they take the part of a better wrestler than 
myself! 

Cd. O, a good wish upon you ' you will try in time, 
in despite of a fall. But, turning these jests out of 
service, let us talk in good earnest: is it possible, on 
such a sudden, you should fall into so strong a liking 
with old Sir Rowland’s youngest son? 

Bos. The duke my father loved his father dearly. 

Cd. Doth it therefore ensue that you should love his 
son dearly? By this kind of chase, 1 should hate him, 
for my father hated his father dearly; yet I hate not 
Orlando. 

Bos. No, faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cd. Why should I not? doth he not deserve well? 

Bos. Let me love him for that, and do you love him 
because I do. Look, here comes the duke. 

Cd. With his eyes full of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, with Lords. 

Duke F. Mistress, dispatch you with your safest haste, 
And get you from our court. 

Bos. Me, uncle? 

DvJce F. You, cousin: 

Within these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles. 

Thou diest for it. 

Bos. I do beseech your grace. 

Let roe the knowledge of my fault bear with me: 

If with myself I hold intelligence. 

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires. 

If that I do not dream or be not frantic — 

As I do trust I am not — then, dear uncle. 

Never so much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your highness. 

Duke F. Thus do all traitors: 

If their purgation did consist in words. 

They are as innocent as grace itself: 

Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not. 
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Sot. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor: 

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. 

DvJct F. Thou art thyjathei's daughter: there’s enough. 
Sot. So was I when your highness took his dukedom ; 
So was I when your highness banish’d him : 

Treason is not inherited, my lord; 

Or, if we did derive it from our friends. 

What’s that to me? my father was no traitor: 

Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia; we stay’d her for your sake. 

Else had she with her father ranged along. 

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay; 

It was your pleasure and your own remorse: 

1 was too young that time to value her; 

But now I know her: if she he a traitor. 

Why so am I ; we still have slept together, 

Bose at an instant, leam’d, play’d, eat together, 

And whereiK>e’er we went, like Juno’s swans, 

Still we w'ent coupled and inseparable. 

DvJce F. She is too subtle for thee; and her smoothness, 
Her very silence and her patience. 

Speak to the jieople, and they pity her. 

Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 

And thou wilt show more bright and seem more virtuous 
When she is gone. Then open not thy lips: 

Firm and irrevocable is my doom 

W'hich I have pass’d upon her; she is banish’d. 

Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my liege: 

I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke F. You are a fool. You, niece, provide yourself : 
If you outstay the time, upon mine honour. 

And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

\ExeuiU Dv]u Frederick and Lords. 
Cel. 0 my poor Bosalind, whither wilt thou go? 

Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 

I charge thee, be not thou more grieved than I am. 

Ros. I have more cause. 

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin ; 

Prithee, be cheerful: know’st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish’d me, his daughter? 

Ros. That he hath not. 

Cd. No, hath not? Bosalind lacks then the love 


LIKE IT. 

Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 

Shall we be sunder’d ? shall we part, sweet girl ? 

No: let my father seek another heir. 

Therefore devise with me how we may fly. 

Whither to go, and what to bear with us; 

And do not seek to take your change ^ * tmum oi loitiiM. 
upon you, 

To beu your griefs yourself, and leave me out; 

For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale. 

Say what thou canst. I’ll to along with thee. 

Ros. Why, whither shaU we go? 

Cd. To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden. 

Bos. Alas, what danger will it be to us. 

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far! 

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold, 

Cd. I’ll put myself in poor and mean attire 
And with a kind of umber smirch my face ; 

The like do you: so shall we pass along 
And never stir assailants. 

Bos. Were it not better. 

Because that I am more than common tall. 

That 1 did suit me all points like a man? 

A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 

A boar>spear in my hand; and — in my heart 
lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will — 

We’ll have a swashing and a martial outside. 

As many other mannish cowards have 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cd. What shall I call thee when thou art a man ? 
Bos. I’ll have no worse a name than Jove’s own page ; 
And therefore look you call me Ganymede. 

But what will you be call’d ? 

Cd. Something that liath a reference to my state; 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Bos. But, cousin, what if we assay’d to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father’s court? 

Would he not be a comfort to our travel? 

Cd. He’ll go along o’er the w’ide world with me; 
Leave me alone to woo him. Let’s away. 

And get our jewels and our wealth together. 

Devise the Attest time and safest way 

To hide us from pursuit that will be made 

After my flight. Now go we in content 

To liberty and not to banishment. [Exeunt- 




ACT 11. 

SCEKB 1 . — The FvreA of Arden. 


EnUr Duke senior, AmEKS, and tveo or three Lords, 
Wee foreetere. 

Duke S. Now, my co^mates and brothers in exile, 
Hath not old custom made this bfe more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court? 

Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 

The seasons' difference, as the icy fang 
And churlish chiding of the winters wind. 

Which, when it bites and blows upon my body, 

Even till I shrink with cold, 1 smile and say, 

'This is no flattery: these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am.’ 

Sweet are the uses of adversity. 

Which, like the toad, u^y and venomous. 

Wears yet a precbus jewel in his head; 

And this our life exempt from public haunt 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks. 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

I would not change it 


Ami. Happy is your grace. 

That can translate the stubbornness of ibrtune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Jhtke S. Come, shtdl we go and kiU us venison? 
And yet it irks mo the poor dappled fools. 

Being native burghers of this desert city. 

Should in their own confines with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gored. 

Firet Lord. Indeed, my lord, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that. 

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish'd you 
To-day my Lord of Amiens and myself 
Did steal behind him as he lay along 
Under an oak whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood: 

To the which place a poor sequester’d stag. 

That from the hunter’s aim had ta’en a hurl^ 

Did come to languish, and indeed, my lord. 

The wretched animal heaved forth such groans 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
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Almost to bursting, and the big round tears 
Coursed one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase; an^ thus the hairy fool, 

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook. 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke S. But what said Jaques 7 

Did he not moralize this spectacle? 

Fir$t Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similes. 

First, for his weeping into the needless stream; 

'Poor deer,' quoth he, 'thou makest a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much:’ then, being there alone. 
Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends, 

'’Tis right,’ quoth he: 'thus misery doth part 
The flux of company : ’ anon a careless herd. 

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him 

And never stays to greet him; 'Ay,’ quoth Jaques, 

' Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 

’Tis just the fashion : wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there?’ 

Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court. 

Yea, and of this our life, swearing that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse. 

To fright the animals and to kill them up 
In their assign’d and native dwelling-place. 

Duke S. And did you leave him in tliis contemplation? 
Sec. Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke S. Show me the place : 

I love to cope him in these sullen fits. 

For then he’s full of matter. 

First Lord. I’ll bring you to him straight. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A room in the palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, wUh Lords. 

Duke F. Can it be possible that no man saw them? 
It cannot be: some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

First Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber. 

Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early 
They found the bed untreasured of their mistress. 

See. Lord. My lord, the roynish* clown, at 
whom so oft 

Your grace w’us wont to laugh, is also missing. 

Hesperia, the princess’ gentlewoman. 

Confesses that she secretly o’erheard 

Your daughter and her cousin much commend 

The parts and graces of the wrestler 

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles; 

And she believes, wherever they are gone, 

That youth is surely in their company. 

Duke F. Send to his brother; fetch that gallant 
hither ; 

If he be absent, bring his brother to me; 

I’ll make him find him : do this suddenly. 

And let not search and inquisition quail 

To bring again these foolish runawaya [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Before Outer’s house. 

Enter Orlando and Adam, vseeting. 

Orl. Who’s there? 

Adam. What, my young master? O my gentle 
master! 

0 my sweet master! O you memory 


Of old Sir Howland! why, what make you here? 

Why are you virtuous? why do people love you? 

And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant? 

Why would you be so fond to overcome 

The bony priser* of the humorous duke? •wr-iur. 

Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 

Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies? 

No more do yours: your virtues, gentle master. 

Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 

O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it! 

Orl. Why, what’s the matter? 

Adam. O unhappy youth! 

Come not within these doors; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives: 

Your brother — no, no brother; yet the son — 

Yet not the son, I will not call him son 
Of him I was about to call his father — 

Hath heard your praises, and this night he means 
To biu'n the lodging where you use to lie 
And you within it: if he fail of that. 

He will Imve other means to cut you off. 

I overheard him and his practices. 

This is no place ; this house is but a butcheiy : 

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me go? 
Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here. 
Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my 
food? 

Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 

This I must do, or know not what to do: 

’ Yet this I will not do, do how I can; 

I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood and bloody brother. 

Adam. But do not so. I have five hundred crowns, 
Tlie thrifty hire I saved under your father. 

Which I did store to be my foster-nurse 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame 
And unregarded age in corners thrown : 

Take that, and He that doth the ravens feed. 

Yea, providently caters for the sparrow. 

Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold; 

All this I give you. Let me be your servant: 

Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty; 

For in my youth I never dia apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood. 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 

Therefore my age is as a lusty w-inter. 

Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you ; 

I’ll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

Orl. 0 good old man, how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world. 

When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 

Thou art not for the fashion of these times. 

Where none will sweat but for promotion. 

And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having: it is not so with thee. 

But, poor old man, thou prnnest a rotten tree. 

That cannot so much as a blossom yield 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry. 

But come thy ways; we’ll go along together. 

And ere we have thy youthful wages spent. 

We’ll light upon some settled low content 
Adam. Master, go on, and I will follow Uiee, 

To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. 

39 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 


[Act h. 


IVom aeventeen yean till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 

At seventeen years many their fortunes seek; 

But at fourscore it is too late a week: 

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better 

Than to die weD, and not my master’s debtor. \Extmi. 

SCESB lY. — 2%e Forest of Arden. 

Fnier Rosaund for OAimisoE; Ceua for Aliena, 
and Touchstonr 

Jtos. 0 Jupiter, how weaiy are my spirits ! 


Tmuh. I care not for my spirits^ if my legs were 
not weary. 

Bos. I could find in my heart to diemce my man’s 
apparel and to cry like a woman; but I must comfort 
the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought to show 
itself courageous to petticoat: therefore courage, good 

Aliena! . 

Cel. I pray you, bear with me; I cannot go no 

J'SSi. Tor my part, I had rather bear with you than 
bear you; yet I should bear no cross if I did bear you, 
for I think you have no money in your purse. 



Bos. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am 1 in Arden; the more fool I; 
when I was at home, I was in a better place : but tra- 
vellers must be content. 

Bos. Ay, be so, good Touchstone. 

Enter Cobin and Silvius. 

Look you, who comes here; a young man and an old 
in solenm talk. 

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still 
Sil. 0 Corin, that thou knew’st how I do love her! 
Cor. I partly guess; for 1 have loved ere now. 

SiL No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess. 
Though in thy youth uou west as true a lover 


As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow: 

But if thy love were ever like to mine — 

As sure 1 think did never man love so — 

How many actions most ridiculous 
Host thou been drawn to by thy fantasy? 

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 
SU. 0, thou didst then ne’er love so heartily ! 
If thou remember’st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into. 

Thou hast not loved : 

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now. 

Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise, 
Thou hast not loved : 

Or if thou hast not broke firom company 
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Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 

Thou hast not loved. 

0 Phebe, Phebe, Phebel [ExU. 

Eos, Alas, TOor shepherd I searching of thy wound, 

1 have by hard adventure found mine own. 

Touoh. And I mine. I remember, when I was in 
love I broke my sword upon a stone and bid him 
that for coming a*night to Jane Smile ; and I remember 
the kissing of her Iwtlet and the cow’s dugs that her 
pretty chopt hands had milked; and 1 remember the 
wooing of a peascod instead of her, from whom 1 took 
two cods and, giving her them again, said with weeping 
tears, * Wear these for my sake.' We that are true ,lovers 
run into strange capers; but as all is mortal in nature, 
so is all nature in love mortal in folly. 

Eos. Thou speakest wiser than thou art ware of 
TbucA Nay, I shall ne’er be ware of mine own wit 
till 1 break my shins against it. 

Eos. Jove, Jove I this shepherd’s passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And mine; but it grows something stale with me. 
(7«1. I pray you, one of you question yond man 
If he for gold will give us any food: 

1 faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla, you clown I 

Eos. Peace, fool: he’s not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls ? 

Touch. Your betters, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

iZos. Peace, 1 say. Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And .to you, gentle sir, and to you all 
Eos. 1 prithee, shepherd, if that love or gold 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment. 

Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed: 

Here's a young maid with travel much oppress’d 
And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her. 

And wish, for her sake more than for mine own. 

My fortunes were more able to relieve her; 

But I am shepherd to another man. 

And do not shear the fleeces that 1 graze: 

My master is of churlish disposition. 

And little recks to And the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality: 

Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now. 

By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on; but what is, come see. 

And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 

Eos. What is he that shall buy his flock and pastum ? 
Cor. That young swain that you saw here but erewhile. 
That little cares for buying any thing. 

. Jtos. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty. 

Buy thou the cotta^, pasture, and the flock. 

And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cd. And we will mend thy wagea I like this place. 
And willingly could waste my time in it 
Cor. Assuredly the thing is to be sold: 

Go with me : if you like upon report 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 

I will your very faithful feeder be, 

And buy it with your gold tight suddenly. {Ewuwt. 

SCEKK V . — Ths forest. 

Enter AMimtst Jacques, and others. 

Song. 

Ami Under the greenwo(^ tree 
Who loves to lie with me. 


And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither: 

Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. More, more, I prithee, more. 

Ami. It will make you melancholy. Monsieur Jaquea 

Jaq. I thank it More, I prithee, more. I can suck 
melancholy out of a song, as a weasel sucks eggs. More, 
I prithee, more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged;^ I know I cannot 
please you. 

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me; 1 do desire 
you to sing. Come, more; another stanzo: call you ’em 
stanzos ? 

Ami. What you will. Monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names; they owe me 
nothing. Will you sing? 

Ami. More at your request than to please myself 

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man. I’ll thank 
you ; but that they call compliment is like the encounter 
of two d(^-apes; and when a man thanks me heartily, 
methinks I have given him a penny, and he renders me 
the beggarly thanks. Come, sing ; and you that will not, 
hold your tongues. 

Ami. Well, I’ll end the song. Sirs, cover* the while; 
the duke will drink \mder this tree. He » «!• ••»*.. 
hath been all this day to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too disputable for my company : I think of as 
many matters as he, but I give heaven thanks and make 
no boast of them. Come, warble, come. 

Song. 

Who doth ambition shun, [AH together here. 
And loves to live i’ the sun. 

Seeking the food he eats. 

And pleased with what he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither: 

Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. I’ll give you a verse to this note that I made 
yesterday in despite of my invention. 

Ami. And I’ll sing it 

Jag. Thus it goes : — 

If it do come to pass 
That any man turn ass. 

Leaving his wealth and ease, 

A stubborn will to please, 

Duedame, duedame, duedame: 

Hero shall he see 
Gross fools as he, 

An if he will come to me. 

Ami. What’s that ‘duedame’? 

Jaq. Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a circle. 
I’ll go sleep, if I can ; if I cannot I’ll rail against all 
the first-bom of Fgypf 

Ami. And I’ll go seek the duke: his banquet is 
prepared. [Emmt severally. 

Scene VI. — The forest. 

Enter Oblanoo and Adam. 

Adam. Dear master, I can to no further : O, I die 
for food I Here lie I down, and measure out my grave. 
Farewell, kind master. 
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Orl. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in 
thee? Live a little; comfort a little; cheer thyself a 
little. If this uncouth forest yield any thing savage, I 
will either be food for it or ^ng it for food to thee. 
Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. Fur my 
sake be comfortable; hold death awhile at the arm's 
end : I will here be with thee presently ; and if I bring 
thee not something to eat, I will give thee leave to die: 
but if thou diest before I come, thou art a mocker of 
my labour. Well said! thou lookest cheerly, and I'll 
be with thee quickly. Yet thou liest in the bleak air: 
come, 1 will b^r thee to some shelter; and thou shalt 
not die for lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in 
this desert Cheerly, good Adam! [Exmnt. 

ScBNB VII. — Thefontt. 

A tabu get out. Enter Dokb senior, Amiens, and Lords 
like outlaws. 

Duke S. I think he be transform'd into a beast; 

For I can no where find him like a man. 

Firet Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone hence: 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If lie, compact of jars, grow musical. 

We shall have shortly discord in the spheres. 

Go, seek him: tell him I wonld speak with him. 

Enter Jaques. 

First Lord. He saves my labour by his own approach. 
Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur! what a life is 
this. 

That your poor friends must woo your company ? 

What, you look merrily! 

Jaq. A fool, a fool! I met a fool i' the forest, 

A motley fool ; a miserable world ! 

As I do live by food, I met a fool; 

Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun. 

And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms. 

In good set terms, and yet a motley fool. 

‘ Good morrow, fool,’ quoth 1. * No, sir,’ quoth he, 

‘Call me not fool till heaven hath sent me fortune:’ 
And then he drew a dial ftom his poke. 

And, looking on it with lack4astre eye. 

Says very wisely, ‘ It is ten o’clock : 

Thus we may see,’ quoth he, ‘how the world wags; 

Tis but an hour ago since it was nine. 

And after one hour more ’twill be eleven; 

And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe. 

And then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot; 

And thereby hangs a tale.’ When I did hear 
The motley fool wus moral on the time. 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 

That fools should be so deep*contemplative, 

And I did laugh sans intermission 
An hour by his dial. 0 noble fool! 

A worthy fool! Motley's the only wear. 

Duke S. A^nt fool is t^? 

Jaq. 0 worthy fool 1 One that hath been a courtier. 
And says, if ladies be but young and fair. 

They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyag^ he hath strange places cramm’d 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. 0 that I were a fool! 

1 am ambitious for a motley coat 
Duke S. Thou shalt have one. 

Jaq. It is my only suit; 

Provided that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in th^ 


That I am wise. I must liave liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind. 

To blow on wiom I please; for so fools have; 

And they that are most galled with my folly. 

They most must laugh. And why, sir, must they so? 
The ‘why’ is plain as way to parish church: 

He that a fool doth very wisely hit 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart, 

Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not, 

The wise man’s folly is anatomized 

Even by the squandering glances of the fool 

Invest me in my motley; give me leave 

To speak my mind, and 1 will through and through 

Cleanse the foul body of the infected world. 

If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Duke S. Fie on thee I I can tell what thou wouldst do. 
Jaq. What, for a counter, would 1 do but good ? 
J>uke S. Moat mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin : 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine. 

As sensual as the brutish sting itself 
And all the embossed sores and headed evils. 

That thou with license of free foot hast caught, 

Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride. 

That can therein tax any private party ? 

Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea. 

Till tliat the weary ve^ means do ebb? 

V^iat woman in the city do 1 name. 

When that I say the city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unw’orthy shoulders? 

Who can come in and say that I mean her. 

When such a one as she such is her neighbour? 

Or what is he of basest function 

That says his bravery* is not of my cost, inwrr. 

Thinking that I mean him, but therein suits 

His folly to the mettle of my speech? 

There then; how then? what then? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong’d him: if it do him right, <• 
Then he hath wrong’d himself; if he be free. 

Why then my taxing like a wild goose flies. 

Unclaim’d of any man. But who comes here? 

Enter Oblando, vnth hie sword drawn. 

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 

J^aq. Why, I have eat none yet. 

OrL Nor shalt not, till necesuty be served. 

Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of? 

Duke S. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy distress. 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners. 

That in civility thou seem’st so empty? 

Orl. You touch'd my vein at first: the thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show 
Of smooth civility: yet am I inland bred. 

And know some nurture. But forbear, 1 say: 

He dies that touches any of this fruit 
Tin 1 and my affairs are answered. 

Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason, I 
most di& 

Duke S. What would you have? Your gentleness 
shall force 

More than vour force move us to gentleness. , 

Orl. I almost die for food; and let me hate it 
Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table. 
Orl. Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray you: 
I thought that all things had been savage here; 

And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stem commandment But whate’er you ore 
That in this 'desert inaccessible. 

Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 
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Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time; 

If ever vou have look'd on better days, 

If ever been where bells have knoird to church, 

If ever sat at any good man’s feast, 

If ever from your eyelids wiped a tear, 

And know what 'tie to pity and be pitied. 

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be: 

In the which hope I blush, and hide my sword. 

Diike S. True is it that wo have seen better days, 
And have with holy bell been knoll’d to church, 

And sat at good men’s feasts, and wiped our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd: 

And therefore sit you down in gentleness. 

And take upon command what help we have 
That to your wanting may be minister’d. 

Orl. Then but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 

Who after me hath many a weary step 
Limp’d in pure love: till he be first sufficed, 

Oppress’d with two weak evils, age and hunger, 

I will not touch a bit 

Duke S. Go find him out. 

And we will nothing waste till you return. 

Orl. I thank ye ; and be blest for your good comfort ! 

[JSxit. 

Duke S. Thou seest we are not all alone unhappy: 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

Jaq. All the world’s a stage. 

And all the men and women mereljr players: 

They have their exits and their entrances; 

And one man in his time plays many parts. 

His acts being seven ages. At first the infant. 

Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms. 

And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school: And then the lover. 

Sighing like furnace, with a ivoefiil ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a oldier. 

Full of strange oatlis and bearded like the pard. 

Jealous in honour, sudden* and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice. 

In fair round belly with good capon lined, 

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut^ 

Full of wise saws and modem instances ; 

And so he plays his part The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon. 


With spectacles on nose and pouch on side, 

His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice. 

Turning again toward childish treUe, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Lost scene of all, 

That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is second childishness and mere oblivion. 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

lU^er Orlando, with Adam. 

Duke S. Welcome. Set down your venerable burthen. 
And let him feed. 

Orl. I thank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need: 

I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke S. Welcome ; fall to : I will not trouble you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes. 

Give us some music; and, good cousin, sing. 

Song. 

Amt. Blow, blow', thou winter wind. 

Thou art not so unkind 
As mail’s ingratitude; 

Thy tooth is not so keen. 

Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Heigh-ho I sing, heigh-ho ! unto the green holly : 

Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 
Then, heigh-ho, the holly! 

This liie is most jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 

Though thou the waters warp. 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember’d not 
Heigh-ho! sing, &c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good Sir Koivland’s son, 
As you have whisper'd faithfully you were, 

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d and living in your face, 

Be truly welcome hither: I am the duke 

That loved your father: the residue of your fortune, 

Go to my cave and tell me. Good old man. 

Thou art right welcome as thy master is. 

Support him by the arm. Give me your hand. 

And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exeunt, 



ACT III 

Scene I . — A room in the peUaee. 


Elder Duke Fbedebicx, Loids, and Ouvsh. 

Duke F. Not see him since 7 Sir, sir, that cannot be. 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 

I should not seek an absent aimiment 
Of my revenge, thou present. But look to it: 


Find out thy brother, wheresoe’er he is; 

Seek him with candle; bring im dead or living 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 

Thy lands and all things that thou dost call thine 
Worth seizure do we seize into our hands. 



Tin thou canat <}uit thee '\xy thy brother's mouth 
Of what we think against thee. 

(M. 0 that your highness knew my heart in this! 

I never loved my brother in my life. 

Duke F. More villain thou. Wdl, push him out of 
doors; 

And let nqr officers of such a nature 


Make an extent upon his house and lands: 

Do this expediently* and tom him going. lEemad. 

Scene JL— The fond. 

Enter Oblando, <with a pa/per. 

Orl. Hang there; my verse, in witness of my love: 
And thou, thriceHUOwned queen of nii^t^ survey 
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With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 

Thy huntress’ name that my full life doth sway. 

O Boaalind! these tree; shall bo my books 
And in their barks my thoughts I’ll character; 

That every eye which in this forest looks 
Shall see thy virtue witness’d every where. 

Sun, ran, Orlando; carve on every tree 

The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive* she. [Es^. 

EwUr CiOHiN and Touchstone, 

Cor. And how like you this shepherd’s life, Master 
Touchstone ? 

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a 


LIKE IT. 

pood life; but in respect that it is a shepherd’s life, it 
is naught In respect that it is solitary, I like it very 
well; but in respect that it is private, it is a very vile 
life. Now, in respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me 
wdl; but in respect it is not in the court, it is tedious. 
As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my humour well; but 
as there is no more plenty in it, it goes much against 
my stomach. Hast any philosophy in thee, shepherd? 

Cor, No more but that I know the more one sickens 
the worse at ease he is; and that he that wants money, 
means, and content, is without three good friends; that 
the property of rain is to wet and fire to burn; that 
good pasture makes &t sheep, and that a great cause of 



the night is lack of the sun; that he that hath learned 
no wit by nature nor art may complain of good breed- 
ing’' or comes of a very dull kindred. 

ToMth. Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast 
ever in court, shepherd? 

Cor. No, truly. 

Touch, ^en thou art damned. 

Cor. Nay, I hope. 

Touefu l^ly, thou art damned like an ill-roasted 
egg, on one side. 

Cor. For not being at court? Your reason. 

Toudi. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou never 
sawest good manners; if thou never sawest good man- 


ners, then thy maimers must be wicked ; and wickedness 
is sin, and sin is damnation. Thou art in a parlous* 
state, shepherd. 

Cor. Not a whit. Touchstone: those that are good 
manners at the court are as ridiculous in the country 
as the behaviour of the country is most mockable at the 
court You told me you salute not at the court but 
you kiss your hands : that courtesy would be uncleanly, 
if courtiers were shepherds. 

ToucA Instance, briefly; come, instance. 

Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes, and tbmr 
fells, you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier's hands sweat? 
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and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as the 
sweat of a man? Shallow, shallow. A better instance, 

1 say; come. 

Cm. Besides, our hands are hard. 

ToimA. Your lips will feel them the sooner. Shallow 
again. A more sounder instance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarred over with the suigery 
of our sheep; and would you have us kiss tar? The 
courtier's hands are perfumed with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man I thou womis-meat, in 
respect of a good piece of flesh indeed! Learn of the 
wise, and perpend; civet is of a baser birth than tar, 
the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the instance, 
sh^herd. 

dor. You have too courtly a wit {qr me: I'll rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damned ? help thee, shal- 
low man! God make incision in thee! thou art raw. 

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer: I earn that I eat, 
get that I wear, owe no man hate, envy no man's hap- 
piness, glad of other men’s good, content with my harm, 
and the greatest of my pride is to see my ewes graze 
and my lambs suck. 

Touch. That is another simple sin in yon, to bring 
the ewes and the rams together, and to oifor to get your 
living by the copulation of cattle; to be bawd to a 
bell-wether, and to betray a she-lamb of a twelvemonth 
to a crook^-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of aU reason- 
able match. If thou beest not damned for this, the 
devil himself will have no shepherds; I cannot see else 
how thou shouldst 'scape. 

Cor. Here comes young Master Ganymede, my new 
mistress’s brother. 

Enter BosAUND, with a paper, reading. 

Roa. From the east to western Ind, 

No jewel is like Bosaliud. 

Her worth, being mounted on the wind. 

Through all the world beats Bosaliud. 

All the pictures fairest lined 
Are but black to Bosalind, 

Let no fair be kept in mind 
But the fair of Bosalind. 

Tovch. I’ll rhyme you so eight years together, dinners 
and suppers and sleeping-hours excepted: it is the right 
butter-women’s rank to market 

Roe. Out fool ! 

Touch. For a taste: 

If a hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek out Bosalind, 

If the cat will after kind. 

So be sure will Bosalind. 

Winter garments most be lined. 

So must slender Bosalind. 

They that reap must sheaf and bind; 

Then to cart w'ith Bosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 

Such a nut is Bosaliud. 

He that sweetest rose will find 
Must find love’s prick and Bosalind. 

^is is the very &Ue gallop of verses: why do you 
infect yourself with them? 

Roe. Peace, you dull fool! I found them on a tree. 

Touch Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Rm. I'll graff it with 3 rou, and then I shall graft it 
with a medlar: then it will be the earliest fruit i’ the 
country; for you 11 be rotten ere you be half ripe, and 
that’s the right virtue of the medlar. 
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Touch. You have said; but whether wisely or uo, 
let the forest judge. 

Enter CxuA, with a writing. 

Roa. Peace ! 

Here comes my sister, reading: stand aside. 

Cel. [Reada."] 

Why should this a desert be? 

For it is unpeopled ? No : 

Tongues I’ll hang on every tree. 

That shall civu sayings show; 

Some, how brief the life of man 
Buns his erring pilmmago. 

That the stretching of a span 
Buckles in his sum of age; 

Some, of violated vows 
Twixt the souls of friend and friend: 

But upon the fairest boughs. 

Or at every sentence end, 

Will I Bosalinda write. 

Teaching all that read to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in little* show. •iii«toiiiw 

Therefore Heaven Nature charged 
That one body should bo fill'd 
With all graces wide-enlarged: 

Nature presently distill’d 
Helen’s cheek, but not her heart, 

Cleopatra’s majesty, 

Atalanta’s better part. 

Sad Lucretia’s modesty. 

Thus Bosalind of many parts 
By heavenly synod was devised. 

Of many faces, eyes, and hearts. 

To have the touches dearest prized. 

Heaven would tliat she these gifts should have. 
And I to live and die her slave. 

Roa. 0 most gentle pulpiter! what tedious honiily»of 
love have you wearied your parishiuners withal, and 
never cried, ‘Have patience, good people’! 

Cel. How now ! back, friends ! Shepherd, go off a 
little. Go with him, sirrah. 

Touch Come, shepherd, let us make an honourable 
retreat; though not with bag and baggage, yet wit!i 
scrip and scrippage. [Ahxunt Corin and Touchatonc. 

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses? 

J2ot. 0, yea, I heard them all, and more too; for 
some of them had in them more feet than the verses 
would bear. 

Cel. That’s no matter: the feet might bear the verses. 

Roa. Ay, but the feet were lame and could not bear 
themselves without the verse, and therefore stood lamely 
in the verse. 

Cel. But didst thou hear without wondering how thy 
name should be hanged and carved upon these trees? 

Roa. I was seven of the nine days out of the wonder 
before you came ; for look here what I found on a palm- 
tree. I was never so be rhymed since Fythagoijis’ time, 
that I was an Irish rat, which I can hardly i-emember. 

Cel. Trow you who hath done this? 

Roa. Is it a man? , 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about bis neck. 
Change you colour? 

Roa. I prithee, who? 

Cel. 0 Lord, Lord 1 it is a haitl matter for friends to 
meet; but mountains may be removed u'ith earthquakes 
and so encounter. 

Roa. Nay, But who is it? 

Cel. Is it possible? 
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Sob, Noy, I prtth66 now with most pctitionur veho- 
mence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, ^wonderful, and most wonderful 
wonderful! and yet again wonderful, and after that, out 
of dl hooping! 

Bos. Good my complexion! dost thou think, though 
I am caparisoned like a man, I have a doublet and 
liose in my disposition? One inch of delay more is a 
South-sea of discovery; I prithee, tell me who it is 
quickly, and speak apace. I would thou couldst stammer, 
that thou mightst pour this concealed man out of thy 
mouth, as wine comes out of a natrow-mouUied bottle, 
either too much at once, or none at all. I prithee, take 
the cork out of thy mouth that I may drink thy tidings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Boa, Is he of God’s making? What manner of man? 
Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a beard? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Bos. Why, God will send more, if the man will be 
thankful: let me stay the growth of his beard, if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chiiL 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripped up the wrest- 
ler’s heels and your heart both in an instant. 

Bos. Nay, but the devil take mocking: speak sad 
brow and true maid. 

Cd. I’ faith, coz, ’tis he. 

Bos. Orlando ^ 

Cel. Orlando. 

Bos. Alas the day! what shall I do with my doub- 
let and hose? What did he when thou sawest him? 
What said ho-? How looked he? Wherein went he? 
What makes he here ? Did he ask for me ? Where re- 
mains he? How parted he with thee? and when shalt 
thou see him again? Answer me in one word. 

Cel. You must borrow me Gaigantua’s mouth first: 
’tis a word too great for any mouth of this age’s size. 
To say ay and no to these particulars is more than to 
answer in a catechism. 

Bos. But doth he know that I am in this forest and 
in man's apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did the 
day be wrestled? 

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies as to resolve the 
propositions of a lover; but take a taste of my finding 
him, and relish it with good observance. I found him 
under a tree, like a dropped acorn. 

JRbs. It may well be called Jove’s tree, when it drops 
forth such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Bos. Proceed. 

Cd. There lay he, stretched along, like a wounded 
knight. . 

Bos. Though it be a pity to see such a sight, it well 
becomes the ground. 

Cd. Cry 'holla ’ to thy tongue, I prithee ; it curvets 
unseasonably. He was furnished like a hunter. 

Bos. 0, ominous ! ho comes to kill my heart 

Cd. I would sing my song without a burden: thou 
bringest me out of tune. 

Bos. Do you not know I am a woman ? when I 
think, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 

Cd. You bring me out Soft! comes he not here? 

JMsr Orlakdo and Jaques. 

Bos. Tis ho: slink by, and note him. 

Jag. I thank you for your company; but good faith, 
I had as lief have been myself alone. 

Orl. And so had I; but yet for fashion sake, 1 
tb^nTr you tOO fOT yOUT SOCioty. 

Jag. God be wi’^ you: let’s meet as little as we can. 


Orl. I do desire we may be better strangera 

Jag. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-sonm in their barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
reading them ill-£avouredly. 

Jag. Boaalind is your love’s name? 

Orl, Yes, just 

Jag. I do not like her name 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you when she 
was christened. 

Jag. What stature is she of? 

Orl. Just as high as my heart 

Jag. You are full of pretty answers. Have you not 
been acquainted with goldsmiths’ wives, and conned 
them out of rings? 

Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted cloth, 
from whence you have studied your questions. 

Jag. You have a nimble wit : 1 think ’twas made of 
Atalanta’s heela Will you sit down with me ? and we 
two will rail against our mistress the world and all our 
misery. 



Orl. I will chide no breather in the world but my- 
self, against whom I know most faults. 

Jag. The worst fault you have is to be in love. 

Orl. Tis a fault I will not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

Jag. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool when I 
found you. 

Orl. He is drowned in the brook: look but in, and 
you shall see him. 

Jag. There I shall see mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool or a cipher. 

Jag. m tarry no longer with you: farewell, good 
Signior Love. 

Orl. I am glad of your departure: adieu, good Mon- 
sieur Melancholy. [cant Jaqaes. 

Bos. [Aside to Cdia.'\ I will speak to him like a 
saucy lackey, and under that habit play the knave with 
him. Do you hear, forester? 

Orl. Very well: what would you? 

Bos. I pray you, what is’t o’clock ? 

Orl. You should ask me what time o’ day: there’s 
no clock in the forest. 

Bos. Then there is no true lover in the forest; else 
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sighing eveiy minute and groaning every hour would 
detect the lazy foot of Time as weU as a clock. 

Orl. And why not the swift foot of Time ? had not 
that been as proper? 

Bos. By no means, sir: Time travels in divers paces 
with divers persons. I’ll tell you who Time ambles 
withal, who 'Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, 
and who he stands still withal. 

Orl. I prithee, who doth he trot withal? 

Bos. Many, he trots hard with a yoimg maid between 
the contract of her marriage and the day it is to be 
solemnized: if the interim be but a se’nnight. Time's 
pace is so hard that it seems the length of seven year. 

Orl. Who ambles Time withal ? 

Bos. With a priest that lacks Latin and a rich man 
that hath not the gout, for the one sleeps easily because 
be cannot study, and the other lives merrily b^use he 
feels no pain, the one lacking the burden of lean and 
wasteful learning, the other knowing no burden of heavy 
tedious penury; these Time ambles withal. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal? 

Bos. With a thief to the gallows, for though he go as 
softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon there. 

Orl. Who stays it still withal ? 

Bos. With lawyers in the va<;ation; for they sleep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not how 
Time move.<i. 

Orl. AVTiere dwell you, pretty youth? 

Bos. With this shepherdess, my sister; here in the 
skirts of the forest, like frin^ upon a petticoat 

Orl. Are you native of this place? 

Bos. As the cony that you see dwell where she is 
kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you could 
purchase iu so removed a dwelling. 

Bos. I have been told so of many : but indeed, an 
old ^gious uncle of mine taught me to apeak, who 
was in youth an inland man ; one that knew court- 
ship too well, for there he fell in love. I have heard him 
read many lectures against it, and 1 thank God 1 am 
not a woman, to be touched with so many giddy offences 
as he hath generally taxed their whole sex withal. 

OrL Can you remember any of the principal evils 
that he laid to the charge of women? 

Bos. There were none principal; they were all like 
one another as half-pence are, every one fault seeming 
monstrous till his fellow-fault came to match it. 

Orl. I prithee, recount some of them. 

Bos. Nq, 1 will not cast away my physic but on 
those that are sick. There is a man haunts the forest, 
that abuses our young plants with carving *Bosalind’ 
on their barks; hangs odes upon hawthorns and elegies 
on brambles, all, forsooth, deifying the name of Bosalind : 
if I could meet that fancy-monger, I would give him 
some good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian 
of love upon him. 

Orl I am he that is so love-shaked: I pray you, 
tell me your remedy. 

Bos. There is none of my uncle’s marks npon you: 
be taught me how to know a man in love; in which 
cage of rushes I am sure you are not prisoner. 

Orl What were his marks? 

Bos. A lean cheek, which you have not, a blue eye 
and sunken, which you have not, an unquestionable* 
spirit, which you have not, a beard neglected, which 
you have not ; but I pardon you for that, for simply 
your having in beard is a younger brother's revenue: 
then your nose should be ungartered, your bonnet un- 
handed, your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe untied, and 


every thing about you demonstmting a careless desolation; 
but you are no such man; you are rather point-device 
in your accoutrements, as loving yourself than seeming 
the lover of any other. 

Orl Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe 
I love. 

Bos. Me believe it I you may as soon make- her that 
you love believe it; which, I warrant, she is apter to 
do than to confess she does: that is one of the points 
in the which women still give the lie to their consciences. 
But, in good sooth, are you he that hangs the verses on 
the trees, wherein Bosaund is so admired? 

Orl I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Bosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Bos. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 
speak? 

Orl Neither rhytne nor reason can express how much. 

Bos. Love is merely* a madness, and, I tell 
you, deserves as well a dark house and a whip as mad- 
men do: and the reason why they are not so punished 
and cured is, that the lunacy is so ordinary that the 
whippers ore in love too. Yet I profess curing it by 
counsel. 

Orl Did you ever cure any so? 

Bos. Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his mistress; and I set him every 
day to woo me : at which time would I, being but a 
mooniah* youth, meve, be effeminate, change- 
able, longing and liking, proud, fantastical, apish, shallow, 
inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles, for every passion 
something and for no passion truly any thing, os boys 
and women are for the most part cattle of this colour; 
would now like him, now loathe him; then entertain 
him, then forswear him; now weep for him, then spit 
at him; that I drave my suitor ftom his mad humour 
of love to a loving humour of madness ; which was, to 
forswear the full stream of the world and to live in a 
nook merely monastic. And thus I cured him; at)4 
this way will I take upon me to wash your liver as 
clean as a sound sheep’js heart, that there shall not bo 
one spot of love in’t 

Orl 1 would not be cured, youth. 

Bos. I would cure you, if you would but call me 
Bosalind, and come every day to my cote and woo me. 

Orl Now, by the faith of my love, I will: tell me 
where it is. 

Bos. Go with me to it, and I’ll show it you: and 
by the way you shall tell me where in the forest you 
live. Will you go? 

Orl With all my heart, good youth. 

Bos. Nay, you must caU me Bosalind. Come, sister, 
will you go? [JSxeuTit. 

SCEH* III . — Ths fortst. 

ErOtr Touchstone and Acdbet; Jaques Mvind. 

Tondh. Come apace, good Audrey: I will fetch up 
your goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey? am I the man 
yet? doth my simple feature content you? 

And. Your features I I/)rd warrant us i what features? 

Tofwh. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the Goths. 

Jaq. [Aside.] 0 knowledge iU-inhabited, woiSe than 
Jove in a thatched house! 

Touch. When a man’s verses cannot be understood, 
nor a man’s good wit seconded with the forward child 
Understanding, it strikes a man more dead than a great 
reckoning in a little room. Truly, I would the gods 
had made thee poetical 
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Aud. I do not know what 'poetical' is: is it honest 
in deed and wotd ? is it a trae thing ? 

TomL No, truly; for the truest poetiy is the most 
feigning; and lovers are given to poetry, aud what they 
swear in poetry may be said as lovers they do feign. 

At(d. Do you wish then that the gods had made me 
poetical ? 

Touch. I do, truly; for thou swearest to me thou 
art honest : now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
some hope thou didst feign. 

Attd. Would you not have me honest? 

Touch. No, truly, unless thou wert hard-favoured ; 
for honesty coupled to beauty is to have honey a sauce 
to sugar 


Jagr. [Aside.] A material fool I* « a looi i^i 

Attd. Well, 1 am not fair; and therefore 1 pray the 
gods make me honest. 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul 
slut were to put good meat into an unclean dish. 

Aud. I am not a slot, though I thank the gods I 
am foul. 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness I 
bluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as it may 
be, 1 will marry thee, and to that end I have been 
with Sir Oliver Martext, the vicar of the next village, 
who hath promised to meet me in this place of the 
forest and to couple us. 

Jaq. [Aside.] I would fain see this meeting. 



Aud. Well, the gods give us joy I 
Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful 
heart, stagger in this attempt; for here we have no 
temple but the wood, no assembly but horn-beasts. But 
what though? Coura^! As boms are odious, they are 
nccessoiy. It is saio, ‘many a man knows no end of 
his goods:' right; many a man has good horns, and 
knows no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of his 
wife ; 'tis none of his own getting. Homs ? Even so. 
Poor men alone T No, no ; the noblest deer hath them 
as huge as the rascal.* Is the single man 
therefore blessed T No : as a walled town is more 
thier than a village, so is the forehead of a married 


roan more honourable than the bare brow of a bachelor; 
and by how much defence is better than no skill, by 
so much is a horn more precious than to want. Here 
comes Sir Oliver. 

Enter SiR OLIVER MarTEXT. 

Sir Oliver Martext, you are well met: will you dispatch 
us here under this tree, or shall we go with you to your 
chapel ? 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman 7 

Touch. I will not take her on gift of any man. 

Sir Oli. Truly, she must be given, or the marriage 
is not lawful 
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Jaq, \Advafuing!\ Proceed, proceed: 111 give ber. 

Taueh. Good even, good Master Whst-ye-<^’t : how 
do you, sir? You are very well met: God 'ild you for 
your last company: I am very glad to see you: even 
a toy in hand here, sir: nay, pray be covered. 

Jaq. Will you be married, motley? 

ToueK. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse his 
curb, and the falcon her bells, so man hath his desires; 
and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be nibbling. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush like a beggar ? Get you to 
church, and have a good priest that can tell you what 
marriage is : this fellow will but join you together as 
they join wainscot ; then one of you will prove a shrunk 
panel and, like green timber, waip, warp. 

Touch. [Aside.] I am not in the mind but I were 
better to be married of him than of another: for he ia 
not like to marry me well; and not being well married, 
it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my wife. 

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey: 

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 
Farewell, good Master Oliver: not, — 

0 sweet Oliver, 

0 bravo Oliver, 

Leave me not behind thee: 

but, — 

Wind away. 

Begone, I say, 

I will not to wedding with thee. 

[Exeunt Jaques, Toucfistone, and Audrey. 

Sir OH. Tis no matter: ne’er a fantastical knave of 
them all shall flout me out of my calling. [Exit. 

Scene IV . — The forest. 

Enter Bosauno and Celia. 

Bos. Never talk to me; I will weep. 

Cel. Do, I prithee; but yet have the grace to consider 
that tears do not become a man. 

Bos. But have I not cause to weep? 

Cel. As good cause as one would desire; therefore weep. 

Bos. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 

Cd. Something browner than Judas’s; many, his 
kisses are Judas’s own childrea 

Bos. r faith, his hair is of a good colour. 

Cd. An excellent colour: your chestnut was ever 
the only colour. 

Bos. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the 
touch of holy bread. 

CeL He hath bought a pair of cast* lips of 
Diana: a nun of winter’s sisterhood kisses not mote 
religiously; the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Bos. But why did he swear he would come this 
morning, and comes not? 

Cd. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Bos. Do you think so ? 

Cd. Yes ; I think he is not a pick-purse nor a horse- 
stealer, but for his verity in love, I do think him as 
concave as a covered goblet or a worm-eaten nub 

Bos. Not true in love? 

Cd. Yes, when he is in; but I think he is not in. 

Bos. You have heard him swear downright he was. 

Cd. ’Was’ is not 'is:’ besides, the oath of a lover 
is no stronger than the word of a tapster; they ore both 
the confirmers of false reckonings. He attend here in 
the forest on the duke your father. 

Bos. I met the duke yest^ay and had much ques- 
tion with him: he asked me of what parentage 1 waa; 


I told him, of as good as he; so he laughed imd let 
me go. But what t^ we of fathers, when there is such 
a man as Orlando? 

Cd. O, that’s a brave man! he writes brave verses, 
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths and bredcs them 
bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of his lover; 
as a puisny tilter, that spurs his horse but on one side, 
breaks his staff like a noble goose : but all’s brave that 
youth mounts and folly guides. Who comes here? 

Enter COKIN. 

Cor. Mislress and master, you have oft inquired 
After the shepherd that complain’d of love. 

Who you saw sitting by me on the turf. 

Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

Cd, Well, and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play’d. 

Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain. 

Go hence a little and I shall conduct you. 

If you will mark it. 

Bos. 0, come, let us remove: 

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love. 

Bring us to this sight, and you shall say 

I’ll prove a busy actor in their play. “ [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Another part of the fared. 

Enter SlLVIUS and PUEBE. 

Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not, Phebe; 
Say that you love me not, but say not so 
In bitterness. The common executioner. 

Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death makes hanl. 

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck 

But first begs pardon: will you sterner bo 

Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? ^ 

Enter Rosaund, Ceua, and Gorin, lehind. 

9 

Phs. I would not be thy executioner : 

I fly thee, for 1 would not injure thee. 

Thou teU’st me there is murder in mine eye: 

Tis pretty, sure, and very probable. 

That eyes, that are the ffail’st and softest things. 

Who shut their coward gates on atomies. 

Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers! 

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart; 

And if miiift eyes can wound, now let them kill thee : 
Now comiterfeit to swoon ; why now fall down ; 

Or if ]&ou const not, 0, for shame, for shame, 
lie not, to say mine eyes ate murderers ! 

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee: 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it; lean but upon a rush. 

The cicatrice and capable* impressure ttnuu*. 

Thy palm some moment keeps; but now mine tyes. 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not. 

Nor, 1 am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt 
SU. O dear Phebe, 

If ever — as that ever may be near — 

You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fonty, 

Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That love’s keen arrows make. 

Phe. But till that tim» 

Come not thot^ near me : and when that time comes, 
AflSict me with thy mocks, pity me not; 

As till that time I shall not pity thee. 
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Bot. And why, I pray youl Who might be your 
mother, 

That you insult, exult, and all at once, 

Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty — 
As, by my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed — 

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless? 

Why, what means this? Why do you look on me? 

I see no more in you than in the ordinary 
Of nature’s sale-work. 'Od’s my little life, 

I think she means to tangle my eyes tool 
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it: 

’Tis not yonr inky brows, your black silk hair, 

Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream. 

That can entame my spirits to your worship. 

You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you folbw her. 

Like foggy south puffing with wind and rain? 

You are a thousand times a properer man 
Than she a woman : 'tis such fools as you 
That makes the world full of ill-iavour’d children: 

’Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her; 

And out of you she sees herself more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. 

But, mistress, know yourself: down on your knees, 

And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love: 

Fur I must tell you friendly in your ear. 

Sell when you can: you are not for all markets: 

Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer: 

Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 

So take her to thee, shepherd: fare you well. 

Pht. Sweet- youth, I pray you, chide a year together: 
I had rather hear you chide than this man woo. 

Boi. He’s fallen in-love with your foulness, and she’ll 
fall in love with my anger. If it be so, as fast as she 
answers thee with frowning looks. I’ll sauce her with 
bitter words. Why look you so upon me? 

Pht. For no ill will I bear you. 

Bm. I pray you, do not fall in love with me. 

For I am falser than vows made in wine: 

Besides, I like you not. If you will know my house, 
’Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by. 

Will you go, sister? Shepherd, ply her hard. 

Come, sister. Shepherdess, look on him better. 

And be not proud: though all the world could see. 
None could be so abused in sight as he. 

Come, to our flock. 

[Exmnt Boaolind, Celia, and Corin. 
Phe. Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might; 
'Who ever loved that loved not at first sight?' 

SU. Sweet Phebe, — 

Phe. Ha, what say'st thou, Silvius ? 

SU. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

Six. Wlierever sorrow is, relief would he: 

If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 


By giving love your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermined. 

Phe. Thou hast my love : is not that neighbourly ? 
SU. I would have you. 

Phe. Why, that were covetousness 

Silvius, the time was that I hated thee. 

And yet it is not that I bear thee love; 

But since that thou canst talk of love so well, 

Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 

I will endure, and I’ll employ thee t«>o: 

But do not look for further recompense 
Than thine own gladness that thou art employ’d. 

SU. So holy and so perfect is my love. 

And I in such a poverty of grace. 

That 1 shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvests reaps: loose now and then 
A scatter’d smile, and that I’ll live upon. 

Phe. Know'st thou the youth that spoke to me ere- 
while? 

SU. Not very well, but I have met him oft; 

And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds 
That the old carlot* once was master of. 'oiBri. 

Phe. Tliink not I love him, though I ask for him; 
Tis but a peevish boy ; yet he talks well ; 

But what care I for words? yet words do well 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 

It is a pretty youth : not very pretty : 

But, sure, he’s proud, and yet his pride becomes him : 
He’ll make a proper man : the best thing in him 
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence his eye did heal it up. 

He is not very tall; yet for his years he’s tall: 

His leg is but so so; and yet ’tis well: 

There was a pretty i^ness in his lip, 

A little riper and more lusty red 

Than that mix’d in his cheek ; 'twas just the differeiice 

Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 

'rhere be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
'fo fall in love with him ; but, for my part, 

I love him not nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him: 

For what had he to do to chide at me? 

He said mine eyes were black and my hair black; 

And, now I am remember’d, scorn'd at me: 

I marvel why I answer’d not again: 

But that’s all one; omittance is no quittance. 

I’ll write to him a very taunting letter. 

And thou shalt bear it: wilt thou, Silvius? 

SU. Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe, I’ll write it straight; 

The matter’s in my head and in my heart: 

I will be bitter with him and passing short. 

Go with me, Silviua [ExeunL 




ACT IV. 

Scene I . — Tht fartU. 


JBnter Bosaund, Celia, and Jaques. 

Jaq. I prithee, pretty youth, let me he better ac- 
quainted with thee. 

Bos. They say you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq. I am so; I do love it better than laughing. 

Bos. Those that are in extremity of either are abom- 
inable fellows,, and betray themselves to every modern 
censure worse than drunkards. 

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing. 

Bos. Why then, ’tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholy, which 
is emulation, nor the musician's, which is fantastical, nor 
the courtier’s, which is proud, nor the soldier’s, which 
is ambitious, nor the lawyer’s, which is politic, nor the 
lady’s, which is nice, nor the lover's, which is all these : 
but it is a melancholy of mine own, compounded of many 
simples, extracted from many objects, and indeed the 
sundry contemplation of my travels, in which my often 
rumination wraps me in a most humorous sadness. 

Bos. A traveller '. By my faith, you have meat reason 
to be sad: I fear you Itove sold your own lands to see 
other men’s; then, to have seen much and to have 
nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands. 

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Bos. And your experience makes you sad: I had 
rather have a fool to make me merry than experience 
to make me sad ; and to travel for it too ! 

Bnter OttLAMDO. 

Orl. Good day and happiness, dear Rosalind I 

Jaq. Nay, then, God be wi’ you, an you talk in blank 
verse. [BxU. 

Bos. Farewell, Monsieur Traveller: look yon lisp and 


wear strange suits, disable all the lieuehts of yuur own 
country, be out ot love with your nativity and almost 
chide God for making you that countenance you are, 01;. 
1 will scarce think you have swam in a gondola. Why, 
how now, Orlando! where have you been all this while ^ 
You a lover 1 An you serve me such another trick, never 
come in my sight more. 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of iny 
promise. 

Bos. Break an hour’s promise in love ! He that will 
divide a minute into a thousand parts and break but a 

I iart of the thousandth part of a minute in the alTairs ot 
ove, it may be said of him that Cupid hath clapped 
him 0’ the shoulder, but I’ll warrant him heart-uhole. 
Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Bos, Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my 
sight: I had as lief be w’ooed of a snail. 

Orl. Of a snail? 

Bos. Ay, of a snail : for though he comes slowly, he 
carries his house on his head ; a letter jointure, I think, 
than you make a woman i besides, he brings his destiny 
with him. 

Orl. What’s that? 

Bos. Why, horns, which such as you are fain to be 
beholding to your wives for: but he comes anned in his 
fortune and prevents the slander of his wife. 

Orl. Virtue is no hom-maker; and my Rosalind is 
virtuous. 

Bos. And I am your Rosalind. 

Cd. It pleases him to call you so; but he hath a 
Rosalind of a better leer* than you. ic«»e«met. 

Bos. Come, woo me, woo me, for now I am in a holi- 
day humour and like enough to consent What would you 
say to me now, an I were your very very Rosalind ! 
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OrL I would kiss before I spoke. 

Boa. Nav, you were better speak first, and when you 
were gravelled for lack pf matter, you might take occasion 
to kiss. Very good orators, when they are out, they will 
spit ; and for lovers lacking — God warn us ! — matter, the 
cleanliest shift is to kiss. 

OrL How if the kiss be denied? 

Boa. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress ? 

Boa. Marry, that should you, if 1 were your mistress, 
or I should think my honesty ranker than my wit 

Orl. What, of my suit? 

Boa. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your 
suit. Am not I your Bosalind? 

Orl. 1 take some joy to say you are, because I would 
be talking of her. 

Boa. Well, in her person I say I will not have you. 

Orl. Then in mine own person I di& 

Boa. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world is 
almost six thousand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man died in his own person, videlicet, in 
a love cause. Troilus had his brains dashed out with 
a Grecian club ; yet he did what he could to die before, 
and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he would 
have lived many a fair year, though Hero had turned nun, 
if it had not been for a hot midsummer night; for, 
good youth, he went but forth to wash him in the 
Hellespont, and being taken with the cramp was 
drowned: anrl the foolish coroners of that age found it 
was * Hero of Sestos.’ But these are all lies : men have 
died from time to time and worms have eaten them, but 
not for love. 

Orl. I would not have my right Bosalind of this mind, 
for, I protest, her frown might kill me. 

Bos. By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But come, 
now 1 will bo your !^saliud in a more coming-on dis- 
position, and ask me what you will, 1 will grant it. 

Orl. Then love me, Bosalind. 

Boa. Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays and all 

Orl. And wilt thou have me ? 

Bos. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What sayest thou ? 

Boa. Are you not good ? 

Orl. I hope so. 

Boa. Why then, can one desire too much of a good 
thing ? Come, sister, you shall bo the priest and many 
us. Give me your hand, Orlando. What do you say, 
sister? 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cd. I cannot say the words. 

Boa. You must begin, 'Will you, Orlando — ' 

Cd. Go to. Will you, Orlando, have to wife this 
Bosalind ? 

Orl. I will. 

Boa. Ay, but when? 

Oii. Why now; as fast as she can many ua 

Boa. Then you. must say, 'I take thee, Bosalind, for 
wife.’ 

Orl. I take thee, Bosalind, for wife. 

Boa. I might ask yon for your commission ; but I do 
take thee, Orlando, for my husband: there's a girl goes 
before the priest; and certainly a woman’s thought runs 
before her actions. 

Orl. So do all thoughts; they are winged. 

Bob. Now tell me now long you would have her 
after you have possessed her. 

OrL For ever and a day. 


Boa. Say 'a day,’ without the ‘ ever.’ No, no, Orlando: 
men are April when they woo, December when they wed ; 
maids are May when they ore maids, but the sky changes 
when they are wives. I will be more jealous of thee 
than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen, more clamorous 
than a parrot against rain, more new-fangled than an ape, 
more giddy in my desires than a monkey: I will weep 
for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will do 
that when you are disposed to be merry ; 1 will laugh 
like a hyen, and that when thou art inclined to sleep. 

Orl. But will my Bosalind do so? 

Bos. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Orl. 0, but she is wise. 

Bos. Or else she could not have the wit to do this : 
the wiser, the waywarden make* the doors 
upon a woman’s wit and it will out at the casement ; 
shut that and ’twill out at the key-hole ; stop that, 
’twill fly with the smoke out at the chimney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit, he 
might say, ‘ Wit, whither wilt ?’ 

Boa. Nay, you might keep that check for it till you 
met your wile’s wit going to your neighbour’s bed. 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuse that? 

Boa. Many, to say she came to seek you there. 
You shall never take her without lier answer, unless you 
take her without her tongue. 0, that woman that cannot 
make her fault her husband’s occasion, let her never 
nurse her child herself, for she will breed it like a fool ! 

Orl. Fur these two hours, Bosalind, I will leave 
thee. 

Boa. Alas I dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner: by two 
o’clock 1 will be with thee again. 

Boa. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ; I knew what 
you would prove: my iriends told me as much, and I 
thought no less : that flattering tongue of yours won me: 
’tis but one cast away, and so, come, death ! Two o’clock 
is your hour? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Bosalind. 

Boa. By my troth, and in good earnest, and so God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your promise or come one minute 
behind your hour, I will think you the most pathetical 
break-promise, and the most hollow lover, and the most 
unworthy of her you call Bosalind, that may be chosen 
out of the gross band of the unfaithful : therefore beware 
my censure and keep your promise. 

Orl. With no less religion than if thou w'ert indeed 
my Bosalind: so adieu. 

Bos. Well, Time is the old justice that examines all 
such offenders, and let Time try : adieu. [2^7 Orlando. 

Cd. You have simply misused our sex in your love- 
prato: we must have your doublet and hose plucked 
over your head, and show the world what the bird hath 
done to her own nest 

Boa. 0 coz, coz, eoz, my pretty little coz, that thou 
didst know how many fathom deep I am in love! But 
it cannot be sounded : my affection hath an unknown 
bottom, like the bay of Portugal 

Cel. Or rather, bottomless, that as fast as you pour 
affection in, it runs out. 

Bos. No!, tha same wicked bastard of Venus that 
was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and bom of 
madness, that blind rascally boy that abuses every one’s 
eyes because his own are out, let him be judge how deep 
1 am in love. I’ll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of 
the sight of Orlando: I’ll go find a shadow and sigh 
till he come. 

Cd. And I’ll sleep. [Bxtunl. 
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[Act IV. 


SCRNK II . — The forest. 

Enter Jaqvei^ Lords, and Foresters. 

Jaq. Which is he that kill'd the deer! 

A Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Jaq. Let’s present him to the duke, like a Homan 
conqueror; and it would do well to set the deer’s horns 
upon his head, for a branch of victory. Have you no 
song, forester, for this purpose? 

For. Yes, sir. 

Jaq. Sing it: ’tis no matter how it be in tune, so it 
make noise enough. 

Song. 

For. What shall he have that kill’d the deer? 

His leather skin and horns to wear. 

Then sing him home; 

[Tlu rest shall hear this burden. 
Take thou no scorn to wear the horn; 

It was a crest ere thou wast bom: 

Thy father’s father wore it, 

And thy father bore it: 

The hom, the horn, the lusty horn 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The fared. 

Enter RosAUND and Celia. 

Roe. How say you now? Is it not past two o’clock? 
and here much Orlando! 

Cel. I warrant you. with pure love and troubled brain, 
he hath ta’en his bow and arrows and is gone forth to 
sleep. Look, who comes here. 

Enter SlLVios. 

SU. My errand is to you, fair youth ; 

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this: 

I know not the contents; but, as I guess 
By the stem brow and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it. 

It bears an angry tenour: pardon me; 

I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Bos. Patience herself would startle at this letter 
And play the swaggerer; bear this, bear all: 

She says I am not fair, that 1 lack manners; 

She calls me proud, and that she could not love me, 
Were man as rare as phoenix. ’Od’s my will! 

Her love is not the bare that I do hunt: 

Why writes she so to me? Well, shepherd, well. 

This is a letter of your own device. 

Sil. No, 1 protest, I know not the contents: 

Phebe did write it 

Bos. Come, come, you are a fool 

And turn’d into the extremity of love. 

I saw her hand: she has a leathern hand, 

A fireestone-oolour’d hand; 1 verily did ttdnk 
That her old gloves were on, but ’twas her hands: 

She has a huswife’s hand; but that’s no matter: 

I say she never did invent this letter; 

This is a man’s invention and his hand. 

SU. Sure, it is hera 

Bos, Why, 'tis a boisterous and a cruel style, 

A style for challengers ; why, she defies me, 
like Turk to Christian: women’s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant>rude invention. 

Such Ethiope words, blacker in their effect 

Than in their countenance. Will yon bear the letter? 


SU. So please you, for I never heard it yet; 

Yet heard too much of Phebe’s croelty. 

Bos. She Phebes me: mark how the tyrant writea 

[Besds. 

Art thou god to shepherd turn’d. 

That a maiden’s heart hath bum’d? 

Can a woman rail thus? 

SU. Call you this railing? 

\Becids.'\ 

Why, thy godhead laid apart, 

Warr’st thou with a woman’s heart? 

Bid yon ever hear such railing? 

Whiles the eye of man did woo me. 

That could do no vengeance to me. 

Meaniiw me a beast. 

If the acorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such love in mine. 

Alack, in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect! 

Whiles you chid me, 1 did love : 

How then might your prayers move! 

He that brings this love to thee 
Little knows this love in me: 

And by him seal up thy mind ; 

Whether that thy youth and kind 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me and all that I can make; 

Or else by him my love deny. 

And then I’ll study how to die. 

Sil. Call you this chiding ? 

Cd. Alas, poor shepherd! 

Bos. Bo you pity him? no, he deserves no pity. 
Wilt thou love such a woman? What, to make thee 
an instrument and play false strains upon thee! not to 
be endured! Well, go your way to her, for I sec love 
hath made thee a tame snake, and say this to her : that 
if she love me, I chaige her to love thee ; if she will 
not, I will never have her unless thou entreat for her.* 
If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word : for here 
comes more company. • [ExU Silvvus. 

Enter Oliver. 

OH. Good morrow, fair ones : pray you, if you know. 
Where in the purlieus of this forest stands 
A sheep-cote fenced about with olive trees? 

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour bottom : 
The rank of osiers by the murmuring stream 
Left on your right liand brings you to the place. 

But at this hour the house doth keep itself; 

There’s none within. 

OH. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 

'Then should I know you by description: 

Such garments and such years: 'The boy is fair. 

Of female favour, and bestows himself 
like a ripe sister: the woman low 
And browner than her brother.’ Are not you 
The owner of the house I did inquire for? 

Cel. It is no boast, being ask’d, to say we are. 

OH. Orlando doth commend him to you both. 

And to that youth he calls his Sosalind 
He sends this bloody napkin. Are you he ? 

Bos I am: what must we understand Iqr thist 
OH. Some of my shame; if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This hankercher was stain’d. 

Cel. I pray you, tell it. 

OH. When 1^ the young Orlando ]^Tted from you 
He left a promise to return again 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 


321 


Act IV.] 

Within an hour, and pacing through the forest. 
Chewing the cud of sweet and bitter fancy, 

Jjo, what befel! he threw his eye aside. 

And mark what object did present itself; 

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss’d with age 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair, 

Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreathed itself. 

Who with her head nimble in threats approach’d 
The opening of his mouth; but suddenly. 

Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself, 

And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush: under which bush’s shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry, 

Lay couching, head on ground, vrith catlike watch, 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for ’tis 
’rhe royal disposition of that beast 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead: 


This seen, Orlando did approach the man 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cd. O, I have he^ him speak of that same brother; 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That lived amongst men. 

on. And well he might so do. 

For well I know he w'as unnatural 

Itos. But, to Orlando : did he leave him there. 

Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness? 

Oh. Twice did he turn his back and purposed so ; 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge. 

And nature, stronger than his just occasion. 

Made him give battle to the lioness. 

Who quickly fell before him : in which huitling 
From miserable slumber 1 awaked. 

Cel. Are you his brother? 

Boa. Was’t you he rescued t 

Cel. Was’t you that did so oft contrive to kill him t 
Oli. ’Twas I ; but ’tis not I I do not shame 



To tell you what I was, since niy conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Boa. But, for the bloody napkin ? 

Oli. By and by. 

Wlien from the first to last betwixt lis two 
'i'ears our recountments had most kindly bathed. 

As how [ came into that desert place : — 

III brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 

Wlio gave me fresh array and entertainment. 
Committing me unto my brother's love; 

Who led me instantly imto his cave, 

There stripp’d himself, and here upon his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 

Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted 
And orieA in fainting , upon Bosalind. 

Brief, I recover'd him, bound u^ his wound; 

And, after some small space, being strong at heart. 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 

To tell this story, that you might mcnse 
His broken promise, and to pve this napkin 


Dyed in bis blood unto the shepherd youth 

That he in sport doth call his Bosalind. [Boaalind awoom. 

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede! sweet Ganymede' 

Oli, Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 

Cel. There is more in it. Cousin Ganjrmede! 

Oli. Look, he recovers. 

Boa. I would I were at home. 

Cel. We’ll lead you thither 

I pray you, will you take him by the arm? 

Oli. Be of good cheer, youth ; you a man I you lack 
a man’s heart 

Boa. I do so, I confess it Ah, sirrah, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited ! I pray you, tell your 
brother how well I counterfeited. Heigh-ho! 

Oli. This was not counterfeit: there is too great 
testimony in your complexion that it was a passion of 
earnest 

Boa. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Oli. Well, then, take a good heart and counterfeit to 
be a man. 

41 
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Bos. So I do: but i’feith, 1 should have been a 
woman bj right. 

Csl. Come, you look paler and paler: pray you, 
draw homewa^ Good sir, go with us. 


[Act V. 

Oli. That will I, for I must bear answer baok 
How you excuse m^ brother, Rosalind. 

Bos. I shall devise something : but, I pray you, com- 
mend my counterfeiting to him. Will you go? [Bteunf. 



ACT V. 


Scene I . — The forest. 


Enter TOUCHSTONE and Auobey. 

Toneh. We shall' find a time, Audrey; patience, 
gentle Audrey. 

Avd. Faith, the priest was good enough, for all the 
old gentleman’s saying. 

Tonek. A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a most 
vile Martext But, Audrey, there is a youth here in 
the forest lays claim to you. 

And. Ay, I know who ’tis : he hath no interest in 
me in the world: here comes the man you mean. 

Toneh. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown: 
by my troth, we that have good wits have much to 
answer for; we shall be flouting; we cannot hold. 

ErUtr William. 

Will. Good even, Andr^. 

Avd. God ye good even, William. 

WiU. And gocS even to you, sir. 

Toueh. Good even, gentle friend. Cover thy head, 
cover thy head; nay, prithee, be covered. How old are 
you, friend? 

Will. Five and twen^, sir. 

Toueh. A ripe age. Is thy name William? 

Will. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name. Wast bom i’ the forest hers? 

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. 

Toudi. ’Thank Gk»d;' a good answer. Art rich? 


Will. Faith, sir, so,* so. 

Touch. 'So so’ is good, very good, very excellent 
good ; and yet it is not ; it is but so so. Art thou wise ? 

Will. Ay, sii’, I have a pretty wit 

Touch, why, thou sayest well. I do now remember 
a saying, 'The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise 
man knows himself to be a fool.’ Tlie heathen philo- 
sopher, when he had a desire to eat a grape, would 
open his lips when he put it into his mouth; meaning 
thereby that grapes were made to eat, and lips to open. 
Tou do love this maid? 

WiU. I do, sir. 

Toueh. Give me your hand. Art thou learned ? 

WUl. No, sir. - 

Touch. Then learn this of me : to have, is to have ; 
for it is a figure in rhetoric that drink, being poured 
out of a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth empty 
the other; for all your writers do consent that ipse is 
he: now, you are not ipse, for I am he. 

Will. Which he, sir? 

Toueh. He, sir, that must marry this woman,. There- 
fore, you clown, abandon — ^which ia in the vulgat leave — 
the society — ^whibh in the boorish is company-rof 
female — ^which in the common is woman ; which together 
is, abandon the society of this female, or, doMn, thou 

r rishest; or, to thy better understanding, diest; or, to wit, 
kill thee, make thee away, translate thy life into 
death, thy liberty into bondage: I will deal in poison 
with thee, dr in bastinado, or in steel; I win bandy 
with thee in 'faction; I will o’er-run thee with policy; I 
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wfll kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therefore tremble, 
and depart 

Aud. Do, good William. 

Witt. God rest you Inerry, sir. [ExU. 

Enter CORIN. 

Cor. Our master and mistress seeks you ; come, away, 
away I 

Timck. Trip, Audrey! trip, Audrey! I attend, I 
attend. [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — The forest. 

Enter ORLA.NDO and Oliver. 

Orl. Is’t possible that on so little acquaintance you 
should like her? that but seeing you should love her? 
and loving woo? and wooing, she should grant? and 
will you persever to enjoy her? 

OH. Neither call the giddiness of it in question, the 
poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden 

wooing, nor her sudden consenting; but say with me, 

I love Aliena; say with her that she loves me; consent 
with both that we may enjoy each other: it shall be to 
your good; for my father’s house aud all the revenue 
that was old Sir ^wland’s will 1 estate upon you, and 
here live and die a shepherd. 

Orl. You have my consent Let your wedding be 
to-morrow : thither will I Invite the duke and all’s con- 
tented followers. Go you and prepare Aliena; for look 
you, here comes my j^salind. 

Enter Bosaxind. 

Bm. God save you, brother. 

OH. And you, fair sister. [ExU. 

Bos. 0, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to see 
thee wear thy heart in a scarf! 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Bos. I thought thy heart had becu wounded with 
the claws of a lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Bos. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited 
to swoon when he showed me your handkercher? 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Bos. 0, I know where you are: nay, 'tis true: there 
was never anything so sudden but the fight of two 
rams, and Cnsar’s thiusonical brag of '1 came, saw, and 
overcame:’ for your brother and my sister no sooner 
met but they looked, no sooner looked but they loved, 
no sooner loved but they sighed, no sooner sighed but 
they asked one another the reason, no sooner knew the 
reason but they sought the remedy ; and in these degrees 
have they made a pair of stairs to marriage which they 
-will climb incontinent, or else be incontinent before mar- 
riage : they are in the very wrath of love and they will 
together; clubs cannot. part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow, and I will 
bid the dum to the nuptial But, 0, how bitter a 
thing it is to look into happiness through another man’s 
eyes! By so much the more shall I to-morrow be at 
the height of heart-heaviness, by how much^ I shall 
think my brother happy in having what he wishes for. 

Bos. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn 
for Bosalind? 

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Bos. I will weary you then no longer with idle 
talking. Know of me then, for now I speak to some 
purpose, that I know you are a gentleman of good 
conceit: I speak not this that you should bear a good 


opinion of my knowledge, insomuch I say I know you 
are; neither do I labour for a greater esteem than may 
in some little measure draw a belief from you, to do 
yourself good and not to grace me. Believe then, if 
you please, that I can do strange things: I have, since 
I was three year old, convened with a magician, most 
profound in his art and yet not damnable. If you do 
love Bosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries it 
out, when your brother marries Aliena, s^di you marry 
her: 1 know into what straits of fortune she is driven; 
and it is not impossible to me, if it appear not incon- 
venient to you, to set her before your eyes to-morrow 
human as she is and without any danger. 

Orl. Speakest thou in sober meanings? 

Bos. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly, though 
I say I am a magician. Therefore, put you in your 
best array ; bid your friends ; for' if you will be married 
to-morrow, you shall, and to Bosalind, if you will 

Enter SiLVius and Phebe. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine and a lover of hers. 

Fhe. Youth, you have done me much ungcntleness. 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

Bos. I care not if I have : it is my study 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you: 

You are there followed by a faithful shepherd; 

Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Bhe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what ’tis to love. 

Sil. It is to be all made of sighs and tears; 

And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And I for Bosalind. 

Bos. And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to bo all mode of faith and service; 

And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And I for Bosalind. 

Bos. And I fur no woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of fantasy. 

All made of passion and all made of wishes, 

All adoration, duty, and observance. 

All humbleness, all patience and impatience. 

All purity, all trial, all observance; 

And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And so am I for Bosalind. 

Bos. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love you ? 

Sil. If this be so, why blame you me to love you ? 

Orl. If this be so, why blame you me to love you ? 

Bos. Who do you speak to, ‘Why blame you me to 

love you?’ 

Orl. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Bos. Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the howl- 
ling of Irish wolves against the moon. [To Sil.] I will 

help you, if I can: [To Phe.] I would love you, if I 

could. To-morrow meet me all together. [To Phe.] I 
will marry you, if ever I marry woman, and I’ll be 
married to-morrow : [To Orl.] I will satisfy you, if ever 
I satisfied man, aud .you shall be married to-morrow: 
[To I will content you, if what pleases you con- 

tents you, and you shall be manied to-morrow. [To Orl.] 
As you love Bosalind, meet : [To Sil.] as you love Phebe, 
meet: and as I love no woman, I’ll meet. So fare you 
well: I have left you commands. 

SU. I’ll not fail, if I live. 

Phe. Nor I. 

Orl. Nor I. 


[ExauU. 
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Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Toueh. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey; to- 
morrow will we be married. 

And. 1 do desire it with all my heart; and I hope 
it is no dishonest desire to desire to be a woman of the 
world.* Here come two of the banished 
duke’s pages. 

Enter two Pages. 

First Page. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well met Come, sit sit, and 
a song. 

iSSee. Page. We are for you: sit i’ the middlei 

First Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without 
hawking, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse, which are 
the only prologues to a bad voice 7 

See. Page. I’ faith, i’ faith; and both in a tune, like 
two gipsies on a horse. 

Song. 

It was a lover and his lass. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a bey noniiio. 

That o’er the green corn-field did pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time. 

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding; 

Sweet lovers love we spring. 

Between the acres of the rye. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 

These pretty country folks would lie. 

In spring time, Ac. 

This carol they began that hour. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nomno. 

How that a life was but a flower, 

In spring time, Ac. 

And therefore take the present time. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino: 

For love is crowned with the prime 
In spring time, Ac. 

Touch. Truly, young ^ntlemen, though there was no 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very 
untuneable. 

Firet Page. You are deceived, sir: we kept time, we 
lost not our time. 

Toueh By my troth, yes; I count it but time lost 
to hear such a foolish song. God be wi’ you ; and God 
mend your voices I Come, Audrey. [Esxunt. 

Scene IV . — The foreat. 

Enter Duxs senior, Amiens, Jaquss, Orlando, Outer, 
and Ceua. 

Duke 8. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised? 

(M. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

Enter BosAUND, SlLTius, and Fhebb. 

See. Patience once mors, whiles our compact is urged: 
You sa^, if I bring in your Bosalind, 

You wul bestow her on Orlando here? 

Duke 8. That would I, had I kingdoms to give with 
her. 


LIKE IT. [Act v. 

Bos. And yon say, yon will have her, when I bring 

W? 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 

Eos. You say, you’ll marry me, if I be willing? 

Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 

Eos. But if you do refuse to marry me. 

You’ll give yourself to this most faithfid shepherd? 

Phe. So is the bargain. 

Eos. You say, that you’ll have Pbebe, if she will? 

Sil. Though to have her and death were both one 
thing. 

Eos. I have promised to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daughter; 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter: 

Keep your word, Phebe, that you’ll marry me. 

Or else refusing me, to wed this shepherd: 

Keep your wori, Silvius, that you’ll marry her, 

If she refuse me: and from hence I go. 

To make these doubts all even. 

[Exeunt Eosalind and Celia. 

Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 

Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw him 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 

But, my good lord, this boy is forest-bom, 

And bath been tutor’d in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle. 

Whom he reports, to be a great magician. 

Obscured in the circle of this forest. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, and these 
couples are coming to the ark. Here comes a pair of 
very strange beasts, which in all tongues are called fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all! 

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome: this is the 
motley-minded gentleman that I have so often met in 
the forest: be hath been a courtier, he swears. ^ 

Toueh. If any man doubt that, let him put me Co 
my purgation. I have trod a measure; I have flattered 
a lady; I have beem politic with my friend, smooth 
with mine enemy ; I have imdone three tailors ; I have 
had four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta’en up ? 

Touch Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was 
upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause? Good my lord, like this 
fellow. 

Duke S. I like him ve^ well 

Toueh God ’ild you, sir; 1 desire yon of the like. 
I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country 
copulatives, to swear and to forswear; according as 
marriage binds and blood breaks: a poor virgin, sir, an 
ill-favoured thing, £r, but mine own; a poor humour 
of mine, sir, to take that that no man elK will: rich 
honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor house; as 
your pearl in your foul owter. 

Duke 8 By faith, he is very swift and sentuntious. 

Toueh. According to the fool’s bolt, sir, and such 
dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. Bntk for the seventh cause; how did yflu find 
the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 

Touch Upon a lie seven times removed: — ^bear your 
body more seeming, Audrey:— as thu^ sir. I did dis- 
like the out of a certain courrieFs beard: be sunt me 
word, if I said his beard was not cut wdl, he was in 
the mind it was: this is called the Betort CoUrteona 
If I sent hini word again ‘it was not wdl ouV he 
would send me word, he cut it to please himself: this 
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is called the Quip Modest. If again* it was not well 
cut/ he disabled my judgment: this is called the Beply 
Churlish. If ogain *it was not well cut/ he would 
answer, I spake not true: this is called the Beproof 
Valiant. If a^in *it was not well cut/ he would say, 
I lied: this is called the Countercheck Quarrelsome: 
and so to the lie Circumstantial, and the Lie Direct. 

Jaq, And how oft did you say his beard was not 
well cut? 

Towih, I durst go no further than the Lie Circum- 
stantial, nor he durst not dve me the Lie Direct; and 
so wo measured swords and parted. 

Jaq, Can you nominate in order now the degrees of 
the lie? 

TotLch, 0 sir, we quarrel in print, by the book; as 
you have books for good manners: I will name you the 
degrees. The first, the Hetort Courteous ; the second, the 
Quip Modest ; the third, the Beply Churlish ; the fourth, 
the Beproof Valiant ; the fifth, the Countercheck Quar- 
relsome; the sixth, the Lie with Circumstance; the 
seventh, the Lie Direct. All these you may avoid but 
the Lie Direct; and you may avoid that too, with an 
If. I knew when seven justices could not take up a 
quarrel, but when the parties were met themselves, one 
of them thought but of an If. as, * If you said so, then 
I said so;’ and they shook hands and swore brothers. 
Your If is the only peace-maker; much virtue in If. 

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he’s as good 
at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duice S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and 
under the preeentation of that he shoots his wit. 

ErUtr Hymen, Bosalind, and Celia. 

Music. inoft.tow. 

Hf/ni. Then is there mirth in heaven, 

When earthly things made even 
Atone together. 

Good duke, receive thy daughter: 

Hymen from heaven brought her, 

Yea, brought her hither. 

That thou mi^itst join her hand with his 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 

Ros. [To Duke.'\ To you I give myself, for I am yours. 
[To Or/.] To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are my daughter. 

Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my Bosalind. 

Pfu. If sight and shape be true, 

Why then, my love adieu! 

Eos. I’ll have no father, if you be not he: 

I’ll have no husband, if you be not he: 

Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. 

Hym. Peace, ho! I bar confusion: 

'Tis I must' make conclusion 

Of these most strange events : 

Here’s eight that must take hands 
To join in Hymen’s bands. 

If truth holds true contents. 

You and you no cross shall part: 

You and you are heart in heart: 

You to his love must accord. 

Or have a woman to your lord: 

You and vou are sure together. 

As the winter to foul weather. 

Whiles a wedlock-hvmn we sing, 

Feed yourselves with questioi^g; 

That reason wonder may diminish, 

How thus we met^ and these things finish, 


Song. 

Wedding is great Juno’s crown: 

0 blessed bond of board and bed! 

’Tis Hymen peoples every town; 

High wedlock then be honoured: 

Honour, high honour and renown. 

To Hymen, god of every town! 

Duke 8. 0 my dear niece, welcome thou art to me! 
Even daughter, welcome, iu no less degree. 

Phe. I will not eat my word; now thou art mine; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 

Enter Jaques DE Boys. 

t/ag. de B. Let me have audience for a word or two : 
I am the second son of old Sir Bowland, 

That bring these tidings to this fair assembly. 

Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 

Address’d a mighty power; which were on foot, 

In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here and put him to the sword: 

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came; 

Where meeting with an old religious man, 

After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprise and from the world, 

His crown bequeathing to his banish’d brother, 

And all their lands restored to them again 
That were with him exiled. This to be true, 

1 do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man; 

Thou offer’st fairly to thy brothers’ wedding : 

To one his lands withheld, and to the other 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 

First, in this forest let us do those ends 
That here were well begun and well begot: 

And after, every of this happy number 

That have endured shrewd days and nights with us 

Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 

According to the measure of their states. 

Meantime, forget this new-fall’n dignity 
And Wl into our rustic revelry. 

Play, music ! And you, brides and bridegrooms all. 
With measure heap’d in joy, to the measures fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience. If I heard you rightly. 
The duke hath put on a religious life, 

And thrown into neglect the pomjjous court? 

Jaq. de B. He hath. 

Jaq. To him will I: out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and leam’d. 

[To Duke."] You to your former honour I bequeath: 
Your patience and your virtue well deserves it: 

To Orl] You to a love that your true faith doth merit: 
To Olii] You to your land and love and great allies : 
'To Sil.] You to a long and well-deserved bed : 

'To TbtkA.] And you to wrangling; for thy loving voyage 
s but for two months victuall’d. So, to your pleasures : 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 

Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stey. 

Jaq. To see no pastime I : what you would have 
I’ll stay to know at your abandon’d cave. [ExU. 

Duke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these rites. 
As we do trust they'll end, in true delights. [A dance. 

Epilogue. 

Bob. It is not the fashion to see the lady the epi- 
logue; but it is no more unhandsome than to see the 



326 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


[Act ▼. 


lord the prologue. If it be true that good wine needs 
no bush, ’tis true that a good play needs no epilogue, 
yet to good wine they do use good bushes, and good 
plays prove the better by the help of good epilogues 
What a case am I in then, that am neither a good epi- 
logue, nor cannot insinuate with you in the behalf of a 
good play! I am not furnished like a beggar, therefore 
to beg not become me: my way is to conjure you; 
and 1*11 begin with the women. I charge you, O 
women, for the love you bear to men, to like as much 


of this play as please you : and 1 chaige you, O men, 
for the love you bear to women — as I perceive by your 
simpering, none of you hates them — that between you 
and the women the play may please. If I were a 
woman I would kiss as many of you as had beards 
that pleased me, complexions that liked me, and breaths 
that I defied not: and, I am sure, as many at have 
good beards or good faces or sweet breaths will, for my 
kind offer, when I make curtsy, bid me farewell 















LKOrrSB, king o/ Sicilia. 
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Old Shepherd, njmMfoQur ^Perdita. 
Clown, ki§ eon. 
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A Mariner. 
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SorvanUy SKtgkerde, mud Skofkerdtoou. 

Time, «« Chorue, 

8CEKE SiauA, and Borcmia. 


ACT I. 

ScXNE I. — AtUeeka/mbtr «» IAontes’ palace. 


Enter Camuxo and Abchidaiicob. 

AreA If you shall chanee, Camillo, to visit Bohemia, 
on the likB occasion 'whereon my services are now on 
foot, yon shall see, as 1 have said, great diflisrence betwixt 
our Bohemia and your Sicilia. 

Cam. I think, this coming summer, the King of Sicilia 
means to pay i^hemia the visitation which he justly 
owes him. 

ArdL Wherein our entertainment shall shame ns we 
will be justified in our loves; for indeed — 

Cam. Beseech, you — 

Arch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of my know- 
ledge : vm cannot with ' such magnificence — ^in so rare — 
I know not what to say. We will give ^u sleepy diinlm, 
that your senses, unintelligent of our msufficience, may, 
though th^ cannot praise us, as little accuse us. 

Cam. Ton pay a great deid too dear for what's given 
freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I apeak as my understanding 
instauets me, and as mine honesty puts it to utterance. 

Cam Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind to Bohemia. 


They were trained together in their childhoods ; and there 
rooted betwixt them such an affection, which cannot 
choose but branch now. Since their more mature dig- 
nities and royal necessities made separation of th^ 
society, their encounters, though not personal, have been 
royadly attomeyed with interchuige of gifts, letters, loving 
embassies; that they have seemed to w farther, though 
absent, shook hands, as over a vast, and embrac^ as it 
were, from the ends of opposed winda The heavens con- 
tinue their loves ! 

AreA I think there is not in the world either malice 
or matter to alter it You have an unspeakable comfort 
of your young prince Mamillius: it is a gentleman of the 
greatest promise that ever came into my note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of him : 
it is a gallant child ; one that indeed physios tdie subject, 
makes old hearts fresh : they that went on crutches eie 
he 'was bom desire yet their life to see him a man. 

Arch. Would they else be content to diet 

Cam Yes; if there were no other excuse why they 
should desire to live. 

AreA If the king had no son, they would desire to 
live on crutches till he had one. [EaemL 
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ScKNE II. — A room of state in the same. 

Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamiluvs, Pouxenes, 
Camillo, and Attendants. 

Pol. Nine changes of the watery star hath been 
The shepherd’s note since we have left our throne 
Without a burthen : time as long again 
Would be fill’d up, my brother, with our thanks; 

And yet we should, for perpetuity, 

Go hence in debt: and therefore, like a cipher. 

Yet standing in rich place, I multiply 

With one ‘We thank you’ many thousands moe 

That go before it. 

Leon. Stay your thanks a while; 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that’s to-morrow. 

I am question’d by my fears, of what may chance 
Or breed upon our absence; that may blow 
No sneaping winds at home, to make us say 
‘This is put forth too truly:’ besides, I have stay’d 
To tire your royalty. 

Leon. We are tougher, brother. 

Than you can put us to’t. 

Pol. No longer stay. 

Leon. One seven-night longer. 

Pol. Very sooth, to-morrow. 

Leon. We’ll part the time between’s then ; and in that 
I’ll no gainsaying. 

Pol. Press me not, beseech you, so. 

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i’ the world, 
So soon as yours could win me : so it should now. 
Were there necessity in your request, although 
’Twere needful I denied it. My affairs 
Do even drag mo homeward: which to hinder 
Were in your love a whip to me; my stry 
To you a chaige and trouble : to save both. 

Farewell, our brother. 

Leon. Tongue-tied our queen? speak you. 

LTer. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace until 
You had drawn oaths from him not to stay. You, sir, 
Chaige him too coldly. Tell him, you are sure 
AU in Bohemia’s well; this satisfaction 
The by-gone day proclaim'd: say this to him. 

He’s beat from his best ward. 

Leon. Well said, Hermione. 

jBer. To tell, be longs to see his son, were strong: 
But let him say so then, and let him go; 

But let him swear so, and he shall not stay. 

We’ll thwack him hence with distaffs. 

Yet of your royal presence I'll adventure 
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, I'll give him my commission 
To let‘ him there a month behind the gest* 

Prefix’d fox's parting: yet, good deed, Leontes, 

I love thee not a jar o’ the clock behind 
What lady-she her lord. Toull stay? 

Pol. No, madam. 

ffer. Nay, but you will? 

Pol. I may not, verily. 

Ber. Verily ! 

You put me off with limber vows; but I, 

Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with oaths. 
Should yet say, 'Sir, no going.’ Verily, 

You shdl not go: a lad^s ‘Verily’ 's 
As potent as a lord'a Will you go yet ? 

Force me to keep you as a prisoner. 

Not like a guest; so you shall pay your fees 
When you depart, and save your thanks. How say you? 


My prisoner ? or my mest ? by your dread ‘ Verily,’ 
One of them you shall be. 

Pol. Your guest, then, madam: 

To be your prisoner should import offending ; 

Which is for me less easy to commit 
Than you to punish. 

Ber. Not your gaoler, then. 

But your kind hostesa Come, I’ll question you 
Of my lord’s tricks and yours when you were boys : 
You were pretty lordings then? 

Pol. We were, fair queen. 

Two lads that thought there was no more bebiud 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day. 

And to be boy eternal. 

Ber. Was not my lord 

The verier wag o’ the two? 

Pol. We were as twinn’d lambs that did frisk i’ the sun. 
And bleat the one at the other: what we clianged 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, nor dream’d 
That any did. Had we pursued that life. 

And our weak spirits ne’er been higher rear’d 
With stronger blood, we should have answer'd heaven 
Boldly, * Not guilty ;’ the imposition clear’d 
Hereditary oura. 

Ber. By this we gather 

You have tripp’d since. 

Pol. 0 my most sacred lady ! 

Temptations have since then been born to’s; for 
In those unfledged days was my wife a girl; 

Your precious self had then not cross’d the eyes 
Of my young play-fellow. 

Ber. Grace to boot! 

Of this make no conclusion, lest yon say 
Your queen and I arc devils : yet go on ; 

The offences we have made you do we’ll answer. 

If you first sinn’d with us, and that with us 

You did continue fault, and that you slipp’d not » 

With any but with us. 

Leon. .Is he won yet * 

Ber. He’ll stay, my lord. 

Leon. At my request he w'ould not 

Hermione, my dearest, thou never spokest 
To better purpose. 

Ber. Never ? 

Leon. Never, but once. 

Ber. What ! have I twice said well ? when was't 
before? 

I prithee tell me; cram’s with praise, and make’s 
As fat as tame things: one good deed dying tonguelcss 
Slaughters a thousand waiting upon that. 

Our praises are our wages: you may ride’s 
W’ith one soft kiss^a thousand furlongs ere 
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal: 

My last good deed was to entreat his stay: 

What was my first? it has an elder sister. 

Or I mistake you : O, would ber name were Grace I 
But once before I spoke to the purpose: when? 

Nay, let me have’t; I long. 

Leon. Why, that was wheil 

Three crabbed months had sour’d themselves to death. 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 

And clap thyself my love: then didst thou utter, 

*I am yours for ever.’ 

Ber. Tis grace indeed. 

Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose twice : 
The one for ever earn’d a royal husband; 

The other for tome while a friend. 

Leon. [Aside.] Too hot, too hot! 
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To mingle friendship fax is mingling bloods. 

I have tremor cordis on me: my heart dances; 

But not for joy ; not joy. This entertainment 
May a free face put on, derive a liberty 
From heartiness, ftom bounty, fertile bosom. 

And well become the agent ; 't may, I grant ; 

But to be paddling palms and pinching Ungers, 

As now they are, and making practised smiles. 

As in a looking-glass, and then to sigh, as 'twero 
The raort* o’ the deer ; 0, that is entertainment ’ 

My bosom likes not, nor my brows ! Mamillius, 

Art thou my boy ? 

Mam. Ay, my good lord. 

Lam. 1’ fecks ! 

Why, that's my bawcock. What, hast smutch’d thy 
nose? 

They say it is a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 

We must be neat ; not neat, but cleanly, captain : 

And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf. 

Are all call’d neat. — Still virginalling 


Upon his palm! — How now, you wanton calf! 

Art thou my calf? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leon. Thou want’st a rough pash* and the shoots 
tliat I have, 4TafttdhMd 

To be full like me : yet they say we are 
Almost as like as eggs ; women say so. 

That will say any thing; but were they false 
As o’er-dyed blacks, as wind, as waters, false 
As dice are to bo wish’d by one that fixes 
No bourn ’twixt his and mine, yet were it true 
To say this boy were like me. Come, sir page. 

Look on me with your welkin eye :• sweet * •/« 

villain ! 

Most dear’st ! my coliop ! Can thy dam ? — may’t be ’ — 
Affection ! thy intention stabs the centre : 

Thou dost make possible things not so held, 
Communicatest with dreams' ; — how can this be ? — 

With what’s unreal thou coactive art. 

And fellow’st nothing: then 'tis very credent 



Thou may’st co-join with something; and thou dost. 
And that beyond commission, and I find it. 

And that to the infection of my brains 
And hardening of my brows. 

Fol. What means Sicilia ? 

Her. He something seems unsettled. 

Pol. Hotr, my lord! 

What cheer? how is’t witlr you, best brother? 

Her. You look 

As if you held a brow of much distraction: 

Are you moved, m^ lord? 

Leon. No, in good earnest 

How sometimes nature will betray its folly. 

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms ! Looking on the lines 
Of my boy’s face, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty-three years, and saw myself unbreech’d. 

In my green velvet coat, my dagger muzzled, 

Lest it should bite its master, so prove, 

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous: 

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel. 


This squash,* this gentleman. Mine honest friend, 

Will you take eggs for money? e i-nnpe 

Mam. No, my lord, I’ll fight. 

Lem. You will ! why, happy man he’s dole I My 
brother. 

Arc you so fond of your young prince as we 
Do seem to be of ouis? 

Pol. If at home, sir. 

He’s all my exercise, my mirth, my matter, 

Now my sworn friend and then mine enemy. 

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all; 
lie makes a July’s day short as December, 

And wiUi his varying childness cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

Lem. So stands this squire 

OfiRced with me: we two will walk, my lord. 

And leave you to your graver steps. Hevnuone, 

How thou lovest us, show in our brother’s welcome ; 
Let what is dear in Sicily l)e cheap : 

Next to thyself and my young rover, he’s 
Apparent^ to my heart 
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Her. If you would seek us. 

We are yours i’ the garden: shall’s attend you there? 

Leon. To your own bents dispose you : you’ll be found, 
Be you beneath the sky. {Aside."] I am angling now, 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 

Go to, go to ! 

How she holds \rp the neb, the bill to him! 

And arms her with the boldness of a wife 
To her allowing* husband! 

{EsxutU PolvwMS, Hermione, and Attendants. 
Gone already! 

Inch-thick, knee-deep, o’er head and ears a fork’d one! 
Go, play, boy, play: thy mother plays, and I 
Play too, bub so disgraced a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my grave: contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell. Go, phiy, boy, play. There have been. 
Or I am much deceived, cuckolds ere now; 

And many a man there is, even at this present. 

Now while I speak this, holds his wife by the arm. 
That little thinks she has been sluiced in’s absence. 
And his pond fish’d by his next neighbour, by 



Sir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there’s comfort iu’t 
Whiles other men have ^tes and those gates open'd, 

As mine, against their will Should all despair 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. Physio for’t there is none; 

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 

Where 'tie predominant; and ’tis powerful, think it. 

From east, west, north, and south : be it concluded. 

No barricndo for a belly : know’t ; 

It will let in and out the enemy 

With bag an«l baggage: many thousand on's 

Have the disease, and feel’t not How now, boy! 

Mam. I am like you, they say. 

Lean. Why, that’s some comfort 

What Camillo there? 

Cam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leon. Go play, Mamillius; thou’rt an honest man. 

{Exit ManaUius. 

Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold: 
When you cast out, it still came home. 


Leon. Didst note it? 

Cam. He would not stay at your petitions; made 
His business more material. 

Leon. Didst perceive it? 

{Aside.] They’re here with me already, whispering, 
rounding 

‘Sicilia is a so-forth:' ’tis far gone, 

AVhen I shall gust it last. How came’t, Camillo, 

That he did stay? 

Cam. At the good queen’s entreaty. 

Leon. At the queen’s be’t : ‘ go<^ ’ should be pertinent ; 
But, so it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any understanding pate but thine ? 

For thy conceit is soaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks: not noted, is’t. 

But of the finer natures? by some scvcrols 
Of head-piece extraordinary ? lower messes* »>•>««»•»»«»«• 
Perchance are to this business purblind? say. 

Cam. Business, my lord! 1 think most understand 
Bohemia stays here longer. 

Leon. Ha I 

Cam. Stays here longer. 

Lean. Ay, but why? 

Cam. To satisfy your highness and the entreaties 
Of our most gracious mistress. 

Leon. Satisfy I 

Tlie entreaties of your mistress I satisfy ! 

Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, Camillo, 

With all the nearest things to my heart, as well 
My chamber-councils, wherein, priest-like, thou 
Hast cleansed my bosom, I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd: but we have been 
Deceived in thy integrity, deceived 
In that which seems so. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my lunl! 

Leon. To bide upon’t, thou art not honest, or. 

If thou inclinest that way, thou art a coward. 

Which boxes* honesty behind, restraining iiiMutnmi, 

From course required; or else thou must be counted 

A servant grafted in my serious trust 

And therbin negligent; or else a fool 

That seest a game play’d home, the rich stake drawn. 

And takest it all for jest. 

Cam. My gracious lord, 

I may be negli^nt, foolish, and fearful ; 

In every one of these no man is free. 

But that his negligence, his folly, fear. 

Among the infinite doings of the world. 

Sometime puts forth. In your aflairs, my lord. 

If ever I were wilful-negligent. 

It was my folly ; if industriously 
I play'd the fool, it was my negligence. 

Not weighing well the end; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where 1 the issue doubted, 

'l^ereof the execution did cry out 
Against the non-performance, 'twos a fear 
Which oft infects the wisest: these, my loitl. 

Are, such allow’d infirmities tliat honesty 
Is never free of. But, beseech your grace, ' 

Be plainer with me; let me know my trespass 
By its own vis^: if I then deny it, 

Tis none of mine. < 

Leon. Ha' not you seen, Camillo — ‘ 

But that’s past doubt, you have, or yonr eyeglass 
Is thicker than a cuckold’s bom-— or heard — 

For to a vision so apparent rumonr 
Cannot be muts— or thought— for cogitation 
Besides not in that man that does not think — 

My wife is slippery I If thou wilt confess. 
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Or else be impudently negative. 

To have nor eyes nor ears nor thought, then say 
My wife's a hobby-horsg^ deserves a name 
As rank as any flax-wench that puts to 
Before her troth-plight : say’t and justify’t 
Cam. I would not be a stander-by to heur 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken ; 'shrew my heart. 

You never spoke what did become you less 
Than this; which to reiterate were sin 
As deep os that, though true. 

Leon. Is whispering nothing? 

1.4 leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting noses ? 

Kissing with inside lip ? stopping the career 
Of laughing with a sigh ? — a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty — horsing foot on foot? 

Skulking in corners? wishing clocks more swift? 

Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web but theirs, theirs only. 

That would unseen be wicked ? is this nothing ? 

Why, then the world and all that’s in’t is noting; 

The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing; 

My wife is nothing; nor nothing have these nothings. 

If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my lord, be cured 

Of this diseased opinion, and betimes; 

For 'tis most dangerous. 

Leon. Say it be, 'tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my lord. 

Leon. It is; you lie, you lie: 

I say thou lipst, Oamillo, and I hate thee, 
rronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave. 

Or else a hovering temporizer, that 

Cunst with thine eyes at once see good and evil. 

Inclining to them both : were my wife’s liver 

Infected as her life, she would not live 

The running of one glass. 

Cam. Wlio does infect her? 

Leon. Why, he that wears her like her medal, hanging 
About his neck, Bohemia: who, if I 
Had servants true about me, that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits, 

Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 
Which should undo mora doing: ay, and thou, 

His cup-bearer — whom I from meaner form 
Have bench’d and rear’d to worship, who mayst see 
Plainly as heaven sees earth and earth sees heaven. 

How I am galled — mightst bespice a cup. 

To give mine enemy a lasting wink; 

Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my lord, 

I could do this, and that with no rash potion. 

But with a lingering dram that should not work 
Maliciously like poison : but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress, 

So sovereignly being honourable. 

I have loved thee — 

Leon. Make that thy question, and go rot! 

Dost think I am so muddy, so 'unsettled. 

To appoint myself in this vexation, sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets. 

Which to preserve is sleep, which being spotted 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps. 

Give scandal to the blood o’ the prince my son, 

Svho 1 do think is mine and love as mine,^ 

Without ripe moving to't? Would I do this? 

Could man so blench f 
Cam. I must believe you, sir: 

I do ; and will fetch off Bohemia for’t ; 


Provided that,^ w’hen he’s removed, your highness 
Will take again your queen as yours at first, 

Even for your son’s sake ; and thereby for sealing 
The injury of tongues in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours. 

Leon. Thou dost advise me 

Even so as I mine own course have set down : 

I’ll give no blemish to her honour, none. 

Cam. My lord. 

Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia 
And with your queen. I am his cupbearer : 

If from me he have wholesome beverage. 

Account me not your servant. 

Leon. This is all: 

Do’t and thou hast the one half of my heart; 

Do’t not, thou split’st thine own. 

Cam. I’ll do’t, my lord. 

Leon. I will seem friendly, as thou hast advised me. 

[Exit. 

Cam, 0 miserable lady! But, for me. 

What case stand I in ? I must be the poisoner 
Of good Polixencs; and my ground to do’t 
Is the obedience to a roaster, one 
Wlio in rebellion w’ith himself will have 
All that are his so too. To do this deed. 

Promotion follows. If I could find example 
Of thousands that had struck anointed kings 
And flourish’d after, I’ld not do’t; but since 
Nor brass nor stone nor parchment bears not one. 

Let villany itself forswear't. I must 
Forsake the court: to do’t, or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy star reign now ! 

Here comes Bohemia. 

Ite-enler Pou.xf.ses. 

Pol. This is strange : methinks 

My favour here begins to warp. Not sj^eak? 

Good day, Camillo. 

Cam. Hail, most royal sir! 

Pol. What is the news i’ the court? 

Cam. None rare, my lord. 

Pol. The king hath on him such a countenance 
As he had lost some province and a region 
Loved as he loves himself: even now I met him 
With customary compliment; when he. 

Wafting his eyes to the contrary and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds from me and 
^ leaves me to consider what is breeding 
That changeth thus his manners. 

Cam. I dare not know, my lord. 

Pol. How! dare not! do not. Do you know, and 
dare not 

Be intelligent to me? 'tis thereabouts; 

For, to yourself, what you do know, you must. 

And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo, 

Your changed complexions arc to me a mirixir 
■Which shows me mine changed too; for I must be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myself thus alter’d with’t 

Cam. There is a sickness 

Which puts some of us in distemper, but 
I cannot name the disease; and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

Po/. How! caught of me! 

Make me not sighted like the basilisk: 

I have look’d on thousands, who have sped the better 
By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo— ' 
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As you are certainly a gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like experienced, which no less adorns 
Our gentry than our parents' noble names, 

In whose success* we are gentle — I beseech you, *2j[tS2IL* 
If you know aught which does behove my knowledge 


Thereof to be inform'd, imprison’t not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. I may not answer 

Pol. A sickness caught of uio, and yet I well! 
1 must be answer’d. Dost thou hear, Camillo, 



I conjure thee, by all the parts of man 
Which honour does acknowledge, whereof the least 
Is not this suit of mine, that thou declare 
What incidency thou dost guess of harm 
Is creeping toward me; how far off, how near; 


Which way to bo prevented, if to be; 

If not, how best to bear it 

Cam. Sir, I will tell you , 

Since I am charged in honour and by him 

That I think honourable : therefore mark my counsel, 



Which must be even as swiftly follow’d as 
I mean to utter it, or both yourself and me 
Cry lost, and so good night I 
Pci. On, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed him to murder you. 
Pol. By whom, Camillo? 


Cam, By the king. 

Pd. For what? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he swears. 
As he had seen’t or been an instrument 
To vice* you to't, that you have touch’d hie queen **•"• 
Forbiddenly. 
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Pol. O, then my best blood turn 
To an infected jelly, and ray name 
Be yoked with his* that did Ixstray the Best' 

Turn then my freshest reputation to 
A savour that may strike the dullest nostril 
Where I arrive, and my approach be shunn’d, 

Nay, hated too, worse than the great’st infection 
That e’er was heard or read ! 

Cam. Swear his thought over 

By each particular star in heaven and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon 
As or by oath remove or counsel shake 
Tlie fabric of his folly, whose foundation 
Is piled upon his faith and will continue 
The standing of his body. 

Pol. How should this grow ? 

Cam. I know not: but I am sure ’tis safer to 
Avoid what’s grown than question how ’tis bom. 

If therefore you dare trust my honesty, 

That lies enclosed in this trunk whicli you 
Shall bear along impawn’d, away to-night! 

Your followers I will whisper to the business. 

And will by twos and threes at several posterns 
Clear them o’ the city. For myself. I’ll put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 


By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain; 

For, by the honour of my parents, I 

Have utter’d truth: which if you seek to prove, 

I dare not stand by; nor .shall you be safer 

Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth, thereon 

His execution sworn. 

Pol. I do believe thee: 

T saw his heart in’s face Give me thy hand 

Be pilot to me and thy places shall 

Still neighbour mine My ships are ready, and 

My jieople did expect mine hence dqiaiture 

Two days ago. This jealousy 

Is for a precious creature : ns she’s rare. 

Must it lie gi'eat, and as his person’s mighty. 

Must it be violent, and as he does conceive 
He is dishonour’d by a man which ever 
Profess’d to liiiii, why, his revenges must 
In that be made more bitter ' Fear o’ershades me; 
Good expedition lie my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his ill-ta’cn suspicion ' Come, Caniillo ; 

I will respect thee as a father if 
Thou bear’st my life off hence : let us avoid 
Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
'Tlic keys of all the posterns: please your highness 
To take the urgent hour. Come, sir, away. [Amtn/. 



ACT II. 


Scene I . — A room in LeonTES’ palace. 


Enter Hermione, Mamiluus, and Ladtea 

Her. Take the boy to you : ho so troubles me, 
’Tis past enduring. 

First Lady. Come, my gracious lord. 

Shall I be your playfellow? 

Mam. ' No, I’ll none of you. 

First Lady. Why, my sweet lord? 

Mam. You'll kiss me hard, and speak to me as if 
I were a baby still. I love you better. 

See. Lady. And why so, my lord? 

Mam. Not for because 

Your brows are blacker ; yet black brow's, they say. 
Become some women b^t, so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a semicircle. 

Or a half-moon made with a pen. 


See Lady. Who taught you this? 

Mum. I learnt it out of women’s faces. Pray now'. 
What colour are your eyebrows * 

First JMthj. Blue, my loi-d. 

Mam. Nay, that’s a mock : I have seen a lady’s nose 
That has been blue, but not her eyebrows. 

First Lady. Hark ye; 

The queen your mother rounds apace: we shall 

Present our services to a fine new’ prince 

One of these days ; and then you’ld wanton with us. 

If we would have you. 

See. Lady. She is spread of late 

Into a goodly bulk: good time encounter her! 

Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come, sir, now 
I am for you again: pray you, sit by us. 

And tell’s a tale. 
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Mam. Merry or sad shall’t be? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A sad tale’s best for \riater: 1 have one 
Of sprites and goblins. 

Her. Let’s have that, good sir. 

Come on, sit down : come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites ; you’re powerful at it. 

Mam. There was a man — 

Her. Nay, come, sit down; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a churchyard: 1 will tell it softly; 
Yond crickets shall not hear it 

Her. Come on, then, 

And give’t me in mine ear. 

EfUer Leoktes, with Antigonus, I/>rd3, and others. 

Leon. Was he met there 7 his train ? Camillo with him? 

First Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; never 
Saw I men scour so on their way : 1 eyed them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon. How blest am I 

In ray just censure, in my true opinion ! 

Alack, for lesser knowledge! how accursed 
In being so blest 1 There may be in the cup 
A spider steep’d, and one may drink, depart. 

And yet partake no venom, for his knowled^ 

Is not infected : but if one present 
The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his sides. 
With violent hefts.’ 1 have drunk, and seen the spider 
Camillo was his help in this, his pander : ’ ”*•’*“*• 

There is a plot against my life, my crown ; 

All’s true that is mistrusted: that false villain 
Whom I employ’d was pre-etnploy’d by him: 

He has discover'd my design, and I 
Remain a pinch’d thing; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will. How came the posterns 
So easily open? 

First Lord. By his great authority; 

Which often hath no less prevail’d than so 
On your command. 

Leon. I know’t too well. 

Give me the boy : I am glad you did not nurse him : 
Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. What is this? sport? 

Leon. Bear the boy hence ; he shall not come about her ; 
Away with him! and let her sport herself 
With that she’s big with; for 'tis Polixenes 
Has made thee swell thus. 

Her. But I ’Id say he had not. 

And I’ll be sworn you would believe my saying. 
Howe’er you lean to the nayward. 

Leon. You, my lords. 

Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To say, 'she is a goodly lady,’ and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto add 
'Tis pity she’s not honest, honourable:’ 

Praise her but for this her without-door form. 

Which on my faith deserves high speech, and straight 
The shmg, the hum, or ha, these petty l^nds 
That calumny doth use — O, I am out — 

’That mercy does, for calumny wiU sear 
Virtue itself: these shrugs, these hums, and ha’s. 

When yon have said 'she’s goodly,’ come between 
Ere you can say 'she’s honest:’ but be’t known, 

From him that ha& most cause to grieve it should be, 
She’s an adulteress. 

Her. Should a villain say so. 

The most replenish’d villain in the world. 


He were as much more villain: you, my lord. 

Do but mistake. 

Leon. You have mistook, my lady, 

Polixenes for Leontes: O thou thing! 

Which I’ll not call a creature of thy place. 

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent, 

Should a like language use to all degrees 
And mannerly distinguishment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar: I have said 
She's an adulteress; I have said with whom: 

More, she’s a traitor, and Camillo is 

A federary’ with her, and one that knows •Acoompue. 

What she should shame to know herself 

But with her most vile principal, that she’s 

A bed-swerver, even as ^d as those 

That vulmrs give bold’st titles, ay, and privy 

To this their late escape. 

Hot. No, by my life. 

Privy to none of this. How will this grieve you. 

When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publish’d mo! Gentle my lord. 

You scarce can right me throughly then to say 
You did mistake. 

Leon. No ; if I mistake 

In those foundations which I build upon. 

The centre is not big enough to bear 
A school-boy’s top. Away with her 1 to prison ! 

He who shall speak for her is afar off guilty 
But that he speaks. 

Her. Tliere’s some ill planet reigns: 

I must be patient till the heavens look 

With an aspect more favourable. Good my lords, 

I am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly are; the want of which vain dew 
Perchance shall dry your pities : but I have 
That honourable grief lodged here which burns 
Worse than tears drown: beseech you all, my lords. 
With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me; and so 
Ihe king’s will be perform’d! 

Leon. Shall 1 be heard ? 

Her. Wlio is’t that goes with me? Beseech your 
highness. 

My women may be with me; for you see 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools; 

There is no cause: when you shall know your mistress 
Has deserved prison, then abound in tears 
As 1 come out: this action I now go on 
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord ; 

I never wish’d to see you sorry; now 
I trust I shtdl. My women, come; you have leave. 

Leon. Go, do our bidding; hence! 

[Eant Qtieen, (guarded; with Ladies. 

First Lord. Beseech your highness, call the queen again. 

AtU. Be certain what you do, sir, lest your justice 
Prove violence ; in the which three great ones suffer. 
Yourself, your queen, your son. 

First Lord. For her, my lordL 

I dare my life lay down and will do’t, sir. 

Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotless 
1’ the eyes of heaven and to you; 1 mean. 

In this which you accuse her. 

Ant. If it prove 

She’s otherwise. I’ll keep my stables where 
I lodge my wife; I’ll go in couples with her; 

Than when I feel and see her no farther trust her; 

For every inch of woman in tlie world. 

Ay, every dradi of woman’s flesh is false, 

If she ba 
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Leon. Hold your peaces. 

FxtU Lord. Good my lord — 

Ant. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves ; 

You are abused and by^ some putter-on 

That will be damn'd for*t; would I knew the villain, 

I would land-damn him. Be she honour-flaw'd, 

I have three dau^diters; the eldest is eleven; 

The second and the third, nine, and some five , 

If this prove true, they’ll pay for’t: by mine honour, 
ril geld 'em all; fourteen they shall not see, 

To bring false generations: they are co-heirs; 

And I had rather glib myself than they 
Should not produce fair issue. 

Leon. Cease; no more. 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man’s nose: but I do sec't, and feel't, 

As you feel doing thus; and see withal 
The instruments that feel 

Ant. If it be so. 

We need no grave to bury honesty: 

Tliere’s not a grain of it the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leon. What! lack I credit? 

First Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground; and more it would content me 
To have her honour true than your suspicion, 

Be blamed fort how you might. 

Leon. Why, what need wo 

Commune with you of this, but rather follow 
Our forceful instigation? Our prerogative 
Calls not your oounsols, but our natural goodness 
Imparts this; which if you, or stupihed 
Or seeming so in skill, ^ cannot or will not rcunniM 
Kelish a truth like us, inform yourselves 
Wo need no more of your advice: the matter, 

The loss, the gain, the ordering on’t, is all 
Properly ours. 

Ant. And I wish, my licjge. 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it, 

Without more overture. 

Ijcon. How could that be? 

Either thou art most ignorant by age, 

Or thou wert born a fool Camillo’s flight, 

Added to their familiarity. 

Which was as gross as ever touch'd conjecture, 

That lack’d sight only, nought for approbation 
But only seeing, all otlier circuinstances 
Made up to the deed, doth push on this proceeding: 
Yet, for a greater confirination. 

For in an act of this importance ’twei^ 

Most piteous to be wild, I have dispatch'd in post 
To sacred Delphos. to Apollo's temple, 

Cleonieiies and Uion, whom you know 
OF stuffd sufficiency : now from the oracle 
They will bring all; whose spiritual counsel had, 

Shall stop or sour me. Have I done well? 

First Lord. Well done, my lord. 

'Leon. Though I am satisfled and need no more 
Than what I know^ yet shall the oracle 
Give rest to the minds of others, such as he 
Whose ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to the truth. So have wo thought it good 
From our free person she should be confined, 

Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us ; 

We are to speak in public; for this business 
Will raise us all. 

AnJt. [Ando.] To laughter, as I take it, 

If the good truth were known. [Exeunt. 


Scene IL— ^ prism. 

Enter Paulina, a Gentleman, and Attendants. 

Paul. The keeper of the prison, call to him, 

I^t him have knowledge who I am. [Exit Gent. 

Good lady, 

No court in Europe is too good for thee, 

What dost thou then in prison? 

Re-enter Gentleman, with the Gaoler 

Now, good sir, 

You know me, do you not? 

Gaol. For a worthy lady, 

And one whom much I honour. 

Paul. Pray you then. 

Conduct me to the queen. 

Gaol. I may not, madam . 

To the contrary I have express coiurnandmeut. 

PatU. Here’s ado. 

To lock up honesty and honour from 

The access of gentle visitors! Is't lawful, pray you, 

To see her women? any of them? Emilia? 



Gaol. So please you, madam, 

To put apart the^e your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Paul. I pray now, call her 

Withdraw yourselves. [Exeunt Gentleman and Attendants 

Gaol. And, madam, 

I must be present at your conference. 

Paul. Well, be't so, prithee. [Exit Gaoler. 

Here's such ado to make no stain a stain 
As passes colouring. 

Re-enter Gaoler, with Emilia, 

Dear gentlewoman, 

How fares our gracious lady? 

EvxU. As well os one so gi’eat and so forlorn 
May hold together: on her frights and griefs, 

Which never tender lady hath borne greater, 

She is something before her time deliver’d. 

Paul. A boy? 

Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 

Lusty and like to live: the queen receives 
Much comfort in't; says, ‘My poor prisoner, 

I am innocent as you.' 
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Paul. I dare be sworn: 

These dangerous unsafe lunes* i’ the king, be- 
shrew them! 

He must be told on’t, and he shall: the office 
Becomes a woman best; I'll take't upon me‘: 

If I prove honey-mouth’d, let my tongue blister, 

And never to my red-look’d anger be 
The trumpet any more. Pray you, Emilia, 

Commend my best obedience to the queen: 

If she dares trust me with her little babe. 

I’ll show't the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to the loud’st. We do not know 
How he may soften at the sight o’ the child: 

The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades when speaking fails. 

Emil. Moat worthy madam. 

Your honour and your goodness is so evident 
That your free undertaking cannot miss 
A thriving issue: there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand. Please your ladyship 
To visit the next room. I’ll presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer; 

Who but to-day hammer’d of this design. 

But durst not tempt a minister of honour, 

Lest she should be denied. 

PO'vX. Tell her, Emilio, 

I’ll use that tongue I have: if wit flow from’t 
As boldness from my bosom, left not be doubted 
I shall do good. 

Emil. Now be you blest for it! 

I’ll to the queen: please you, come something nearer. 

Gaol. Mtmam, if’t please the queen to send the babe, 
I know not what I shall incur to pass it. 

Having no warrant 

Pa}U. ^ You need not fear it, sir: 

This child was prisoner to the womb, and is 
By law and process of great nature thcuce 
Freed and enfranchised, not a party to 
The anger of the king nor guilty of. 

If any be, the trespass of the queen. 

GcuL I do believe it 

Paul. Do not you fear: upon mine honour, I 
Will stand betwixt you and ^nger. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — A room in Leontes’ peUaee. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and Servants. 

Leon. Nor night nor day no rest: it is but weakness 
To bear the matter thus ; mere weakness. If 
The cause were not in being — part o’ the cause. 

She the adulteress ; for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank* 

And level* of my brain, plot-proof; but she i 
1 can hook to me : say that she were gone, 

Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest 
Might come to me again. Who’s them ? 

First (Sere. My lord? 

Leon. How does the boy? 

Pirst Serv. He took good rest to-night; 

Tis hoped his sickness is dischaiged. 

Eeom To see his nobleness! 

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother. 

He straight declined, droop’d, took it deeply, 

Fasten’d and fix’d the shame on’t in himself, 

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep. 

And downright languish’d. Leave me solely: go. 

See how he fares. [EkU /Siirv.] Fie» fie 1 no woug^t of 
him: 

The very thought of my revenges that way 


Becoil upon me: in himself too mighty. 

And in his parties, his alliance; let him be 
Until a time may serve : for present vengeance. 

Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me, make their ^time at my sorrow: 

They should not laugh if I could reach them, nor 
Shall she within my power. 

Enter Paulina, with a child. 

First Lord. You must not enter. 

Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous passion more, idas, 

Than the queen’s life? a gracious innocent soul. 

More free than he is jealous. 

Ant. That’s enough. 

See. Serv. Madam, he hath not slept to-night; com- 
manded 

None should come at him. 

Paul. Not so hot, good sir: 

I come to bring him sleep. ’Tis such as you. 

That creep like shadows by him and do sigh 
At ewh his needless he4vings, such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking: I 
Do come with words as medicinal as true, 

Honest as either, to purge him of that humour 
That presses him from deep. 

Leon. What noise there, ho? 

Paul. No noise, my lord; but needful conlerence 
About some gossips for your highness. 

Leon. How ! 

Away with that audacious lady! Aiitigoiius, 

1 charged thee that she should not come about me: 

I knew she would. 

Ant. I told her so, my lord, 

On your displeasure’s peril and on mine. 

She should not visit you. 

Leon. What, caiist not rule her? 

Paul. From all dishonesty he can: in this. 

Unless he take the course that you have done, 

Commit me for committing honour, trust it, 

He shall not rule me. 

Ant. La you now, you hear: 

When she will take the rein 1 let her run; 

But she’ll not stumble. 

Paul. Good my liege, I come; 

And, I beseech you, hear me, who profess 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician. 

Your most obedient counsellor, yet that dare 
Less appear so in comforting your evils, 

Than such as roost seem yours : I say, 1 come 
From your good queen. 

Leon. Good queen I 

Paul. Good queen, my lord. 

Good queen; I say, good queen; 

And would by combat make her good, so were 1 
A man, the worst about you. 

Leon. Force her hence. 

Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
First hand me : on mine own uccoid I’ll off ; 

But first I’ll do my errand. The good queen. 

For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter; 
Hero ’tis; commends it to yvix blessing. 

[Laying down the child. 
Leon. Out ! 

A mankind witch! Hence with her, out o’ doOr: 

A most intelligencing bawd! 

PauL Not so: 

I am as ignorant in that as you 

In so entitLi% me, and no less honest* •**■••* 
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Than ^ou are mad; which is enough, ITl warrant, 

As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Lton. Traitors 1 

Will you not push her out? Give her the bastard. 
Thou dotard! thou art woman-tired,* unroosted 
By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the bastard; 

Take’t up, I say; give’t to thy crone. 

Po«/. For ever 

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Takest up the princess by that forced baseness 
Which he has put upon’t! 

Lum. He drCads his wife. 

Pwul. So I would you did : then ’twere past all doubt 
YouTd call your children yours. 


Leon, A nest of traitors! 

Ani. I am none, by this good light. 

Paul. Not I, nor any 

But one that's here, and that’s himself, for he 
The sacred honour of himself, his queen’s. 

His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander, 

Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s ; and w’lll not — 
For, as the case now stands, it is a curse 
He cannot be compell’d to't — once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten 
As ever oak or stone was sound. 

ZeoTt. A callat 

Of boundless tongue, who late hath beat her husband, 
And now baits me! This brat is none of mine; 



It is the issue of Polixenes: 

Hence with it, and together with the dam 
Commit them to the fire! 

Paul. It is yours; 

And, might we lay the old proverb to your charge. 
So like you, ’tis the worse. Behold, my lords, 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of we father, eve, nose, lip. 

The trick ofs frown, his for^ead, nay, the valley. 
The pretty dimples of his chin and cheek, 

His smiles. 

The very mould and frame of hand,^ nail, finger : 
And thou, good goddess Nature, which hast made it 


So like to Itim that got it, if thou hast 

The ordering of the mind too, ’mongst all colours 

No yellow in’t, lest she suspect, as he does. 

Her children not her husband’s! 

Leon. A gross hag! 

And, lozel,* thou art worthy to be bang’d, *VM»b. 
That wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant. Hang all the husbands 

That cannot do that feat, you’ll leave yourself 
Ha^ly one subject. 

Lam. Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 
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Leon. I’ll ha* thee burnt. 

Paul. I care not: 

It is an heretic that makes the fire. 

Not she which bums in’t. I’ll not call you tyrant: 

But this most cruel usage of your queen. 

Not able to produce more accusation 

Than your own weak-hinged fancy, something savours 

Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you. 

Yea, scandalous to the world. 

Leon. On your allegiance. 

Out of the chamber with her 1 Were I a tyrant, 

W*here were her life? she durst not call me so, 

If she did know me one. Away with her! 

Paul. I pray you, do not push me; I'll be gone. 
Look to your &be, my lord ; *tis yours : Jove send her 
A better guiding spirit 1 What needs these hands ? 

You, that ore thus so tender o’er his follies. 

Will never do him good, not one of you. 

So, so: farewell; we are gone. [Exit. 

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this. 

My child ? away with’t ! Even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o’er it, take it hence 
And see it instantly consumed with fire; 

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up straight: 
Within this hour bring me word ’tis done, 

And by good testimony, or I’ll seize thy life, 

With what thou else call’st thine. If thou refuse 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so ; 

The bastard brains with these my proper hands 
Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire ; 

For thou set’st on thy wife. 

Ant. I did not, sir: 

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please, 

Can dear me in't 

Lords. We can : my royal liege. 

He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leon. You’re liars all. 

First Lord. Beseech your highness, give us better credit. 
We have always truly served you, and beseech you 
So to esteem of us, and on our knees we bc^. 

As recompense of our dear services 

Past and to come, that you do change this purpose. 

Which being so horrible, so bloody, must 

Lead on to some foul issue: we all kneel. 

Leon. I am a feather for each wind that blows: 
Shall 1 live on to see this bastard kneel 
And call me father? better bum it now 
Than curse it then. But be it; let it live. 

It shall not neither. You, sir, come you hither ; 

You that have been so tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your midwife there, 

To save this bastai^’s life — ^for 'tis a bastard. 

So sure as this beard’s grey — ^what will you adventure 
To save this brat’s life? 


Ant. Any thing, my lord. 

That my abilitjr may undergo 

And nobleness impose : at least thus much : 

I’ll pawn the little blood which I have left 
To save the innocent: any thing possible. 

Leon. It shall be possible. Swear by this sword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my lord. 

Leon. Mark and perform it, see’st thou : for the 
fail 

Of any point in’t shall not only be 

Death to thyself but to thy lewd-tongued wife, 

Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 

As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female bastard hence, and that thou bear it 
To some remote and deseii. place quite out 
Of our dominions, and that there thou leave it. 

Without more mercy, to it own protection 
And favour of the climate. As % strange fortune 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee. 

On thy soul’s peril and thy body’s torture, 

That thou commend* it strangely to some place 
Where chance may nurse or end it. Take it up. 

Ant. I swear to do this, though a present death 
Had been more merciful. Como on, poor babe: 

Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens 
To be thv nurses! Wolves and bears, they say, 

Casting their savageness aside, have done 
like offices of pity. Sir, be prosperous 
In more than this deed docs require! And blessing 
Against this cruelty fight ou thy side, 

Poor thing, condemn’d to loss! [JSjnt ivUh the child. 

Leon. No, I’ll not rear 

Another’s issue. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Please your highness, posts 

From those you sent to the oracle are come 
An hour since: Cleoinenes and Dion, 

Being well arrived from Delphos, are both landed. 
Hasting to the court. 

First Lord. So please you, sir, their speed 

Hath been beyond account. 

Le(yn. Twenty-three days 

They have been absent: ’tis good speed; foretells 
The great Apollo suddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords; 

Summon a session, that we may airaign 
Our most disloyal lady, for, as she hath 
Been publicly accused, so shall she have 
A just and open trial. While she lives 
My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me, 

And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt. 




ACT III. 

Scene I. — A seaport in Sicilia. 


Enter Cleomenes and DiON. 

Cleo, The climate's delicate, the air. most sweet, 
Fertile the isle, the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

Dion, I shall report, 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits, 

Methiriks I so should term them, and the reverence 
Of the grave wcareiu O, the sacrifice I 
How ccremoinous, solemn, and unearthly 
It was i' the offering! 

Cleo, But of all, the burst 

And the ear-deafening voice o’ the oracle. 

Km to Jove’s thunder, so surprised my sense, 

That I was nothing. 

Dion, If the event o’ the journey 

Prove as successful to the queen — 0 be’t so! — 

As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy, 

Tiie time is worth the use on’t. 

Cleo. Great Apollo 

Turn all to the beat! These proclamations, 

So forcing faults upon Hermione, 

1 little like. 

Dion, The violent carriage of it 
Will clear or end the business : when the oracle. 

Thus by Apollo’s great divine seal’d up, 

Shall the contents discover, something rare 
.Even then will rush to knowledge. Go; firesh horses! 
And gracious bo the issue! [Exeunt, 

Scene II . — A court of Justice, 

Enter Leontes, Lords, and Officers. 

Leon, This sessions, to our great grief we pronounce. 
Even pushes ’gainst our heart: the party tried 
The daughter of a king, our wife, and one 
Of us too much beloved. Let us be clear’d 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice, which shall have due course. 

Even to the guilt or the purgation. 

Produce the prisoner. 

Off. It is his highness’ pleasure that the queen 
Appear in person here in court Silence I 


Enter Hermione guarded; Paulina and Ladies 
attending. 

Leon, Head the indictment. 

Off, [Rcads,'\ Ilennioiie, queen to the worthy lAJontes, 
king of Sicilia, thou art here accused and arraigned ot 
high treason, in committing adultery with Polixenes, king 
of Bohemia, and conspiring with (>amillo to take awa} 
the life of our sovereign lord the king, thy royal husbancf 
the pretence* whereof being by circumstances partly 
laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the faith and alle- 
giance of a true subject, didst counsel and aid them, l(»i 
their better safety, to fly away by night. 

Her, Since what I am to say must be hut tliat 
Which contradicts my accusation, and 
The testimony on my part no other 
But what cornea from myself, it shall scaicc boot me 
To say, ‘ Not guilty : ' mine integrity 
Being counted falsehood, shall, as 1 expre.ss it, 

Be so received. But thus: if powers divine 
Behold our human actioii.s, a.s they do, 

I doubt not then but innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. You, my lord, best know, 

Who least will seem to do so. niy past life 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true, 

As I am now unhappy; which is more 
Than history can pattern, .though devised 
And play’d to take spectators. For behold me 
A fellow of the royal bed, wliich owe 
A moiety of the tliiune, a gi-eat king’s daughtei, 

The mother to a hopeful prince, here standing 
To prate and talk for life and honour ’fore 
Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief, which 1 would spare : for honour, 

’Tis a derivative from roe to mine. 

And only that I stand for. I appeal 
To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 

How merited to be so; since he came. 

With what encounter so uncurrent 1 

Have strain’d to appear thus : if one jot beyond 



340 


THE WINTER’S TALE. 


[Act m. 


The bound of honour, or in act or urill 
That way inclining, harden’d be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near’st of kin 
Cry he upon my gravel 
Lean. I ne’er heard yet 

That any of these bolder vices wanted 
1 a»s impudence to gainsay what they did. 

Than to perform it first. 

Ser. That’s true enough ; 

Though 'tis a saying, sir, not due to me. 

Leon. You will not own it 
Ser. More than mistress of 

Which comes to mo in name of fault. 1 must not 


At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 

With whom 1 am accused, I do confess 
I loved him as in honour ho required. 

With such a kind of love as might b^ome 
A lady like me, with a love even such. 

So and no other, as yourself commanded: 

Which not to have done I think had been in me 
Both disobedience and ingratitude 
To you and toward your friend, whose love had spoke. 
Even since it could speak, from an infant freely 
That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, 

I know not how it tastes though it be dish’d 
For me to try how : all I know of it 





Is that Camillo was an honest man; 

And why he left your court the gods themselves. 
Wotting no more than I; are ignorant 
Lean. You knew of his departure, as yon know 
What you have underta’en to do in’s absence. 

Her. Sir, 

You speak a l a ngu age that I imdeistand not: 

My life stands in the levd*^ of your dreams, 

Which I’ll lay down. 

■£eon. Your actions are my dreams; 

You had a bastard by Polixenes, 

And I but dream’d it As you were past all shame'— 
Those of your &ct* are so — so past all truUi: 


I CriiM. 


Which to deny concerns more than avails; for as 
Thy brat hath been cast out like to itself. 

No father owning it — ^which is, indeed. 

More criminal in thee than it — so thou 
Shalt feel our justice, in whose easiest passage ' 
Look for no leu than death. 

Sir, spare your threats: 

The bug which tou would fright me with 1 sedh. 
To me can life be no commomty: 

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 

I do give lost; for I do feel it gone. 

But know not how it went My second joy 
And first*frnit8* of my body, from his presence 
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I am bail'd, like one infectious. My third comfort, 
Starfd most imluckily, is from my teast, 

The innocent milk in it most innocent mouth, 
Haled out to murder: myself on every post 
Proclaimed a strumpet: with immodest hatred 
The child-bed privilege denied, wWh ’longs 
To women of w fashion; lastly, hurried 
Here to this place, i' the open air, before 
I have got strength of limit Now, my liege. 

Tell me what blessings I have here auve. 

That I should fear to die? -Therefore proceed. 

But yet hear this; mistake me not; no life, 

1 prize It not a straw; but for mine honour, 


Which 1 would free, if I shall be condemn’d 
Upon surmises, all proofs sleeping else 
But what your jealousies awake, I tell you 
’Tis rigour and not law. Your honours all, 

1 do refer mo to the oracle : 

Apollo be my judge I 
First Lord. This your request 

Is altogether just: therefore bring forth. 

And in Apollo’s name, his oracle 

[Exeawt certain officers 

Her. The Emperor of Russia was my father: 

O that he were abve, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial * that he did but see 



The flatness of my misery, yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge 1 

lU-enUr Officers, wUh Cleouenes and Diok. 

Off. You here shall swear upon this sword of 
justioe. 

That you, Cleomenes and Dipn, have 

Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 

This seal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver’d 

Of great Apollo’s priest, and that since then 

You have not dared to break the holy seal, 

Nor read the secrets in’t 


Cleo. Dton. All this we swear. 

Leon. Break up the seals and read. 

Off. [i&acfa.] Hermione is chaste ; Polbcenes blame- 
less; Camillo a true subject; Leontes a j^ous tyrant; 
his innocent babe truly begotten ; and the king shall live 
without Ml heir, if that which is lost be not found 
Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo! 

Her. Praised! 

Leon. Hast thou read truth '« 

Off. Ay, my lord; even so 
As it is here set down. 

Leon. There is no truth at all i’ the oracle: 

The sessions shall proceed: this is mere falsehood. 
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EwUr Servant 

Serv. My lord the king, the king! 

Lean. What is the business? 

Serv. 0 sir, I shall be hated to report it! 

The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen’s speed,* is gone. **'“•• 

Leon. Ho^Y ! gone I 

Serv. Is dead. 

Leon. Apollo’s angry; and the heavens themselves 
Do strike at my uyustice. \Hermtone ncoons.'l How 
now there! 

Paul. This news is mortal to the queen : look down 
And see what death is doing. 

Leon. Take her hence : 

Her heart is but o’ercharged ; she will recover : 

1 have too much believed mine own suspicion: 

Beseech you. tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. 

[Exeunt Paulina and Ladies, with Hemione. 
Apollo, pardon 

My great profaneness ’^nst thine oracle! 

I’ll reconcile me to PoTixenes, 

New woo my queen, recall .the good Camillo, 

Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy; 

For, being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose 
Camillo for the minister to poison 
My Mend Polixenes: which had been done. 

But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My swift command, though I with death and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him. 

Not doing’t and being done: he, moat humane 
And fill’d with honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasp’d my practice, quit his fortunes here. 

Which you knew great, and to the hazard 
Of all incertainties himself commended. 

No richer than his honour, how he glisters 
Thorough my rust! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker! 

Be-enter Pauuna. 

Paul. Woe the while! 

0, cut my lace, lest my heart, cracking it, 

Break too! 

First Lord. What fit is this, good lady? 

Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me? 
What wheels ? racks ? fires ? what flaying ? boiling ? 

In leads or oQs? what old or newer torture 
Must I receive, whose every word deserves 
To taste of thy most worst? Thy tyranuy 
Together worlang with thy jealousies, 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine, O, think what they have done 
And then run mad indeed, stark mad! for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

That thou l^tra/dst Polixenes, ’twas nothing; 

That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant 
And damnable ingrateful: nor was’t much 
Thou wouldst have poison’d good Camillo's honour. 

To have him kill a king; poor trespasses. 

More monstarous standing by : whereof 1 reckon 
Hie casting forth to crows thy baby-daughter 
To be or none or little; though a devil 
Would have shed water- out of fire ere done’t: 

Nor is’t directly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young prince, whose honourable thoughts. 
Thoughts high for one so tender, cleft the heart 
That could coneeire a gross and foolish sire 


Blemish’d his gracious dam : this is not, no. 

Laid to thy answer: but the last — 0 lords. 

When I have said, cry ‘woe!’ — the queen, the queen. 
The sweet’st, dear’st creature’s dead, and vengeance for’t 
Not dropp’d down yet. 

First Lord. The higher powers forbid! 

Paul. I say she’s dead ; I’ll swear’t. If word nor oath 
Prevail not, go and see: if you can bring 
Tincture or lustre in her lip, her eye. 

Heat outwardly or breath within. I’ll serve you 
As I would do the gods. But, O thou tyrant! 

Do not remnt these things, for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir: thei-cfore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting, 

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert 

Leon. Go on, go on: 

Thou canst not speak too much ; I have deserved 
All tongues to talk their bitterest 

First Lord. Say no more: 

Howe’er the business goes, you have made laidt 
I’ the boldness of your speech. 

Paul. I am sorry for’t: 

All faults I make, when I shall come to know them, 

I do repent Alas! I have show’d too mucli 

The rashness of a woman: he is touch’d 

To the noble heart. What's gone and what’s past help 

Should be past grief: do not receive afiliction 

At my petition; I beseech you, rather 

Let me be punish’d, that have minded you 

Of what you should forget Now, good my lioge. 

Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman: 

The love I liore your queen— lo, lool again! — 

I’ll speak of her no more, nor of your children ; 

I’ll not remember you of iny own lord, 

Who is lost too: take your patience to you, .. 

And I’ll say nothing. 

Leon. Thou didst speak but well 

When mast the truth; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen and son : 

One grave shall be for both: upon them shall 

The causes of their death appear, unto 

Our shame perpetual. Once a day I’ll visit 

The chapel where they lie, and tears shed there 

Shall be my recreation: so long as nature 

Will bear up with this exercise, so long 

1 daily vow to use it. Come and lead me 

Unto these sorrows. [Exeunt 

Scene III. — Bohomia. A desert country near the sea. 
Enter AnTIGONCS vrith a Child, and a Mariner. 

Ant. Thou art perfect,* then, our ship hath touch’d 
upon * 

The deserts of Bohemia? 

Mar. Ay, my lord : and fear . 

We have landed in ill time : Ute skies look grimly, 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience. 

The heavens with that we have in hand are an|^. 

And frown upon’a 

Ant. Their sacred wills be donel Go, get aboard: 
Look to thy bark : I’ll not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make; your best baste, and go not 
Too far i’ the land: ’tis like to be loud weather; 
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Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey that keep upon’t 
Ant. _ Go thou away : 

I’ll follow instautly. 

Mar. I am glad at heart 

To be so rid o’ the business. [ Kvi t 

Ant. Come, poor babe : 

I have heard, but not believed, the spirits o’ the dead 
May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother 
Appear’d to me last night, for ne’er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 

Sometimes her head on one side, some another; 

I never saw a vessel of like' sorrow. 

So fill’d and so becoming*: in pure white robes, 

Like very sanctity, she did approach 


My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow’d before me. 
And gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts: the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her : ' Good Aiitigonus, 

Since fate, against thy better disposition. 

Hath made thy person for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath. 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep and leave it crying; and, for the babe 
Is counted lost for ever, Perdita, 

I prithee, call’t. For this ungentle business. 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne’er shalt see 
Thy wife Paulina more.’ And so, with shrieks. 

She melted into air. Affrighted much, 

I did in time collect myself, and thought 



This was so and no slumber. Dreams are toys: 

Yet for this once, yea, superstitiously, 

I will be squared % this. I do believe 
Hermione hath suffer’d death, and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid. 

Either for life or death, upon the earth 
Of its right father. Blossom, speed thee well! 

There Be, and there thy character: there these; 
Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty. 
And still rest thine. The storm begins : poor wretch. 
That for thy mother’s fault art thus exposed 
To loss and what may follow! Weep I cannot. 

But my heart bleeds ; and most accursed am I 
To be by oath eiyoin’d to this. Farewell! 

The day frowns more and more : thou’rt Bke to have 


A lullaby too rough: I never saw 

The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour I 

Well may I get aboard ! This is the chase : 

I am gone for ever. [Exit, pursued hy a hear. 

Enter a Shepherd. 

Shrp. I would there were no age between sixteen and 
three-and-twenty, or that youth would sleep out the rest ; 
for there is nothing in the between but getting wenches 
with child, wronging the ancientry, stealing, fighting — 
Hark you now! Would any but these boiled brains of 
nineteen and two-and-twenty hpnt this weather? They 
have scared away two of ray best sheep, which I fear 
the wolf will sooner find than the master : if any where 
I have them, 'tis by the sea-side, browsing of ivy. Good 
luck, an’t be thy will ! what have we here ? Mercy 
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ou’s, a bame ; a very pretty barne I A boy or a child, 1 
wonder? A pretty one; a veiy pretty one: sure, some 
’scape: though I am not bookish, yet I can read vrait- 
ing-gentlewoman in the ’scape. This has been some stair- 
work, some tmnk-work, some bchind-door-work : they 
were warmer that got this than the poor thing is here. 
I’ll take it up for pity ; yet I’U tarry till my son come ; 
he hallooed but even now. Whoa, ho, hoa' 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Hilloa, loa! 

8h^. What^ art so near? If thou'lt see a thing to 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. 
What ailest thou, man? 

Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea and by land ! 
but 1 am not to say it is a sea, for it is now the sky: 
betwixt the firmament and it you caimot thrust a bodkin’s 
point 

Shep. Why, boy, how is it? 

Clo. I would you did but see how it chafes, how it ra^s, 
how it takes up the shore! but that’s not to the point 
0, the most piteous cry of the poor souls! sometimes 
to see ’em, and not to see ’em; now the ship boring 
the moon with her main-mast, and anon swallowed with 
yest and firoth, as you’ld thrust a cork into a hogshead. 
And then for the land-service, to see how the bear tore 
out his shoulder-bone ; how he cried to me for help, and 
said his name was Antigonus, a nobleman. But to make 
an end of the ship, to see how the sea fiap-dragoned it : 
but, first, how the poor souls roared, and the sea mocked 
them ; and how the f^r gentleman roared and the bear 
mocked him, both roaring louder than the sea or weather. 

5Asp. Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 


[Act m. 

Clo. Now, now: I have not winked since I saw 
these sights : the men are not yet cold imder water, nor 
the bear half dined on the gentleman: he’s at it now. 

Ship. Would I had been by, to have hdped the old 
man! 

Clo. I would you had been by the ship side, to have 
helped her: there your charity would have lacked footing. 

Ship. Heavy matters! heavy matters! but look thee 
here, boy. Now bless thyself : thou mettest with things 
dying, 1 with things new-born. Here’s a sight for thee; 
look thee, a bearing-cloth for a squire’s child! look thee 
here; take up, take up, boy; open’t So, let’s see: it 
was told me I should be nch by the fairies. This is 
some changeling: open't What’s within, boy? 

Clo. You’re a made old man : if the sins of your youth 
are forgiven you, you’re well to liv& Gold! all gmd! 

Ship. This is fairy gold, buy, and ’twill prove so: 
up with’t, keep it close: home, home, the next way. 
We are lucky, boy; and to be so still requires nothing 
but secrecy. Let my sheep go: come, good boy, the 
next way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your findings. I’ll 
go see if the bear be gone from the gentleman, and 
how much he hath eaten: they are never curst* 
but when they are hungry : if there be any of him left, 
I’ll bury it. 

Ship. That’s a good deed. If thou mayest discern 
by that which is left of him w’hat he is, fetch me to 
the sight of him. 

Clo. Many, will I; and you shall help to put him 
i’ the ground. 

Ship. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and we’ll do good deeds 
on’t. [Ejitunt. 





ACT IV. 

Scene 1. 

Bnier Time, the Chorus. 


Time. I, that please some, try all, both joy and teiTor 
Of good and bad, that makes and unfolds error, 

Now take upon me, in the name of l^e. 

To use my wings. Impute it not a crime 
To me or my swift passage, that I slide 
O’er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap ; since it is in my power 
To o’erthrow law, and in one self-bom hour 
To plant and o’erwhelm custom. Let me pass 
The same I am, ere ancient’st order was 
Or wlmt is uow received: I witness to 
The times that brought them in; so shall I do 
To the freshest things now reigning and make stale 
The glistering of this presen^ as my tale 
Now seems to it Your patience this allowing, 

I turn my glass and give my scene such growing 


As you had slept between : Leontes leaving. 

The effects of his fond jealousies so grieving 
That he shuts up himself, imagine me, 

Gentle spectators, that I now may be 
In fair ^hernia; and remember well, 

I mentioned a son o’ the king’s, which Florizel 

I now name to you; and with speed so pace 

To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

Equal with wondering: what of her ensues 

1 list not prophesy; but let Time’s news 

Be known when ’tis brought forth. A shepherd’s daughter. 

And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is the argument of Time. Of this allow. 

If ever you have spent time worse ere now; 

If never, yet that Time himself doth say 

He wishes earnestly you never may. [Exit. 
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Scene II. — Bohemia. The palace of Polixenes. 
Bater Pouxenes and Camillo. 

P(A. I pray theo, good Camillo, be no more impor- 
tunate : 'tis a sickness denying thee any thing ] a death 
to grant this. 

6'am. It is fifteen years since I saw my country: 
though I have for the most part been aired abroad, I 
desire to lay my bones there. Besides, the penitent 
king, my master, hath sent for me; to whose feeling 
sorrows I might be some allay, or I o’erween to think 
so, which is another spur to my departure. 

Pci. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not out the 
rest of thy services by leaving me now: the need 1 
have of thee thine own goodness hath made ; better not 
to have had thee than thus to want thee : thou, having 
made me businesses which none without thee can suffi- 
ciently manage, must either stay to execute them thyself 
or take away with thee the very services thou hast done ; 
which if I have not enough considered, as too much I 
cannot, to be more thankful to thee shall be my study. 


and my profit therein the heaping friendships. Of that 
fatal country, Sicilia, prithee speak no more; whose very 
naming punishes me with the remembrance of that 
penitent, as thou callest him, and reconciled king, my 
brother; whose loss of his most precious queen and 
children are even now to be alresh lamented. Say to 
me, when sawest thou the Prince Florizol, my sou ? 
Kings are no less unhappy, their issue not being gra- 
cious, than they are in losing them when they have 
approved their virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince. 
What his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown: 
but I have missingly noted, he is of late much retired 
from court, and is less frequent to his princely exercises 
than formerly he hath appeared. 

Pol. 1 have considered so much, Camillo, and with 
some care; so far that 1 have eyes under my service 
which look upon his removedness; from whom 1 have 
this intelligence, that he is seldom from the house of a 
most homely shepherd ; a man, they say, that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, 
is grown into an unspeakable estate. 

Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man, who hath a 



daughter of most rare note: the report of her is ex- 
tended more than can be thought to begin from such a 
cottage. 

P<d. That's likewise part of my intelligence; but, I 
fear, the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou shalt 
accompany us to the place ; where we will, not appear- 
ing what we are. have some question with the shepherd; 
from whose simplicity 1 think it not uneasy to get the 
cause of my son's resort thither. Prithee, be my present 
partner in this business, and lay aside the thoughts of 
Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

Pal. My best Camillo! We must disguise ourselves. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene III . — A road near the Shepherd’s coUage. 

Enter Aotoltcus, ainging. 

When daffodils b^n to peer. 

With heigh! the doxy over the dale. 

Why, then comes in the sweet o' the year; 

For the red hlood reigns in tlie winter’s pale, 


The white sheet blenching on the hedge. 

With heigh! the sweet birds, O, how they siugi 
Doth set my pugging* tooth on edge; 4 Tw.T.ni 

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 

The lark, that tirra-lyra chants. 

With heigh ! w^h heigh ! the thrush and the jay. 
Are summer songs for me and my aunts. 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 

I have served Prince Florizel and in my time wore 
three-pile;* W now I am out of service: » »i«» 

But shall I go mourn for that, my dear? 

The pale moon shines by night: 

And when I wander here and there. 

I then do most go right. 

If tinkers may have leave to live. 

And bear the sow-skin budget, 

Then my aceount I well may give, 

And in the stocks avouch it. 
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My traflSc is sheets ; when the kite builds, look to lesser 
liuen. My father named me Autolycus ; who being, as I 
am, littered under Mercury, was likewise a snappei-up of 
uucousidered trifles. With die and drab I purchased this 
caparison, and my revenue is the silly cheat Gallows 
and knock arc too powerful on the highway: beating 
and hanging are terrors to mo. for the life to come I 
sleep out the thought of it A prize' a prize' 

Enter Clown 

Clo. Let me see: every ’leven wether tods,* 
every tod yields pound and odd shilhng, hiteeii hundred 
shorn, what comes the uool to? 


Aut. [Aside] If the springe hold, the cock's mine 
Clo 1 cannot do’t without counters. Let me see; 
what am I to buy for our sheep-shearing feast? Three 
pound of sugar, hve x>ound of currants, rice — what M'lll 
this sister of mine do with nee? But my father hath 
made her mistress of the feast, and she lays it on. She 
hath made me four and twenty nosegays lor the sheaiers, 
three-man-song-men' all, and very good i ‘n ‘Sn* 
ones, but they are most of them means and bases, but 
one puritan amongst them, and he sings psalms to 
horn-pipes 1 must have saffron to colour the warden 
pies,* mace; dates? — none, that’s out of my • * ®« i«"- 
note . nutmegs, seven , a race oi two ot ginger, but 




















that I may beg; four pound of prunes, and os many 
of raisins o’ the sun. 

Aut. 0 that ever 1 was born I 

• [Grovellinff on the ground 

Clo. 1’ the name of me — 

Aut. O, help me, help me ! pluck but off these rags ; 
and then, death, death! 

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of more rags 
to lay on thee, rather than have these off. 

A%d. O sir, the loathsomeness of them offends me 
more than the stripes I have received, which are mighty 
ones and millions. 

Clo. Alas , poor man I a million of beating may come 
to a great matter. 






Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten, my money and 
apparel ta’en from me, and these detestable things put 
upon me 

Clo What, by a horseman, or a footman? 

Aut. A footman, sweet sir, a footman 

Clo. Indeed, he should be a footman by the garments 
he has left with thee : if this be a horseman’s coat, it 
hath seen very hot service. Lend me thy hand. I’ll help 
thee: come, lend me thy hand. 

Ard. O, good sir, tenderly, OI 

Clo. Alas, poor soul! 

Aut. O, good sir, softly, good sir! I fear, sir, my 
shoulder-blade is out. 

Clo. How now I canst stand ? 
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Avt. [Pieking his pocket.'] Softly, dear sir ; good sir, 
softly. You ha’ done me a charitable office. 

Clo. Dost lack any money? I have a little money 
for thee. 

Aut. No, good sweet sir; no, I beseech you, sir: I 
have a kinsman not past three quarters of a mile hence, 
unto whom 1 was goi^; 1 shall there have money, or 
any thing I want: omr me no money, I pray you; 
that kills my heart. 

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that robbed you? 

Aut. A fellow, sir, that 1 have known to go about 
with tToll*my>dames : I knew him once a servant of the 
prince: 1 cannot tell, good sir, for which of his virtues 
it was, but he was certainly whipped out of the coiut. 

Clo. His vices, you would say; there's no virtue 
whipped out of the court: they cherish it to make it 
stay there ; and yet it will no more but abide.* • 

Aut. Vices, I would say, sir. 1 know this man well: 
be hath been since an ape-bearer ; then a process-server. 


a bailiff; then he compassed a motion of the Prodigal 
Son, and married a tinker’s wife within a mile where 
my land and living lies; and, having flown over many 
knavish professions, he settled only in rogue: somA call 
him Autolycus. 

Clo. Out upon him ! prig, for my life, prig : he haunts 
wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

Aut. Very true, sir ; he, sir, he ; that's the rqgue that 
put me into this apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia; if 
you hod but looked big and spit at him, he’ld have run. 

Avt. I must confess to you, sir, 1 am no fighter: I 
am false of heart that way; and that he knew, I war- 
rant him. 

Clo. How do you now? 

Aut. Sweet sir, much better than I was ; I can stand 
and walk: I will even take my leave of you, and pace 
softly towards my kinsman’s. 

Clo. Shall I bring thco on the way? 



Aut. No, good-faced sir; no, sweet sir. 

• Clo. Then fare thee well: I must go buy spices for 
OUT sheep-shearing. 

AtU. Prosper you, sweet sir! [ExU Clown!] Tour 
purse is not hot enough to purchase your spice. I'll be 
with you at your sheep-shearing too: if I make not this 
cheat bring out another and the shearers prove sheep, 
let me be unrolled and my name put in the book of 
virtue I 

Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way. 

And merrily hent* the stile-a; ***•• 

A merry heart goes all the day. 

Your sad tires in a mile-a. [Exit. 

Scene IV . — The Shepherd's cottage. 

Enter Floxizel and Fxrdita. 

Flo. Thew your unusual weeds to each part of yon 
Do give a life no shepherdess, but Flora 
Peering in April’s front. This your dieep-diearing 


Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 

And you the queen on’t 

Fer. Sir, my gracious loid. 

To chide at your extremes it not becomes me: 

0, pardon, that I name them! Your high self. 
The gracious mark o’ the land, you have obscured 
With a swain’s wearing, and me, poor lowly maid, 
Most goddess-like praiuc’d- up : but that our feasts 
In every mess have folly add the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To see you so attired, sworn, I think. 

To show myself a glass. 

Flo. I bless the time 

When my good fidcon made her flight across 
Thy father's ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you cause! 

To me the difference foiges dread; your greatness 
Hath not been used to fear. Even now I tremble 
To think your father, by some accident. 

Should pass tUs way as you did: 0, the Fates! 
How would be look, to see his work so noble 
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Vilely bound up? "What would he say? Or how 
Should I, in these my borrow'd flaunts, behold 
The sternness of his presence} 

Flo. ' Apprehend 

Nothin|r but jollity. The gods themselves, 

Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them: Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow’d; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-robed god, 

Grolden Apollo, a poor humble swain. 

As I seem now. Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, 

Nor in a way so chaste, since my desires 
Run not before mine honour, nor my lusts 
Burn hotter than my faith. 

Per. O, but, sir, 

Your resolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Opposed, as it must be, by the power of the king: 

One of these two must be necessities, 

Which then will speak, that you must change this 
purpose. 

Or I my life. 

Flo. Thou dearest Perdi^ 

With these forced thoughts, I prithee, darken not 
The mirth o’ the feast. Or I’ll be thine, my fair, 

Or not my father’s. For 1 cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
1 be not thine. To this I am most constant, 

’Though destiny say, Na Be merry, gentle; 

Strangle such thoughts as these with any thing 
’That you behold- the while. Your guests are coming: 
Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial which 
We two have sworn shall come. 

Per. 0 lady Fortune, 

Stand you auspicious! 

Flo. See, your guests approach: 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly. 

And let's bo red with mirth. ' 

Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopsa, Dorcas, and, others, with 
PoLiXENES and Camillo disguised. 

Shrp. Fie, daughter! when my old wife lived, upon 
This day she was both pantler, butler, cook, 

Both dame and servant; welcomed all, served all; 
Would sing her song and dance her turn; now here. 

At upper end o’ the table, now i’ the middle; 

On his shoulder, and his; her face o’ fire 
With labour and the thing she took to quench it. 

She would to each one sip. You are retired. 

As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting: pray you, bid 
’These unknown friends to a welcome; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 

Come, quench your blushes and present yourself 
That which you are, mistress o’ the feast: come on, 
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing. 

As your good flock ^shall prosper. 

Per. ' [To Pef.] Sir, welcome: 

It is my father’s will I should take on me 
The hostess-ship o’ the day. [To Cam.] You’re welcome, 
sir. 

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend sirs. 

For you there’s rosemary and rue; these keep 
Seeming and savour all the winter long: 

Grace and remembrance be to you bow. 

And welcome to our shearing I 
Pot Shepherdess — 


A fair one are you~well you lit our ages 
With floweis of winter. 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient. 

Not yet on summer’s death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, the fairest flowers o’ the season 
Are our carnations and streak’d gillyvors,* maifatmt. 
Which some call nature’s bastards: of that kind 
Our rustic garden’s barren; and 1 care not 
'To get slips of them. 

Pol, Wherefore, gentle maiden. 

Do you neglect them? 

Per. For I have heard it said 

There is an art which in their piedness shares 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say there be; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean 

But nature makes that mean : so, over that art 

Which you say adds to nature, is an art 

That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we many 

A gentler scion to the wildest stock. 

And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race: this is on art 
Which does mend nature, change it rather, but 
The art itself is nature. 

Per. So it is. 

Pol. Then make your garden rich in gillyvors, 

And do not call them bastards. 

Per. I’ll not put 

The dibble in earth to set one slip of them; 

No more than, were I painted, I wordd wish 
This youth should say 'twere well, and only therefore 
Desire to breed by me. Here’s flowers for you; 

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 

The marigold, that goes to bed wi’ the sun 
And with him rises weeping: these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and I think they are given 
To men of middle age. You’re very welcome. 

Cam. 1 should leave grazing, were I of your flock. 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alas! 

You’ld be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now, my fair'st 
friend, 

I would I had some flowers o’ the spring that might 
Become your time of day; and yours, and yours. 

That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing: 0 Proserpina, 

For the flowers now, that frighted thou let’st fall 
From Dis’s waggon! daffodils. 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; violets dim. 

But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes 
Or Cytherea’s breath; pale primroses. 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength — ^a malady 
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips and 
The crown imperial; lilies of all kinds. 

The flower-de-luce being one! 0, these I lack. 

To make you garlands of, and my sweet friend. 

To strew him o’er and o’er! 

Plo, What, like a corse? 

Per. No, like a bank for love to lie and play on; 
Not like a corse; or if, not to be buried. 

But quick and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers: 
Methin ks I play as I have seen them do 
In Whitsun pastorals: sure, this robe of mine 
Does change my disposition. 

Plo. What you do 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet. 
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rid have you do it ever: when you sing, 
rid have you buy and sell so, so give alms, 

Pray so; and, for the ordering your affairs. 

To sing them too: when you do dance, I wish you 
A wave o' the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move still, still so. 

And own no other function: each your doing. 

So singular in each particular. 

Crowns what you are doing in the present deed. 
That all your acts are queens. 

Per. 0 Doricles, 

Your praises are too large: but that your youth. 


[Act IV. 

And the true blood which peepeth fairly through’t. 

Do plainly give you out an unstain’d shepherd. 

With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles, 

You woo’d me the false way. 

Flo. I think you have 

As little skill* to fear as I have purpose nu.*® 

To put you to’t But come; our dance, I pray: 

Your hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair, 

That never mean to part 

Per. I’ll swear for ’em. 

Pol. This is the prettiest low-born lass that ever 
Hail on the grcen-swaid : nothing she does or seems 
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But smacks of something greater than herself. 

Too noble for this place. 

Com. He tells her something 

That makes her blood look out: good sooth, she is 
The queen of curds and cream. 

do. Come on, strike up!^ 

Dvr. Mopsa must be your misttess.: marry, garlic. 

To mend her kissing wiUil 
Map. Now, in good time! 

do. Not a word, a word ; we stand upon our manners. 
Come, strike up! 

[MusU. Here a dance of ShmiurdM and Shef^deatte. 
Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what fiair swain u this 
Which dances with your daughter? 


Shep. Tliey call him Doricles ; and boasts himself 
To have a worthy feeding: but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it; 

He looks like sooth. He says he loves my daughter 
I think so too; for never gazed the moon 
Upon the water as he’ll stwd and read 
As ’twere my daughter’s eyes: and, to be plain, 

I think there is not half a kiss to choose 
Who loves another best. 

Pol. She dances featly 

Shep. So she does any thing; though I report it. 
That should be silent: if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dreams o£ 





The Winiers Tale Aet IT Sc lU 


Act IV.] 


THE WINTEE'S TALE. 


351 


Enter Servant 

Serv. O master, if you did but hear the pedlar at 
the door, you -would ndVer dance again after a tabor 
and pipe ; no, the bagpipe could not move you : he 
sings several tunes faster than you’ll tell money; he 
utters them as he had eaten ballads and all men’s ’ears 
grew to his tunes. 

Clo. He could never come better; he shall come in. 
I love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter 
merrily set down, or a very pleasant thing indeed and 
sung lamentably. 


Sery. He hath songs for man or woman, of all sizes; 
no milliner can so fit his customers with gloves: he has 
the prettiest love songs for maids; so without bawdry, 
which is strange; with such delicate burthens of dildos 
and fadings, ‘jump her and thump her;’ and where some 
stietch-mouthed rascal would, as it were, mean mischief, and 
break a loul gap* into the matter, he makes the * 
maid to answer, ‘Whoop, do me no haim, good man,’ puts 
him off, slights liini, with ‘Whoop, do me no harm, good man.’ 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkcst of an admirable conceited 
fellow. Has he any unbraided* wares * * imvotua 



Serv. He hath ribbons of all the colours i’ tlie rain- 
bow; points more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can 
learnedly handle, though they come to him by the gross: 
inkles,* caddisses,* cambrics, lawns: why, he 
sings ’em over os they were gods or goddesses; you 
would think a smock were a she-angel, he so chants to 
the sleeve-hand and the work about the square on’t. 

Clo. Prithee, bring him in; and let him approach 
singing. 

Ptr. Forewarn him that he use no scurrilous words 
in's tunes. [Exit StrvaiU. 

Clo. You have of these pedlary that have more in 
them than you’ld think, sister. 

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 


Enter AUTOLTCOS, singing. 

Lawn as white as driven snow , 

Cyprus black as e’er was crow*; 

Gloves as sweet as damask roses. 

Masks for faces and for noses; 

Bugle bracelet, necklace amber. 

Perfume for a lady’s chamber, 

Golden quoifs and stomachers, 

For my lads to give their dears : 

Pins and poking-sticks of steel. 

What maids lack from head to heel : 

Come buy of me, come; come buy, come buy. 
Buy, lads, or else your lasses cry: Come buy. 
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Clo. If I were -not in love with Mopsa, thou shouldst 
take no money of me; but being enthralled as I am, it 
will also be the bondage of cerwn ribbons and gloves. 

Mop. I was promised them against the feast ; but they 
come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promised you more than that, oi there 
be liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promised you : may 
be. he has paid you more, which will shame you to give 
him again. 

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids? will they 
wear their plackets where they should bear their faces ? 
Is there not milking-time, when you are going to bed, 
or kiln-hole; to whistle off these secrets, but you must 
be tittle-tattling before all our guests? ’tis well they are 
whispering: clamour your tongues, and not a word more. 

Mop. I have done. Come, you promised me a tawdiy- 
lace and a pair of sweet gloves. 

Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozened by the 
way, and lost all my money ? 

Aut. And indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad; 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose nothing here. 

Aut. I hope so, sir; for I have about me many par- 
cels of charge. 

Clo. What hast here ? ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now, buy some: I love a ballad in print 
o’ life, for then we are sure thqr are trua 

Aut. Here’s one to a very doleful tune, how a usurer’s 
wife was brought to bed of twenty money-bags at a 
burthen, and how she longed to eat adders’ he^ and 
toads carbonadoed. 

Mop. Is it true, think yon ? 

Aut. Veiy true, and but a month old. 

Dor. Bless me fiom manying a usurer! 

Aut. Here’s the midwife’s name to’t, cne Mistress 
Tale-porter, and five or six honest wives that were pre- 
sent Why should I carry lies abroad ? 

Mop. Pray you now, buy it 

Clo. Come on, lay it fy: and let's first see moe 
ballads; we’ll buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here’s another ballad, Qf a fish, that appeared 
upon the coast on Wednesday the four-score of Amil, 
forty thousand fathom above water, and sung tl^ ballad 
against the hard hearts of maids: it was thought she 
was a woman, and was turned into a cold fish for she 
would not exchange flesh with one that loved her: the 
ballad is very pitiful and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you ? 

Aut. Five justices* hands at it, and witnesses more 
than my pack will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by too : another. 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty on& 

Mop. Let’s have some merry ones. 

Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one, and goes to the 
tune of ' Two maids wooing a man :’ there’s scarce a maid 
westward but she sings it; *tis in request, 1 can tell you. 

M<^. We can boUi sing it: if thoult bear a part, 
thou shalt hear; ’tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on’t a month am. 

Avi. I can bear my part; you must ^ow ’tis my 
occupation; have at it with you. 

Bong. 

A. Get you hence, for 1 must go 
Where it fits not you to know. 

D. Whither? 

M. 0, whither? 

D. Whither ? 


M. It becomes thy oath full well. 

Thou to me thy secrets telL 
D. Me too, let me go thither. 

M. Or thou goest to the gronge or mill. 

D. If to either, thou dost ill. 

A. Neither. 

D. Wliat, neither? 

A. Neither. 

D. Thou hast sworn my love to be. 

M. Thou hast sworn it more to me: 

Then whither goest? say, whither? 

Clo. Well have this song out anon by ourselves: my 
father and the gentlemen are in sad^ talk, and 
we’ll not trouble them. Come, bring away thy pack 
after me. Wenches, I’ll buy for you both. Pedlar, let’s 
have the first choice. Follow me, mrls. 

[Exit with Dorcas and Mopsa. 
Aut. And you shall pay well for ’em. [Follows singing. 

Will you buy any tape. 

Or lace for your cape. 

My dainty duck, my dcar-a? 

Any silk, any thread. 

Any toys for your head. 

Of the new’st and finest, finest wear-a ? 

Come to the pedlar; 

Money’s a medler. 

That doth utter all men’s ware-a. [Exit. 
Eo-vnitr Servant 

Sen. Master, there is three carters, three shepherds, 
three neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have made them- 
sdves idl men of hair, they call themselves Saltiers,* 
and they have a dance which the wenches say is a gal- 
limaufry of gambols, because they are not in’t; but they 
themselves are o’ the mind, if it be not too rough for 
some that know little but bowling, it will please plentifully., 
Away ! well none on’t : here has been too much 
homefy foolery already. .1 know, sir, we weary you. 

Fed. You weary those that refresh us: pray, let’s see 
these four threes of herdsmen. 

Sen. One three of them, by their own report, sir, 
hath danced before the king; and not the worst of the 
three but jumps twelve foot and a half by the squier.* **•'*• 
Shop. Leave your prating: since these good men are 
pleased, let them come in; but quickly now. 

(Smt. Why, they stay at door, sir. [Exit. 

Hers a danoe of twdes Satyrs. 

FoU O, father, you’ll know more of that hereafter. 

S To Cam.] Is it not too far gone? Tis time to part them, 
le’s simple and tel]^ much. [To F/or.] How now, fair 
shepherd I 

Your heart is full of something that does take 
Your mind from feasting. . Sooth, when I was young 
And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks: 1 would have mns^k’d 
The pedlar’s i^ken treasury, and have pour’d it 
To her acceptance; you have let him go. 

And nothing martM with him. If your loss 
Interpretation should abuse and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited 
For a reply, at least if you make a care 
Of happy tmlding her. 

Flo. Old sir, I know 

She prizes not. such trifles as these are: 

The gifts she Iboks from me are j^k’d and lock'd 
Up in my heart; which I have given already, 
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Bat not deliver’d. O, hear luo breathe my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometime loved I I take thy hand, this hand. 

As soft as dove’s down and os white as it, 

Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the iann’d snow tliat’s bolted* 
By the northern blasts twice o’er. luitaa 

Pol. What follows this? 

How prettUy the young swain seems to wasli 
The hand was fair before I I have put you out: 

But to your protestation; let me hear 
AVhat you profess. 

Flo. Do, and be witness to’t 

Pol. And this my neighbour too? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Than he, and men. the earth, the heavens, and all : 
That, were I crown’d the most imperial monarch, 
’Ihereof most worthy, were I the fairest youth. 

That ever made eye swerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man’s, I would not prize them 
Without her love; for her employ them all; 

Commend them and condemn them to her service 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offer’d. 

Cam. This shows a sound affection. 

Shq». But, my daughter. 

Say you the like to him? 

iV. I cannot speak 

So well, nothing so well; no, nor mean better: 

By the pattern of mine own thoughts 1 cut out 
The puiity of his. 

Shqp. . Take hands, a bargain! 

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness to’t: 

I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that must be 

r the virtue of your daughter: one being dead, 

I shall have more than you can dream of yet ; 

Enough then for your wonder. But, come on. 

Contract us ’fore these witnesses. 

Sh^. Come, your hand ; 

And, daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you; 

Have you a father? 

Flo. I have : but what of him ? 

Pol. Knows he of tliis? 

Flo. He neither does nor shall. 

Pol. Methinks a father 
Is at the nuptial of his son a guest 
'fhat best becomes the table. Pray you once more. 

Is not your father grown incapable 

Of reasonable affairs? is he not stupid 

With age and altering rheums? can he speak? hear? 

Know man from man? dispute his own estate?* 

Lies he not bed-rid ? and amin does nothing * "* “* 

But what he did being cMldish? 

Flo. No, good sir; 

He has his health and ampler stren^h, indeed. 

Than most have of his age. ' 

Pal. By my white beard. 

You offer him, if this be so, a Mrrong 
Something unfilial: reason, my son. 

Should choose himself a wife, but as good reason 
The father, all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity, should hold some counsel 
In. anoh a business. 

Flo. I yidd all this; 

But for some other reasons, my grave sir. 

Which 'tis not fit vou know, I not acquaint 
My &ther of th^ business. 


Pol. Let him know’t. 

Flo. He shall not. 

Pol. Prithee, let him. 

Flo. No, he must not 

Shop. Let him, my son: he shall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

FU). Come, come, he must not 

Mark our contract 

Pol. Mark your divorce, young sir, 

[Dtaamtring himtfl/. 

Whom son I dare not call; thou art too base 
To be acknowledged: thou a sceptre’s heir. 

That thus affect’st a sheep-hook! Thou old traitor, 

I am sorry that by hanging thee I can 
But shorten thy life one week. And thou, fiesh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force must know 
The royal fool thou copest with — 

SJup. O, my heart! 

Pol. I’U have thy beauty scratch’d with briers, and 
made 

More homely than thy state. For thee, fond boy, 

If I may ever know thou dost but sigh 

That thou no more shalt see this knack, as never 

I mean thou shalt, we’ll bar thee from succession; 

Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin. 

Far than Deucalion oil': mai'k thou my words: 

Follow us to the court. Thou churl, lor this time. 
Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it. And you, enchantment — 
Worthy enough a herdsman ; yea, him too. 

That makes himself, but for our honour therein. 
Unworthy thee — if ever henceforth thou 
These rural latches to his entrance open. 

Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 

I will devise a death as cioiel for thee 

As thou art tender to’t [Exit. 

Per. Even here undone ! 

I was not much afeard; for once or twice 
I was about to speak and tell him plainly. 

The selfsame sun that shines upon ms court 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike. Will’t please you, sir, be gone? 

I told you what would come of this: beseech you. 

Of your own state take care : this dream of mine — 
Being now awake. I’ll queen it no inch &rther. 

But milk my ewes and weep. 

Cam. Why, how now, father! 

Speak ere thou diest 

Ship. I cannot speak, nor think. 

Nor dare to know that which 1 know. 0, sir! 

You have undone a man of fourscore three. 

That thought to fill his grave in quiet, yea, 

To die upon the bed my father died. 

To lie dose by his honest bones : but now 
Some hangpnan must put on my shroud, and lay me 
Where no priest shovels in dust. 0 cursed wretch. 

That knew’st this was the prince, and wouldst adventure 
To mingle faith with him! Undone! undone! 

If I might die within this hour, I have lived 

To die when I desire. [Exit. 

Flo. Why look you so upon me? 

I am but sorry, not afeard; delay’d. 

But nothing alter’d : what I was, I am ; 

More straining on for plucking back, not following 
My leash unwillingly. 

Cam. Gracious my lord. 

You know your fhther's temper: at this time 
He will allow no speech, which I do guess 
You do not purpose to him; and as hardly 

45 
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Will he endure jour sight as yet, I fear: 

Then, till the fury of lus highness settle. 

Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpose it. 

I think, Camillo? 

Cam. Even he, my lord. 

Per. How often have 1 told you ’twould be thus! 
How often said, my dignity would last 
But till 'twere known 1 

Flo. It cannot fail but by 

The violation of my faith; and then 
Lot nature crush the sides o’ the earth together 
And mar the seeds within! lift up thy looks: 

From ray succession wipe me, father; 1 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam. Be advised. 

Flo. I am, and by my fancy:’ if my reason 
AVill thereto be obechent, I have reason ; 

If not, ray senses, better pleased with madness. 

Ho bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is desperate, sir. 

Flo. So call it: but it does fulfil my vow; 

I needs must think it honesty. Camillo, 

Kot for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d, for all the sun sees, or 
The close earth wombs, or the profound sea hides 
In unknown fathoms, will 1 break my oath 
To this iny fair beloved: therefore, I pray you. 

As you have ever been my father’s honour’d friend, 

Wlicn he shall miss me — as, in faith, I mean not 

To see him any more— cast your good counsels 

Upon his passion: let myself and fortune 

Tug for the time to come. This you may know 

And so deliver, 1 am put to sea 

With her whom here I cannot hold on shore; 

And most opportune to our need, I have 
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepared 
For this design. What course 1 mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. 0, my lord! 

I would your spirit were easier for advice, 

Or stronger for your need. 

Flo. Hark, Perdita. [Drawing Jut asidt. 

I’ll hear you by and by. 

Cam He’s irremoveable, 

Besolved for flight. How were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to serve my turn. 

Save him from danger, do him love and honour. 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia 
And that- unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see. 

Flo. Now, good Camillo; 

I am so fraught with curious business that 
I leave out ceremony. 

Cam Sir, I think 

You have heard of my poor services, i’ the love 
That I have borne your father? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Have you deserved : it is my father's music 
To sp^ your deeds, not little of bis care 
To have them recompensed as thought on. 

Cam Well, my lord. 

If you may please to think I love the king, 

And through him what is nearest to him, which is 
Your gracious self, embrace but my direction: 

If your more ponderous and settlea project 
May suffer alteration, on mine honour, 

I’ll point you where you shall have such receiving 
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As shall become your highness; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress, from the whom, I see. 

There’s no disjunction to be made, but by — 

As heavens forefend! — your ruin; mairy her. 

And with my best endeavours in your absence. 

Your discontenting father strive to qualify, 

And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 

That I may call thee some 'thing more than man. 

And after that trust to thee. 

Cam. Have you thought on 

A place whereto you’ll go? 

Flo. Not any yet: 

But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam Then list to me: 

This follows, if you will not change your purpose. 

But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia, 

And there present yourself and your fair princess. 

For so I see she must be, 'fore Leontes: 

She shall be habited os it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinka I see 
Leontes opening hi.s free arms and weeping 
His welcomes torth ; asks thee the son forgiveness. 

As ’twere i’ the father’s person; kisses the hands 
Of your fresh princess; o’er and o’er divides him 
’Twixt his unkindness and his kindness; the one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 
Faster than thought or time. 

Flo. Worthy Camillo, 

What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him? 

Cam. Sent by the king your father 

To greet him and to give him comforts. Sir 
The manner of your faring towards him, with ... 
What you as from your father shall deliver. 

Things known betwixt ps three. I’ll write you down: 
The which shall point you forth at every sitting 
What you must say; that he shall not perceive 
But that you have your father’s bosom there, 

And speak his very heart. 

Flo. 1 am bound to you : 

There is some sap in this; 

Cam. A cause more promising 

Than a wild dedication of yourselves 
To unpatb’d waters, undream’d shores, most certain 
To miseries enough; no hope to help you. 

But as you shake off one to take another; 

Nothing so certain as your anchors, who 
l)o their best office^ if they can but stay you 
Where you’ll be loath to be : besides, you know, 
Prosperity’s the very bond of love. 

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 

Per. One of these is true: 

I think affliction may subdue the cheek. 

But not take in the mind. ^ 

Cam Yea, say you so? 

There shall not at your father’s house these seven years 
Be born another such. 

Flo. My good Camillo, 

She is os forward of her breeding as 
She is i’ the rear of our birth. 

Cam I cannot say ’tis pity 

She lacks instructions, for she seems a mistress 
To most that teach. 
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PtT Your pardon, sir; for this 

I’ll blusli you thanks. 

Flo, My prettiest Perdita! 

But 0, the thorns we stfind upon! Cainillo, 

Preserver of my father, now of me, 

The medicine of our house, how shall we do? 

We are not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son, 

Nor shall appear in Sicilia. 

Cam, My loixl, 

Fear none of this : 1 think you know my fortunes 
Do all lie there: it shall be so my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The scene you play were mine. For instance, sir, 

'J’hat you may know you sliall not want, one word. 

\Thty talk aside. 

Re-enter Autolycus. 

Aat, Ha, ha ! what a fool Honesty is 1 and Tnist, liis 
sworn brother, a very simple gentleman! I have sold 
all my trumpery ; not a counterfeit atone, not a ribbon, 
glass, pomander,^ brooch, table-book, ballad, * oi pcifumei. 
knife, tape, glove, shoe-tie, bracelet, hom-ring, to keep 
my pack from fasting : they throng who should buy first, 
as if my trinkets had been hallowed and brought a 
benediction to the buyer: by which means I saw whose 
purse was best in picture ; and what I saw, to my good 
use I remembered. My clown, who wants but something 
to be a reasonable man, grew so in love with the wenches' 
song, that he would not stir his pettitoes till lie had both 
tune and word.s;. which so drew the rest of the herd to 
me that all their other senses stuck in ears: you might 
have pinched a placket, it was senseless ; ’twas nothing 
to gold a codpiece of a purse; I could have filed keys 
ofl‘ that hung in chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my 
sir’s song, and admiring the nothing* of it. So that * **®*'“** 
in this time of lethargy I picked and cut most of their 
festival purses; and had not the old man come in with 
a whoo-lmb against his daughter and the king’s sCn, and 
scared my choughs from the chaff, I had not left a purse 
alive in the wliole army. 

[Camilla, Flmnzcl, and Perdita come fonoard. 

Cam, Nay, but my letters, by this means being there 
So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And those that you’ll procure from King Leontes — 

Cam, Shall satisfy your father. 

Per. Happy be you! 

All that you speak shows fair. 

Cam, Wlio have we here? 

[Seeing Antolycus. 

We’ll make an instrument of this, omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

Aut, If they have overheard me now, why, hanging. 

Cam, How now, good fellow! why shakest thou so? 
Fear not, man; here’s no harm intended to lliee. 

AiU, I am a poor fellow, sir. 

Cam, Why, be so still; here’s nobody will steal that 
frwin thee : yet for the outside of thy poverty we must 
make an exchange; therefore disease thee instantly — 
thou must think there’s a necessity in’t — and change 
garments with this gentleman: though the pennyworth 
on his side be the worst, yet hold thee, there’s some boot. 

Aut, I am a poor fellow, sir. [Aside.] I know ye 
well enough. 

Cam, Nay, prithee, dispatch: the gentleman is half 
flayed already. 

Aut, Are you in earnest, sir ? [Aside.'] I smell the 
trick on’t. 

Flo, Dispatch, I prithea 


Aut, Indeed, I have had earnest ; but I cannot with 
conscience take it. 

Cam, Unbuckle, unbuckle. 

[Florizel ami Autolycus exchange garments. 
Fortunate mistress — let my prophecy 
Come home to ye I — you must retire yourself 
Into some covert: take your sweetheart's hat 
And pluck it o'er your brows, muffle your face, 

J3ismaiitle you, and, as you can, dislikcn 

The truth of your own seeming : that you may — 

For I do fear eyes over — to shipboard 
Get undcscried. 

Per, I see the play so lies 

That I must bear a part. 

Cam. No remedy. 

Have you done there? 

Flo, Should I now meet my father. 

He would not call me son. 

Cam, Nay, you shall ha\e no hat. 

[Gimng it to Perdita. 
Come, lady, come. Farewell, iny friend. 

Aut, Adieu, sir. 

Flo, O Perdita, what have we twain forgot! 

Pray you, a word. 

Cam, [Aside,] What I do next, shall be to tell the king 
Of this escape, and whither they are bound; 

Wherein my hope is I shall so prevail 
To force him alter: in whose company 
I shall review Sicilia, for whose sight 
I have a woman’s longing. 

Flo, Fortune speed us 1 

Thus we set on, Camillo, to the sea-side. 

Cam, The swifter speed the better. 

[Exeunt Florizel, Perdita, and Camillo. 

Aut, I understand the business, 1 hear it : to have 
an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is necessary 
for a cut-purse ; a good nose is requisite also, to smell 
out work for the other senses. 1 see this is the time 
that the unjust man doth thrive. What an exchange 
had tliis been without boot ! What a boot is here with 
this exchange ! Sure the gods do this year connive at 
us, and we may do any thing extempore. The prince 
himself is about a piece of iniquity, stealing away from 
his father with his clog at his heels : if I thought it 
were a piece of honesty to acquaint the king Mithal, I 
would not do't: I hold it the more knaveiy to conceal 
it; and therein am I constant to my profession. 

Re-enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Aside, aside ; here is more matter for a hot brain : every 
lane’s end, every shop, church, session, hanging, yields a 
careful man work. 

Clo, See, see; what a man you are now! 'Hiere is 
no other way but to tell the king she’s a changeling, and 
none of your flesh and blood. 

Slup, Nay, but hear me. 

Clo, Nay, but hear me. 

Shep, Go to, then. 

Clo, She being none of your flesh end blood, your 
flesh and blood has not offended the king; and so your 
flesh and blood is not to be punished by him. Show 
those things you found about her, those secret things, all 
but what she has with her : this being done, let the law 
go whistle: I w'arrant you. 

Shep. I will tell the king all, every word, yea, and 
his son’s pranks too ; who, 1 may say, is no honest man, 
neither to his father nor to me, to go about to make me 
the king’s brother-in-law. 

Clo, Indeed, brother-in-law was the farthest off you 
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could have been to him, and then your blood had been 
the dearer by I know how much an ounce. 

Aut. [Aside.] Very wisely, puppies! 

Skep. Well, let us to the Idng: there is that in this 
fardel* will make him scratch his beard. * 

Aut. [Aside.] I know not wliat impediment this com> 
plaint may be to the flight of iny master. 

Clo. Pray heartily he be at the palace. 

Aut. [Aside.] Though 1 am not naturally honest, I 
am so sometimes by chance : let me pocket up my pedlar’s 
excrement. [TcJces off his false beard.] How now, rustics ! 
whither are you bound ? 

Shep. To the palace, an it like your worship. 


Aut. Your affairs there, what, with whom, the condi- 
tion of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, yunr names, 
your ages, of what having, breeding, and any thing that 
is fittuig to be known, discover. 

Clo. We are but plain fellows, sir. 

Aut. A lie; you are rough and hairy. Let me have 
no lying : it becomes none but tradesmen, and tliey often 
give us soldiers the lie: but we pay them for it with 
stamped coin, not stabbing steel ; therefore they do not 
give us the lie. 

Clo. Your worship had like to have given us one, if 
you had not taken yourself with the manner. 

Shep. Are you a courtier, an't like you, sir? 



Aut. Whether it like me or no^ I am a courtier. 
Seest thou not the air of the court in these enfoldii^? 
hath not my gait in it the measure of the court ? receives 
not thy nose court-odour from me? reflect I not on thy 
baseness court-contempt 7 Thinkest thou, for that I 
insinuate, or toaze fioni thee thy business, I am therefore 
no courtier? 1 am courtier eap-a-pe; and one that will 
either push on or pluck back toy business there : where- 
upon 1 command thee to open thy affair. 

Shep. My business, sir, is to the king. 

Aut. What advocate hast thon to him ? 

Sh^. 1 know not, an’t like you. 

(Ho. Advocate’s the court-word for a pheasant : say you 
have nona 


Shq>. None, sir; 1 have no pheasant, cock nt>r hen. 

Aut. How blessed ore we that are not simple men! 
Yet nature mkht have made me as these are. 

Therefore I wul not disdain. > 

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier. i 

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears tltem not 
handsomely. 

Clo. He seems to be the more noble in being fanlastical : 
a great man. I’ll warrant; 1 know by the pickibg on’s 
teeth. 

Aut. The fardel there ? whaPs i’ the fardel 7 Where- 
fore that box? 

^p. _ Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel and 
box, which none must know but the king; and which 
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he shell know within this hour, if I may come to 
the speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou hast^lost thy labour. 

Shep. Why, sir? 

Aut. The king is not at the palace; he is gone aboard 
a new ship to purge melancholy and air himself: for, 
if thou beest capable of things serious, thou must know 
the king is full of grief. 

Shep. So 'tis said, sir ; about his son, that should have 
married a shepherd's daughter. 

Aut. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let him fly : 
the curses he shall have, the tortures he shall feel, will 
break the back of man, the heart of monster. 

Clo. Think yon so, sir? 

Aut. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can make 
heavy and vengeance bitter ; but those that arc gennane 
to him, though removed fifty times, shall all come under 
tho hangman : which though it be great pity, yet it is 
necessary. An old sheep-whistling rogue, a ram-tender, 
to offer to have his daughter come into grace ! Some say 
he shall be stoned : but that death is too soft for him, 
say I : draw our throne into a shcep-cotc ! all deaths are 
too few, the sharpest too easy. 

Cb. Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you hear, 
an’t like you, sir? 

Aut. He has a son, who shall be flayed alive ; then 
'uointed over with honey, set on tlie head of a wasp’s 
nest; then stand till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead ; then recovered again with aqua-vitae or some other 
hot infusion; then, raw as he is, and in the hottest day 
prognostication proclaims, shall he be set against a brick- 
wall, the sun looking with a southward eye upon him, 
where he is to behold him with flies blown to death. But 
what talk we of these traitorly rascals, whose miseries 
arc to be smiled at, their oflcnces being so capital ? Tell 
ms, for you seem to be honest plain men, what you have 
to the king: being something gently considered. I’ll bring 
you where he is ainiard, tender your persons to his presence, 
whisper him in your behtJfs ; and it it be in man besides 
the ^ng to effect your suits, here is man shall do it. 


Clo. He seems to be of great authority : close witli 
him, give him gold ; and though authority be a stubborn 
bear, yet he is oft led by the nose with gold: show the 
inside of your purse to the outside of his hand, and no 
more ado. Remember ‘ stoned,’ and ‘ flayed alive.’ 

Shep. An’t please you, sir, to undertake the business 
for us, here is that gold I have: I’ll make it as much 
more, and leave tliis young man in pawn till I bring it 
you. 

Aut. After I have done what I promised? 

Sh^. Ay, sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a party in 
this business? 

Clo. In some sort, sir: but though my case be a pitiful 
one, I hope I shall not be flayed out of it. 

Avt. 0, that’s the case of the shepheid’s son: hang 
him, he’ll be made an example. 

Cb. Comfort, good comfort We must to the king 
and show our strange sights: he must know ’tis none 
of your daughter nor my sister; we are gone else. Sir, 
I will give you as much as this old man does when the 
business is performed, and remain, as he says, your pawn 
till it be brought you. 

Aut. I will trust you. Walk before toward the sea- 
side; go on the right hand: I will but look upon the 
hedge and follow you. 

Cb. We are blest in this man, as I may say, even blest. 

Shep. Let’s before, as he bids us : he was provided to 
do us good. [Exenvi Shepherd and Clown. 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honest, I see Fortune 
would not suffer me: she drops booties in my mouth. 
I am courted now with a double occasion, gold and a 
means to do the prince my master good ; w.hich who 
knows how that may turn back to my advancement? 
I will bring these two moles, these blind ones, aboard him : 
if he think it fit to shore them again, and that the com- 
plaint they have to the king concerns him nothing, let him 
call me rogue for being so far officioris ; for I am proof 
against that title and what shame else belongs to’t. ’To 
him will I present them : there may be matter in it. \Exit. 





ACT V. 

Scene I . — A room in Leontes’ palace. 


Enter Leomtes, Cleomenes. Dion. Paulina, and Servants. 

Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have perform'd 
A saint-like sorrow: no fault could you make. 

Which you hare not redeem’d; indeed, paid down 
More penitence than done trespass : at the last. 

Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil; 

With them forgive yourself. 

Leon. Whilst I remember 

Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them, and so still think of 
The wrong I did myself; which was so much. 

That heirless it hath made my kingdom, and 
Destroy’d the sweet’st companion that e’er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True, too true, my lord: 

If, one by one, you wedded all the world. 

Or from the all that are took something good. 

To make a perfect woman, she you kill’d 
Would be unparallel’d. 

Leon. I think so. Kill’d! 

She I kill’d! I did so; but thou strikest me 
Sorely, to say I did; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue as in my thought: now, good now. 
Say so but sddom. 

Cleo. Not at all, good lady; 

You might have spoken a thousand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and graced 
Tour kindness better. 

Pend. You are one of those 

Would have him wed again. 

.Dion. If you would not so. 

You pi^ not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign name; consider little 
What dangers, by ms highness* fail of issue. 

May drop upon his kini^om, and devour 
Incertain lookers on. What were more holy 
Than to ^oioe the former queen is well? 

What holier than, for royalty’s repair, 

For present comfort and for future good. 


To bless the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to’t? 

Paul. There is none worthy. 

Respecting her that’s gone. Besides, the gods 
Will have fulfill’d their secret purposes ; 

For has not the divine Apollo said, 

Is’t not the tenour of his oracle. 

That King Leontes shall not have an heir 
Till his lost child be found ? which that it slmll. 

Is all as monstrous to our human reason 
As my Antigonus to break his grave, 

And come again to me; who, on my life. 

Did perish with the irffant "Tis your counsel 
My lord should to the heavens l)e contrary, 

Oppose against their wills. [To Leontes.'] Care not for 
issue; 

The crown will find an heir ; great Alexander 
Left his to the worthiest; so his successor 
Was like to be the best. 

Leon. Good Paulina, 

Who hast the memory of Hermione, 

I know, in honour, 0, that ever I 

Had squared me to thy counsel ! then, even now, 

I might have look’d upon my queen’s full eyes. 

Have taken treasure from her lips — 

Paid. And left them 

More rich for what they yielded. 

Leon. , Thou speak’st truth. 

No more such wives ; therefore, no wife : one worse. 
And better used, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corpse, and on this stage. 

Where we’re offenders now, appear soul-vex’d, 

And begin, ‘Why to me? 

Paid. Had she such power. 

She had just cause. 

Leon. She had; and would incense me 

To murder her I married. 

Paid. I should so. 

Were I the ghost that walk’d, I’ld bid you mark 

Her eye, and 1^11 me for what dull part in’t 

You chose her; then I’ld shriek, that even your ears 
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Should rift to hear me ; and the words that follow'd 
Should be, 'Bemember mine.’ 

Leon. , Stars, stars. 

And all eyes else dead coals I Fear thou no wife; 

I’ll have no wife, Paulina. 

Paul. Will you swear 

Never to marry but by my free leave? 

Leon. Never, Paulina; so be blest iny spirit’ 

Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witness to his oath. 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unless another. 

As like Hermione as is her picture. 

Affront his eye. 

Cleo. Good madam — 

Paul. I have done. 

Yot if my lord will marry — if you will, sir. 

No remedy, but you will — give me the office 
To choose you a queen: she shall not be so young 
As was your former; but she shall be such 
As, walk’d your first queen’s ghost, it should take joy 
To see her in your arms. 

Leon. My true Paulina, 

We shall not marry till thou bid’st us. 

Patd. That 

Shall be when your first queen’s again in breath; 

Never till then. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. One that gives out himself Prince Florizcl, 

Sou of Polixenes, with his princess, she 
Tlie fairest I Ijfiva yet beheld, desires access 
To your high presence. 

Leon. What with him ? he comes not 

Like to his father’s greatness: his approach, 

.So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us 
’Tis not a visitation framed, but forced 
By need and accident What train? 

Gent. But few. 

And those but mean. 

Leon. His princess, say you, with him ? 

Gent. Ay, the most peerless piece of earth, 1 think. 
That e’er the sun shone bright on. 

Paul. 0 Hermione, 

As every present time doth boast itself 
Above a better gone, so must thy grave 
Give way to what’s seen now! Sir, you yourself 
Have said and UTit so (but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme), ’She had not been. 

Nor was not to be equall’d;’ — thus your verse 
Flow’d with her beauty once: ’tis shrewdly ebb’d. 

To say yon have seen a better. 

Oenl. Pardon, madam: 

The one I have almost forgot — ^your pardon — 

The other, when she has obtain’d your eye, 

Will have your tongue too. This is a creatu. , 

Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 
Of all professors else, make proselytes 
Of- who she but bid follow. 

Paul. How! not women? 

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a woman 
More worth than any man ; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 

Leon. Go, Cleomenes; 

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d ^ friends. 

Bring them to our embracement. Still, tis strange 

[ExtuiU CUomenu and others. 

He thus should steal upon us. 

Had our nnnee. 

Jewel of children, seen this hour, ho had pair’d 


Well with this lord: there was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leon. Prithee, no more; cease; thou kuow'st 
He dies to me again when talk’d of: sure, 

When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that which may 
Unfurnish me of reason. They are come. 

Be-cnter Cleomenes and otlurs, with Florizel and 
Perdita. 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince ; 

For she did print your royal father off. 

Conceiving you: were I but twenty-one, 

Your father’s image is so hit in you, 

His very air, that I should call you brother, 

As 1 did him, and speak of something wildly 
By us perform’d before. Most dearly welcome! 

And your fair princess — goddess! — 0, alas! 

I lost a couple, that ’twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have stood begetting wonder as 
You, ^cioua couple, do: and then I lost — 

All mine own folly — the society, 

Amity too, of your brave father, whom, 

Though bearing misery, I desire my life 
Once more to look on him. 

Flo. By his command 

Have I here touch’d Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all greetings that a king, at friend, 

Can send his brother: and, but infirmity 

Which waits upon worn times hath something seized 

His wish’d ability, be had himself 

The lands and waters ’twixt your throne and his 

Measured to look upon you; whom he loves — 

He bade me say so — more than all the sceptres. 

And those that bear them, living. 

Leon. 0 my brother, 

Good gentleman! the wrongs I have done thee stir 
Afresh within me, and these thy offices, 

So rarely kind, are as interpreters 

Of my behind-hand slackness. Welcome hither. 

As is the spring to the earth. And Iiatli he too 
Exposed this paragon to the fearful usage. 

At least ungentle, of the dreadful Neptune. 

To gi*cet a man not worth her pains, much less 
The adventure of her person ? 

Flo. Good my lord. 

She came from Libya. 

Leon. Where the warlike Smalus, 

That noble honour’d lord, is fear’d and loved? 

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence; from him, whose 
daughter 

His tears proclaim’d his, parting with her: thence, 

A prosperous south-wind friendly, we have cross’d. 

To execute the charge my father gave me 
For visiting your highness : my best train 
1 have from your Sicilian shores dismiss’d; 

Who for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir, 

But my arrival and my wife’s in safety 
Here where we are. 

Leon, The blessed gods 

Puige all infection from our air whilst you 
Do climate here! You have a holy father, 

A graceful gentleman; against whose person. 

So sacred as it is, I have done sin : 

For which the heavens, taking angry note. 

Have left me issueless; and your father’s blest, 

As he from heaven merits it, with you 
Worthy his goodness. What might I have been, 
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Might I a son and daughter now have look’d on, 

Such goodly things os you! 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Most noble sir, 

That which I shall report will bear no credit, 

Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himself by me; 

Desires you to attach his son, who has — 

His dignity and duty both cost off — 

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A shepherd’s daughter. 

Leon. Wliere’s Bohemia? speak. 

Lord. Here in your city; I now came from him: 

I speak amazedly: and it becomes 
My marvel and my messa^. To your court 
Whiles he was hastening, in the chase, it seems. 

Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 
The &ther of this seeming lady and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray’d me; 

Whose honour and whose honesty till now 
Endured all weatliers. 

Lord. Lay’t so to his chatgii: 

He’s with the king your father. 

Leon. Who ? Camillo ? 

Lord. Camillo, sir; I spake with him; who now 
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I 
Wretches so quake: they kneel, they kiss the earth; 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak: 

Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Per. O my poor father! 

The heaven sets spies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leon. You ore married? 

Flo. We are not, sir, nor are we like to be; 

The stars, 1 see, will kiss the valleys first: 

The odds for high and low’s alike. 

Leon. My lord, 

Is this the daughter of a king? 

Flo. She is, 

When once she is my wife. 

Leon. That ‘once,’ I see by your good father’s speed. 
Will come on very slowly. 1 am sorry. 

Most sorry, you have broken from his liking, 

Where yon were tied in duty, and as sorry, 

Your choice is not so rich iu worth as beauty. 

That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up: 

Though Fortune, visible an enemy. 

Should chase us with my father, power no jot 
Hath she to change our loves. Breech yon, sir, 
Itemember since you owed no more to time 
Than I do now: with thought of such affections, 

Step forth mine advocate; at your request 
My father will grant precious things as trifles. 

Leon. Would he do so, I ’Id beg your precious mistress. 
Which he counts but a trifle. 

Paul. Sir, my liege. 

Your eye hath too much youth in't: not a month 
’Fore your queen died, she was more worth such gazes 
Than what you look on now. 

Leon. I thought of her. 

Even in these looks I made. [To jFVor.] But your petition 
Is yet unanswer’d. I will to your father: 

Your honour not o'erthrown by your desires, 

I am friend to them and you: upon which errand 


I now go toward him; therefore follow me, 

Aud mark what way I make: come, good my lord. [Exeunt. 

Scene IL — Before Leontes’ folace. 

Enter Avtolycue and a Gentleman. 

Aut. Beseech you, sir, were you present at tliis-relation ? 

First Gent. I was by at the opening of the fardel, 
heard the old shepherd deliver the manner how he found 
it: whereupon, after a little amazedness, we were all com- 
manded out of the chamber; only this methought 1 heard 
the shepherd say, he found the child. 

Avt. I would most gladly know the issue of it 

First Gent. I make a broken delivery of the business; 
but the changes I perceived in the king and Camillo 
were very notes of admiration : they seemed almost, 
with staring on one another, to tear the cases of their 
eyes; there was speech in their dumbness, language in 
their very gesture; they looked as they had heard of a 
world ransomed, or one destroyed: a notable passion of 
wonder appeared in them; but the wisest beholder, that 
knew no more but seeing, could not say if the impor- 
tance^ were joy or sorrow; but in the extremity »«!«“<»«•• 
of the one, it must needs be. 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a gentleman that haply knows more. The 
news, Bpgero? 

Sec. G^. Nothing but bonfires: the oracle is fulfilled; 
the king’s daughter is found : such a deal of wonder is 
broken out within tills hour, tliat ballad-makers cannot be 
able to express it 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

Here comes the Lady Paulina’s steward: ho can deliver 
you more. How goes it now, sir? this news which is 
called true is so like an old tale, that the verity ot^t 
is in strong suspicion: has the king found his heir? 

Third Gent. Must true, if ever tiuth were pregnant 
by circumstance: that which you hear you’ll swear you 
see, there is such unity in the proofs The mantle of 
Queen Hermione’s ; her jewel about the neck of it ; the 
letters of Aiitigonus found with it, which they know to 
1)6 his character; the majesty of the creature in resem- 
blance of the mother; the affection of nobleness which 
nature shews above her breeding, and many other evi- 
dences — ^proclaim her with all certainty to be the king’s 
daughter. Did you see the meeting of the two kings? 

See. Gent. No. 

Third Gent. Then have you lost a sight, which was 
to be seen, cannot be spoken of. There might you have 
beheld one joy crown another, so and in such manner 
that it seemed somw wept to take leave of them, for 
their joy waded in tears. There was casting up of e}res, 
holding up of hands, writh countenances of such distraction 
tliat they were to be known by garment, not by favour. 
Our king, being ready to leap out of himself fot joy of 
hie found daughter, as if that joy were now’ bdeome a 
loss, cries, ‘O, thy mother, thy mother!' tlifn asks 
Bohemia foigiveness ; then embraces his 8on4in-law ; 
then again worries he his dau^ter w’ith clipping* 
her; now he thanks the old shepherd, which stinds by 
like a weather-bitten conduit of many kings’ Te%na I 
never heard of such another encounter, which lames 
report to follow it, and imdoes description to do it 

See. Gent. What, pray yon, became of AnUgonhs, that 
carried hence the child? 

Third Gent. Like an old tale still, which will bare 
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niBrttor to rohotiTso, though cr(‘(]it bo sdoop &nd not on 
6BT open. Ho wu tom to pieces with & besr : this 
avouch the shepherd’s son; who has not only his 
innocence, which seems much, to justify him, but a 
handkercMef and rings of his that Paulina knows. 

Fira Oewt. What became of his bark and his followers? 

Third OetU. Wrecked the same instant of their mas- 
ter's death, and in the view of the shepherd: so that all 
the instruments which aided to expose the child were 
even then lost when it was found But 0, the noble 
combat that 'twixt joy and sorrow was fought in Paulina I 
She had one eye declined for the loss of her husband, 
another elevated that the oracle was^ulfilled: she lifted 
the princess from the earth, and so locks her in embracing, 
as if she would pin her to her heart that she might no 
more be in danger of losing. 

First Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the 
audience of kings and princes; for by such was it acted. 

Third Gent. One of the prettiest touches of all, and 
that which angled for mine eyes (caught the water, though 
not the lish), was when, at the relation of the queen’s 
death, with the manner how she came to’t, bravely con- 
fessed and lamented by the king, how attentiveness 


wounded his daughter; till, from one sign of dolour to 
another, she did, with an 'Alas,’ 1 would fain say, bleed 
tears, for I am sure my heart wept blood. Who w'as 
most marble there changed colour; some swooned, all 
sorrowed: if all the world could have seen’t, the woe 
had been universal. 

First Gent. Are. they returned to the court? 

Third Gent. No: the princess hearing of her mother's 
statue, which is in the keeping of Paulina — a piece 
many years in doing and now newly performed by that 
rare Italian master, Julio Bomano, who, had he himself 
eternity and could put breath into his woih, would 
beguile Nature of her custom, so perfectly he is her 
ape: he so near to Hermione hath done Hermione, that 
they say one would speak to her and stand in hope of 
answer: thither with all greediness of affection are they 
gone, and there they intend to sup. 

See. Gent. I thought she had some great matter there in 
hand ; for she hath privately twice or thrice a day, ever 
since the death of Hermione, visited that removed house 
Shall we thither, and with our company piece the rejoicing? 

First Gent. Who would be thence that has the benefit 
of access? every wink of an eye some new grace will 



be born: our absence makes us unthrifty to our know- 
ledge. Let’s along. [ExturU GenUemen. 

Aut. Now, had I not the dash of my former life in me, 
would preferment drop on my head. I brought the old 
man and his son aboard the prince; told him I heard 
them talk of a fardel and I know not what: but he at 
that time, overfond of the shepherd’s daughter, so he 
then took her to be, who began to be much sea-sick, 
'and himself little better, extremity of weather continuing, 
this mystery remained undiscovered. But 'ti^ all one to 
me; for had I been the 6nder out of this secret, it would 
not have relished among my other discredits. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here come those I have done good to against my will, 
and already appearing in the blossoms of their fortune. 

Shqs. Come, boy; I am past moe children, but thy 
sons and daughters will be all gentlemen bora. 

Clo. Yon ate well met, sir. You denied to fight with 
me this other day, because I was no gentleman born. 
See you these clothes? say you see them not^ and think 
me still no gentleman born: you-wete best say these 
robes are not gentlemen bom: give me the lie, do, and 
tty whether I am not now a gentleman born. 


AtU. I know you are now, sir, a gentleman lH>rn. 

Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these four hours. 

Shep. And so have I, boy. 

Clo. So you have: but I was a gentleman born 
before my father; for the king’s son took roc by the 
hand, and called me brother; and then the two kings 
called my father brother; and then the prince my 
brother and the princess my sister called my father 
father; and so we wept, and there was the first gentle- 
man-like tears that ever we shed. 

Sh^. We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clo. Ay; or else 'twere hard luck, being in so pre- 
posterous estate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me all 
the faults I have committed to your worship, and to give 
me your good report to the prince my master. 

Shep. Prithee, son, do; for we must be gentle, now 
we are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life t 

Avt. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand : I will swear to the 
prince thou art as honest a true fellow as any is in 
Bohemia. 

iSAm. You may say it, but not swear it. 

46 
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Clo. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman ? let 
boors and franklins say 1*11 swear it 

SA^. How if it be false, son ? 

Clo If it be ne’er so false, a true gentleman may 
swear it in the behalf of his friend: and I'll swear to the 
prince thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and that thou 
wilt not be drunk ; but I know thou art uo tall lellow of 
thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk: but I’ll swear it, 
and I would thou wouldst be a taU fellow of thy hands. 

Avi. I will prove so, sir, to my power. 

Clo Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow: if I do 
not wonder how thou darest venture to be drunk, nut 
being a tall fellow, trust me not. Hark ! tlie kings and the 
princes, our kindred, are going to see the queen’s pictuie. 
Come, follow us! we’ll be thy good masters. [ExeatU. 

Scene III . — A chapd in Pauuna’s k<niae. 

Enter Leontes, Pouxenes, Florizei,, Perdita, Camu,lo, 
Paulina, Lords, and Attendants. 

Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee! 

FavJ, What, sovereign sir, 


I did not well I meant weU. All mv services 
You have paid home: but that you have vouchsafed. 
With your crown’d brother and these your contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit, 

It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Leon. 0 Paulina, 

We honour you with trouble: but we came 
To see the statue of our queen: your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities; but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon. 

The statue of her mother. 

Paul. As she lived peerless. 

So her dead likeness, I do well believe. 

Excels whatever yet you look’d upon. 

Or band of man hath done; therefore I keep it 
Lonely, apart. But here it is: prepare 
To see the life as lively mock’d as ever 
Still sleep mock’d death: behold, and say ’tis well. 

[Paulina draws a curtain, and discovers 
Hcrmione standing like a statue. 



I like your silence, it the more shows off 
Your wonder: but yet speak; firsts you, my liege. 
Comes it not something near? 

Leon. Her natural posture! 

Chide me, dear stone, that I may say iud^ 

Thou art Hermione; or rather, ^ou art she 
In thy not chiding, for she was as tender 
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina, 

Hermione was not so much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged, as this seems. 

Pm. 0, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver’s excellence; 
Which lets go by some sixteen years, emd makes her 
As she lived now. 

Leon. As now she mi^ht have done. 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood. 

Even with such life of majesty, warm lifi^ 

As now it coldly stands, when first 1 woo’d her! 


I am ashamed: does not the stone rebuke me 
For being more stone than it? O royal piece. 
There’s magic in thy mqjesty, which has 
My evils conjured ‘*to remembrance, and 
From thy admiring daughter took the spinte. 
Standing like stone with thee. 

Per. And give me leave. 

And do not say 'tis superstition, that 
I kneel and then implore her blessing. Lady, 

Dear queen, that ended when I but Mgan, 

Give me that hand of yours to kiss. 

Paul. 0, patience ! 

The statue is but newly fix’d, the colours 
Not dry. 

Cam. My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on. 
Which sixteen winters cannot blow away. 

So many summers dry: scarce any joy 
Did ever so tong live; no sorrow 
But kill’d itnlf much sooner. 
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f Dear my brother. 

Let nun that was the cause of this have power 
To take off so much griftf from you as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

Indeed, my lord, 

If I had thought the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you— for the stone is mine— 
I’ld not have show’d it 

Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer shall you gaze on’t, lest your fancy 
May think anon it moves. 

Leon. Let be, let be. 

Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already— 


'What was he that did make it ? See, ray lord. 

Would you not deem it breathed? and that those 
veins 

Did verily bear blood? 

Pol. Masterly done : 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. The fixure of her eye has motion in't, 

As we are mock’d with art 

Paul. I'll draw the curtain : 

My lord's almost so far transported that 
He’ll think anon it lives. 

Leon. O sweet Paulina, 

Make me to think so twenty years together! 



No settled senses of the world can match 
'The pleasure of that madness. Left alone. 

Paid. I am sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr’d you: 
but 

I could afilict you farther. 

Lem. Do, Paulina ; 

For this affliction has a taste as sw'eet 
As any cordial comfort. Still, methinks, 

There is an air comes from her: what fine chisel 
Could ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me, 

For I will kiss her. 

Paid. Good my lord, forbear: 

The ruddiness upon her lip is wet: 


You’ll mar it if you kiss it, stain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain? 

Zeon. No, not these twenty years. 

Per. So long could I 

Stand by. a looker on. 

Paul. Either forbear. 

Quit presently the chapel, or resolve you 
For more amazement If you can behold it, 

I’ll make the statue move indeed, descend, 

And take you by the hand; but then you’ll think — 
'Which I protest against — I am assisted 
By wicked powers. 

Lem. 'What you can make her do. 
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I am content to look on : what to speak, 

I am content to hear; for 'tis as easy 
To make her speak as move. 

Patd. It is required 

You do awake your faith. Then all st6md still; 

On: those that think it is unlawful business 
I am about, let them depart. 

heoT/L Proceed : 

No foot shall stir. 

Paul. Music, awake her ; strike ! [Music. 

'Tis time ; descend ; be stone no more ; approach ; 

Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come, 

I’ll fill your mve up: stir, nay, come away, 

Bequeath to death your numbness, for from, him 
Dear life redeems you. You perceive she stirs: 

[Hermunu comes doum. 
Start not; her actions shall be holy as 
You hear my spell is lawful: do not shun her 
Until you see her die again; for then 
You kUl her double. Nay, present your h$md: 

When she was young you woo’d her; now in age 
Is she become the suitor? 

Leon. 0, she’s warml 

If this be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck : 

If she pertain to life let her speak too. 

Pd. Ay, and make’t manifest where she has lived. 
Or how stolen from the dead. 

Paul. That she is living, 

Were it but told you, should be hooted at 
like an old tale: but it appears she lives. 

Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while. 

Please you to interpose, fair madam: kneel 
And pray your mother’s blessing. Tom, good lady; 

Our Permta is found. 


You gods, look down 

And from your sacred vials pour your spaces 
Upon my daughter’s head 1 Tell me, mine own 
Where hast thou been preserved ? where lived? how found 
Thy father's court? for thoh shalt hear that I, 

Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 

Gave hope thou wast in being, have preserved 

Myself to see the issue. 

Paul. There’s time enough for that; 

Lest they desire upon this push to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go together. 

You precious winners all; your exultation 
Partake* to every one. I, an old turtle, 

Will wing me to some wither’d bough, and there 
My mate, that’s never to be found again, 

Lcraent till I am lost 

Leon. 0, peace, Paulina! 

Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent^ 

As I by thine a wife: this is a match. 

And made between’s by vows. Thou hast found mine ; 
But how, is to be question’d; for I saw her, 

As I thought, dead, and have in vain said many 
A prayer upon her grave. I’ll not seek far — 

For him, I partly know his mind— to find thee 
An honourable husband. Come, Camillo, 

And take her by the hand, whoso worth and honesty 

Is richly noted and here justified 

By us, a pair of kings. Let’s from this plane. 

What! look upon my brother: both your pardons. 

That e’er I put between your holy looks 
My ill suspicion. This is your son-in-law 
And son unto the king, who, heavens directing, 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina. 

Lead os from hence, where we may leisurely 
Each one demand and answer to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of time since first 
We were dissever’d : hastily lead away. [Exeunt. 










DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 
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Berteau, Coant of Rooiillon. 

Lapeu, an old lord. 

Parolles, afcUowot q/’Sertrim. 

<0 Counteii of Routillon. 


APtgf. 

C0UNTB88 OF RociiLLOM, mother to Bertnm. 
HklbeAp a ^endewoman protected hy the 
CoantoM. 

An old Widow of Florence. 

Diaea, daughter to the Widow. 
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lendit Ofioerg^ Sohhert, Ac , FrtnA and 
FtortnUne. 

SCENE. — Bousilloe, Farm, Florerce, 
Marseilles. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — BousUlon. The Count’s palace. 


Enter Bebtbam. (he Countess of Rousillon, Helena, 
and Lafeu, all in black. 

CmmL In delivering my son from me, I buiy a 
second husband. 

Ber. And I in going, madam, weep o’er my father's 
death anew : but 1 must attend his majesty’s command, 
to whom I am now in ward, evermore in subjection. 

Lc^. You shall find of the king a husband, madam: 
you, sir, a father: he that so generally is at all times 
good must of necessity hold his virtue to you; whose 
worthiness would stir it up where it wanted, rather than 
lack it where there is such abundance. 

Count. IV^t hope is there of his nnyesty’s amend- 
ment? 


Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians, madam; 
under whose practices he hath persecuted time with hope, 
and finds no other advantage in the process but only 
the losing of hope by time. 

CmrU. This young gentlewoman had a father— 0, 
that 'had ’I how sad a passage ’tis! — whose dull was 
almost as great as his honesty; had it stretched so far, 
would have made nature immortal, and death should 
have play for lack of work. Would, for the king’s sake, 
he were living! I think it would be the death of the 
king’s disease. 

Laf. How called you the man you apeak of, madam ? 

Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession, and it 
was his great right to be so: Gerard de Narbon. 

Laf. He was excellent indeed, madam : the king very 
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lately spoke of him admiringly and mounuimly : he vas 
skilful enough to have lived still, if knowle^ could he 
set up against mortality. 

Btr. What is it, my good lord, the king languishes of? 

Laf. A fistula, my lord. 

Btr. I heard not of it before. 

LaJ. I would it were not notorious. Was this gen- 
tlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narhou ? 

CofwnX. llis sole child, my lord, and bequeathed to 
my overlooking. I have those hopes of her good that 
her education promises; her dispositions she inherits, 
which makes fair gifts fairer : for where an unclean mind 
carries virtuous qualities, there commendations jm with 
pity ; they are virtues and traitors too : in her uiey are 
the better for their simpleness ; she derives her honesty 
and achieves her goodness. 

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get from her tears. 

Cmrd. ’Tis the best brine a maiden can season her 
praise in. The remembrance of her father never ap- 
proaches her heart but the tyranny of her sorrows takes 
all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, Helena; 
go to, no more; lest it be rather thought you affect a 
sorrow than have it. 

Hd. I do affect a sorrow indeed, but I have it too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, 
excessive grief the enemy to the living. 

Comt If the living be enemy to the grief, the 
cess makes it soon mortal 

Btr. Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 

Laf. How understand we that? 

Caurd. Be thou blest, Bertram, and succeed 
father 

In manners, as in shape ! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness 
Share with thy birthright! Love all, trust a few. 

Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 
Bather in power than use, and keep thy fnend 
Under thy own life's key: be check’d for silence. 

But never tax’d lor speech. What heaven more will. 
That thee may furnish and my pi-aycrs pluck down. 
Fall on thy head! Farewell, my lord; 

’Tis an unseason’d courtier; good my lord. 

Advise him. 

Laf. He cannot want the best 
That shall attend his love. 

Comi. Heaven bless him! Farewell, Bertram. [ExU. 

Bar. [To ITdena.] The best wishes that can be foiged 
in your thoughts be servants to you! Be comfortable 
to my mother, your mistress, and make much of her. 

L(f. Farewell, pretty lady : you must hold the credit 
of your father. [Exeunt Bertram and Laftu. 

Hd. 0, were that all! I think not on my father; 
And these great tears giMe his remembrance more 
Than those 1 shed for him. What was he like? 

I have forgot him: my imagination 
Carries no favonr in’t W Bertram's. 

I am undone: there is no living, none, 

If Bertram be away. ’Twere dl one 
That I should love a bright particular star 
And think to wed it, he is so above me: 

In his blight radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 

The ambition in my love thus places itself: 

The hind that would be mated the lion 
Must die for love. Twas pretty, though a plague. 

To see him every hour; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his ^wiring eye, his curls, 

In our heart’s table heart too capable 
Of every line and t^k of his sweet favonr: 


But now he’s cone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify his reliques. Who comes here ? 


[Aeidt!\ One that] 
And yet 1 know ' 


Enter Parolles. 

MS with him : I love him for his sake ; 
notorious liar. 


Think him a great way fool, solely a coward; . 

Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit in nim. 

That they take place when virtue’s steely bones 
Look bleak i' the cold wind; withal, full oft we see 
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Par. Save you, fair queen! 

Hd. And you, monarch! 

Par. No. 

Hd. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity? 

Hd. Ay. You have some stain* of soldier in 
you : let me ask you a questioa Man is enemy to vir- 
ginity; how may we barricado it against him? 




I UMt. 



y:. 


Par. 

Hd. 


Keep liim out. 

But he assails ; and our virginity, though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weak: unfold to us some warlike 
resistance. 

Par. There is none : man, sitting down before you, 
will undermine you and blow you up. 

Hd, Bless our poor virginity from underminers and 
blowers up I Is there no military policy, how virgins 
might blow up men? 

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will i^iticklier 
be blown up: marry, in blowirrg him down agami, with 
the breach yourselves made, you lose your city.„ It is 
not politic in the commonwealth of nature to jfeserve 
virginity. Loss of virginity is rational increase, and there 
was never virgin got tul virginity was first lost Tl^at jrou 
were made of is metal to make virgins. Virginity hf being 
once lost may be ten times found ; by being ever kept, 
it is ever lost: ’tis too cold a companion; away with’t! 

Hd, I will ^tand for't a little, though therefore I die 
a virgin. 
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Par. There’s little can be said in’t; ’tis against the 
rule of nature. To speak on the part of virginity is to 
accuse your mothers ; wl^ch is most infallible disobedi- 
ence. He that hangs himself is a virgin ; viiginity 
murders itself^ and should be buried in highways out 
of all sanctified limtti as a desperate offendress against 
nature. Virginity breeds mites, much like a cheese; 
consumes itself to the very paring, and so dies with 
feeding his own stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish, 
proud, idle, made of self-love, which is the most inhib- 
ited sin in the canon. Keep it not; you cannot choose 
but lose by’t : out with’tl within ten year it will make 
itself ten, which is a goodly increase ; and the principal 
itself not much the worse : away with’t ! 

Hd. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her own 
liking ? 

Par. Ixst me see: maixy, ill, to like him that ne’er 
it likes. ’Tis a commodity will lose the gloss with lying; 
the longer kept, the less worth: off with’t while 'tis 
vendible; answer the time of request. Virginity, like 
an old courtier, wears her cap out of fashion: richly 
suited, but unsuitable : just like the brooch and the tooth- 
pick, which wear not now. Your date is better in your 
pie and your porridge than in your cheek: and your 
virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French 
withered pears, it looks ill, it eats drily; marry, ’tis a 
withered pear ; it was formerly better ; marry, yet* ’tis 
a withered pear: will you any thing with it? **” 
Hd. Not my virginity yet. . . . 

There shall your master have a thousand loves, 

A mother and a mistress and a friend, 

A phoenix, captain, and an enem^, 

A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear; 

His humble ambition, proud humility, 

His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet. 

Ills faith, his sweet disaster; with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptious Christendoms, 

That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he — 

1 know not what he shall. God send him well! 

The court’s a learning place, and he is one — 

Par. What one, i’ faith? 

Hd. That I wish well. 'Tis pity — 

Par. What’s pity? 

Hd. That wishing well had not a body in’t. 

Which might be felt; that we, the poorer born. 

Whose liaser stars do shut us up in wishes. 

Might with effects of them follow our friends. 

And show what we alone must think, which never 
Beturus us thanks. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you. [Ecit. 
Par. little Helen, farewell: if I can rem«'mber thee, 
I will think of tW at court 
Hd. Monsieur Parolles, you wore born under a charit- 
able star. 

Par. Under Mars, I. 

Hd. I especially think, under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars? 

Hd. The wars have so kept you under that you must 
needs be bom under Mara 
Par. When he was predominant 
Hd. When he was retrograde, I think, rather. 

Par. Why think you so ? 

Hd. You go so much backward when you fight 
Par. That’s for advantaga 

Hd. So is running away, when fear proposM the 
safety : but the composition that your valour and fear 


makes in you is a virtue of a good wing, and I like 
the wear well 

Par. I am so full of businesses, I cannot answer thee 
acutely. I will return perfect courtier; in the which 
my instruction shall serve to naturalize thee, so thou wilt 
be rapable of a courtier’s counsel and understand what 
advice shall thrust upon thee; else thou diest in thine 
unthankfulness, and thine ignorance makes thee away : 
farewelL When thou hast leisure, say thy prayers ; when 
thou hast none, remember thy friends : get thee a good 
husband, and use him as he uses thee : so, farewell. 

Hd. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie. 

Which wo ascribe to heaven: the fated sky 
Gives us free scope, only doth backward pull 
Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull 
What power is it which mounts my love so high. 

That makes me see, and caimqt feed mine eye? 

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things. 

Impossible be strange attempts to those 
'Ihat weigh their pains in sense, and do suppose 
What hath not been can’t be: who ever strove 
To show her merit, that did miss her love? 

The king’s disease — my project may deceive me 
But my intents are fix’d, and will not leave me. [£xtf. 

SCEHE II. — Parii. The King’s palau. 

Flourish of comets. Enter the King or France, 

Vfith Utters, and divers Attendants. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears; 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

First Lord. So ’tis reported, sir. 

King. Nay, ’tis most credible; we here receive it 
A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria, 

With caution that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid; wherein our dearest friend 
Prejudicates the business, and would seem 
To have us make denial 

First Lord. His love and wisdom. 

Approved so to your mqjesty, may plead 
For amplest credence. 

King. He hath arm’d our answer, 

And Florence is denied before he comes: 

Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 

Sec. Lord. It well may serve 

A nursery to our gentry, who are sick 
For breathing and exploit. 

King. What's he comes here? 

Enter Bertram, Lateg, and Parolles. 

Fird Lord. It is the Count Eousillon, my good lord, 
Young Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou bear’st thy father’s face : 

Frank nature, rather curious than in haste. 

Hath well composed thee. Thy father’s moral parts 
Mayst thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty’a 
King. I would I had that corporal soundness now. 
As when thy father and myself in friendship 
First tried our soldiership)! He did look fiir 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Discipled of the bravest: he lasted long; 

But on us both did haggish age steal on 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father. In his youth 
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He had the wit which I can well observe 
To-day m our young lords; but they may jest 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted 
Ere they can hide their levity m honour: 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness; if they were. 

His equal had awaked them, and his honour, 

Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and at this time 
His tongue obey’d his hand: who were below him 
He used as creatures of another place. 

And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks, 

Making them proud of his humility. 

In their poor praise he humbled. Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times; 

Which, follow’d well, would demonstrate them now 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, sir. 

Lies richer in jrour thoughts than on his tomb; 

So in approof lives not his epitaph 
As in your royal speech. 

King. Would I were with him ' He would always 
say — 


Methinks I hear him now; his plausive words 
He scatter’d not m ears, but grafted them. 

To grow there and to bear — ‘Let me not live’ — 

This his good melancholy oft began. 

On the catastrophe and heel of pastime. 

When it was out — ^'Let me not live,’ quoth he, 

'After my flame lacks oil, to be the snulf 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain ; whose judgments are 
Mere fatliers of their garments; whose constancies 
Expire before their fasnions.’ This he wish’d; 

1 after him do after him wish too, 

Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, 

I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 

To give some labourers room. 

Sfc. Lord. You are loved, sir ; 

They that least lend it you shall lack you first. 

King. I fill a place, I know’t. How long is’t, count. 
Since the physician at your father's died? 

He was much famed. 

Ber. Some six months since, my lord 

King. If he were hving, I would try him yet. 

Lend me an arm ; the rest have worn me out 



With several* applications: natui-e and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count; 

My son’s no dearer. 

Ber. Thank your majesty. 

[ExemU. Flourish. 

Scene HI, — BousUlon. The Count’s palace. 

Enter COUNTESS, Steward, and Clown. 

Count. I will now hear; what say you of this gen- 
tlewoman ? 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even* 
your content, I wish might be found in the calendar of 
my past endeavours; for then we wound our modesty 
and make foul the dearness of our deservings, when of 
oursdves we publish them. 

Count. What does this knave here ? Get you gone, 
sirrah: the complaints 1 have heard of you I do not all 
believe: ’tis my slowness that I do not; for I know you 
lack not folly to commit them, and hpve ability enough 
to make such knaveries yours. 

Clo. ’Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a poor 
fellow. 


Count. Well, sir, 

Clo. No, madam, ’tis not so well that I am poor, 
though many of the rich are damned : but, if I may 
have your ladyship’s good will to go to the world,* Isbel 
the woman and I will do as we may. •n.b.m.rrwi 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar? 

Clo. I do beg your good will in this case. 

Count. In what case? 

Clo. In label’s case and mine own. Service is no 
heritage: and 1 think I shall never have the blessing of 
God till I have issue o’ my liody; for they say barnes 
are blessings. 

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt marry. 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it: I am driven 
on by the flesh; and he must needs go that the devil 
drives. 

Count. Is this all your worsldp’s reason? 

Clo. Faith, madam, 1 have other holy reasons, such 
as they are. 

Count. May the world know them? 

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, os you 
and all flesh and blood are; and, indeed, I do marry 
that I may rqpent 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wickedness. 
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Clo. I am out o* friends, maduin; and I hope to have 
friends for my Avife's sake. 

Count Such friends arc thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. You're shallow, madam, in great friends: for the 
knaves come to do that for me which I am aweary of. 
He that ears my land spares my team and gives me 
leave to in the crop ; if I ^ his cuckold, he's iny drudge : 
lie that comforts my wife is the cherisher of my flesh 
and blood; he that cherishes my flesh and blood loves 
my flesh and blood; lie that loves my flesh and blood 
is my friend: ergo, he that kisses my wife is my friend. 
If men could be contented to be what they arc, there 
were no fear in marriage: for young Charbon the puritan 
and old Poysam the papist, liowsome'er their hearts are 
severed in religion, their heads are both one; they may 
joul horns together, like any deer i' the herd. 

Count Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and calum- 
nious knave? 

Clo. A prophet I, madam; and I apeak the truth the 
next^ way : ^ wny 


For I the ballad will repeat. 

Which men full true shall find ; 

Your marriage comes by destiny, 

Your cuckoo sings by kind. 

Count. Get you gone, sir; I'll talk with you more anon. 

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid Helen 
come to you : of her 1 am to speak. 

Count. ISirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would speak 
with her; Helen, I mean 

Clo Wjw this fair face the cause, quoth she, 

Why the Grecians sacked Troy ^ 

Fond done, done fond, 

Was this King Priam's joy ^ 

With that she sighed as she stood, 

With that she sighed as she stood, 

And gave this sentence then ; 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

There's yet one good in ten. 



Count. What, one good in ten? you corrupt the song, 
sirrah. 

Clo. One good woman in ten, madam ; which is a 
purifying o' the song: would God would seryp the world 
so all the year! we'ld find no fault with the tfttie- woman, 
if I were the parson. One in ten, quoth a’ 1 An wc 
might have a good woman bom but one eveiy blazing 
star, or at an earthquake, 'twould mend the lottery well: 
a man may draw his heart out, ere a' pluck one. 

Count. You'll be gone, sir knave, and do os I com- 
mand you. 

Clo. That man should be at wpman's command, and 
yet no hurt done! Though honesty be no puritan, yet 
it will do no hurt; it will wear the surplice of humility 
over the black gown of a big heart. I atn going, for- 
sooth: the business is for Helen to come hither. [Exit 

CoutU. WeU, now. 

Stew. I know, madam, youlove your gcntlowomanentirely. 

CouvJt. Faith, I do: her father bequeathed her to me; 


and she hci'self, without other advantage, may lawfully 
make title to as much love as she finds : there is more 
owing her than is paid; and more shall be paid her than 
she'll demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was verv late more near her tlian I 
think slie wished me : alone she was, and did communicate 
to herself her own words to her own ears ; she thought, 
I dare vow for her, they touched not any stranger sense. 
Her matter was, slie loved your son* fortune, she said, 
w’as no goddess, that had put such difference betwixt 
their two estates ; Love no god, that would not extend 
his might, only where qualities were level; Dian no 
queen of virgins, that would suffer her poor knight sur- 
prised, without rescue, in the first assault, or ransom 
afterward. This she delivered in the most bitter touch of 
sorrow that e'er I heard viijjin exclaim in: which I held 
my duty speedily to acquaint you withal ; sithence, in 
the loss that may happen, it concerns you something to 
know it. 
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Ctwni. Yon have discbaiged this honestly; keep it 
to yourself; many likelihoods informed me of this betbre, 
which hung so tottering in the balance that 1 could 
neither believe nor misdoubt. Pray you, leave me: stall 
this in your bosom ; and I thank you for your honest 
care: I will speak with you further anoa [KxU Steward. 

Enter Helena. 

Even so it was with me when I was young: 

If ever we are nature’s, these are ours : this thorn 
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born; 

It is the show and seal of nature’s truth, 

Where love’s strong passion is impress’d in youth: 

By our remembrances of days foregone. 

Such were our faults, or then we thought them none. 
Her eye is sick on’t: I observe her now. 

Hel. What is your pleasure, madam ? 

Cwnt. You know, Helen, 

I am a mother to yoii. 


Hd. Mine honourable mistress. 

Count. Nay, a motlier: 

Why not a mother? When I said 'a mother,’ 
Methought you saw a serpent: what’s in 'mother,’ 
That you start at it? I say, I am your mother; 
And put you in the catalogue of those 
That wein enwombed mine: 'tis often seen 
Adoption strives with nature, and choice breeds 
A native slip to us from foreigu seeds: 

You ne’er oppress’d me with a mother’s groan, 

Yet I express to you a mother’s care: 

God’s mercy, maiden! does it curd thy blood 
To say 1 am thy mother? What’s the matter? 

That this distemper’d messenger of wet. 

The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eye ? 

Why? that you are my daughter? 

Hd. That I am not. 

CourU. I say, I am your mother. 

Hd. Pardon, madam; 

The Count Bousillon cannot be my biothcr: 



I am from humble, he from honour’d name; 

No note upon my parents, his all noble: 

master, my dear lord he is; and 1 
His servant live, and will his vassal die : 

He must not be my brother. 

Cownt. Nor I your mother? 

Hd. You ate my mother, madam; would vou were — 
So that my lord your son were not my brother — 
Indeed my mother I or were you both our mothers, 

I care no more for than I do for heaven. 

So I were not his sister. Can’t no other. 

But, I your daughter, he must be my brother? 

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my danghter-in>law : 
Qod shield you mean it not! daughter and mother 
So strive upon your pulse. What, pale again ? 

My fear hath eatched your fondness: now I see 
The mystery of tout londiness, and find 
Your wt tean^ head: now to all sense 'tis gross 
You love my son ; invention is ashamed, 

Against the proclamation of thy passion. 


To say thou dost not: therefore tell me true; 

But tell me then, ’tis so; for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, th’ one to th’ other; and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours 
That in their l^d diey speak it: only sin 
And hellish obstinai^ tie thy tongue. 

That truth should be suspected. Speak, is’t so? 

If it be so, you have wohnd a goodly clew ; 

If it be not, forswear't: howe’er, I charge thee. 

As heaven shall work in me for thine avail. 

To tell me truly. , 

Hd. Good madam, pardon me? 

Count. Do you love my son ? 

Hd. Your pardon, noble nustress! 

Cownt. Love you my son? 

Hd. Do not you love him, madam ? 

Count. Go not about: my love hath in’t a botad. 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, disclose 
The state of your affection ; for your passions 
Have to the fill appeach’d. 
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Rd, Then, I confess, 

Here on my kneo, before high heaven and you, 

That before you. and next unto high heaven, 

I love your son. 

My friends were poor, but honest; so’s my love; 

Be not offended; for it hurts not him 
That he is loved of me: 1 follow him not 
By any token of presumptuous suit; 

Nor would 1 have him till I do deserve him; 

Yet never know how that desert should be. 

I know I love in vain, strive against hope ; 

Yet in this captious* and intenible* sieve *r»p»doiu 

I still pour in the waters of my love, i Tb»i wnot r.ui» 
And lack not to lose still: thus. Indian-like, 

Religious in mine error, 1 adore 

The sun, that looks upon his worshipper. 

But knows of him no more. My dearest madam, 

Let not your hate encounter with my love 
For loving where you do: but if yourself. 

Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth. 

Did ever in so true a flame of liking 
Wish chastely and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and love; 0, then, give pity 
To her, whose state is such that cannot choose 
But lend and give where she is sure to lose; 

Tlrnt seeks not to And that her search implies. 

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies ! 

Ccntnt. Had you not lately an intent — speak truly — 
To go to Paris? 

Hel. Madam, I had. 

Count. Wherefore? tell true. 

Hd. I will tell truth ; by grace itself I swear. 

You know my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and proved effects,* such as his reading 
And manifest experience had collected 
For general sovereignty; and that he will’d me 


In heedfuU'st reservation to bestow them. 

As notes whose faculties inclusive were, 

More than they were in note: amongst the rest. 

There is a remedy, approved, set down. 

To cure the desperate languishings whereof 
The king is render’d lost 

Cmvi, Tliis was your motive 

For Paris, was it? speak. 

Hd. My lord your son made me to think of this; 
Else Paris and the medicine and the king 
Had from the conversation of my thoughts 
Haply been absent then. 

Covint. But think you, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid. 

He would receive it? he and his physicians 
Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him. 

They, that they cannot help : how shall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 

Emlioweird of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to itself? 

Hd. There’s something hints. 

More than my father’s skill, which was tiie greatest 

Of his profession, that his good receipt 

Shall for my legacy be sanctified 

By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would your honour 

But give me leave to try success,* I’ld venture 

The well-lost life of mine on his grace’s cure 

By such a day and hour. 

CoutU. Dost thou believe’t? 

Hd. Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou Malt have my leave and love, 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To those of mine in court: I’ll stay at home 
And pray God’s blessing into* thy attempt: *“•“ 

Be gone to-morrow; and be sure of this, 

What I can help thee to thou shalt not miss. {Exeunt. 
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Sweet practiser, thy physic I will try, 

That ministers thine own death if I die. 

Htl. If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what 1 spoke, unpitied let me die, 

And well deserved : not helping, death’s my fee ; , 

But, if I help, what do you promise me? 

Kvng. Make thy demand. 

Htl. But will you make it even?^ iiuiditt. 

King. Ay, by my sceptre and my hopes of heaven. 

Htl. Then shalt thou give me with thy kingly hand 
What husband in thy power I will command; 

Exempted bo from me the arrogance 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France, 

My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy state; 

But such a one, thy vassal, whom 1 know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

King. Here is my hand; the premises observed. 

Thy will by my perfomance shall be served: 

So make the choice of thy own time, for 1, 

Thy resolved patient, on thee still rely. 

More should I question thee, and more I must, 

Though more to know could not be more to trust, 

From whence thou earnest, how tended on: but rest 
Unquestion'd welcome and undoubted blest 
Give me some help here, ho! If thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed shall match thy meed. 

ExtutU. 

Scene II. — Bouaillon. The Count's palace. 

Enter CoUNTESS and Clown. 

Covnt. Come on, sir ; 1 shall now put you to the height 
of your breeding. 

Clo. I will show myself highly fed and lowly taught : 
I know my business is but to the court. 

CoutU. To the court I why, what place make you special, 
when you put off that with such contempt ? But to the 
court! 

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a' man any man- 
ners, he may easily put it off at court : he that cannot make 
a leg, put off’s cap, kiss bis hand, and say nothing, has 
neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap ; and indeed such a fellow, 
to say precisely, were not for the court; but for one, I 
have an answer will serve all men. 

Count. Many, that’s a bountiful answer tliat fits all 
questions. 

Clo. It is like a barber’s chair that fits all buttocks, 
the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn buttock, 
or any buttock. 

Count. Will your answer serve to fit all questions? 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attorney, 
as your French crown for your taffeta punk, as Tib’s rush 
for Tom’s forefinrar, as a pancake for Shrove Tuesday, 
a mortis for May-day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold 
to his horn, as a scolding quean to a wrangling knave, 
as the nun's lip to the frutr’s mouth, nay, as the pudding 
to his skin. 

Count. Have you, I say, an answer of such fitness 
for all questions? 

Clo. From below jrour duke to beneath your constable, 
it will fit any question. 

Count. It must be an answer of most monstrous size 
that must fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifie neither, in good faith, if the learned 
should speak truth of it: ^re it is, and ^ that belongs 
to’t Ask me if 1 am a courtier: it shall do you no 
harm to learn. 

CoutU. To be young agab, if we could: I will be a 


fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by your answer. 
I pray you, sir, are you a courtier? 

Clo. O Lord, sir ! There’s a simple putting off*. More, 
more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves you 
Clo. 0 I/>rd, sir! Thick, thick, spare not me. 

Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this homely.meat. 
Clo. 0 Lord, sir! Nay, put me to’t, I warrant you. 
Count. You were lately whipped, sir, as I think. 

Clo. 0 Lord, sir! spare not me. 

CoutU. Do you cry, ‘ 0 Lord, sir !’ at your whipping, 
and 'spare not me’? Indeed your ‘O Lord, sir!’ is very 
sequent to your whipping : you would answer very well 
to a whipping, if you were but bound to’t. 

Clo. I ne’er had worse luck in my life in my ‘ O Lord, 
sir!’ I see things may serve long, but not serve ever. 

CoutU. I play the noble housewife with the time. 

To entertaiu’t so merrily with a fool. 

Clo. 0 Lord, sir! why, there’t serves well again. 
CoutU. An end, sir ; to your business. Give Helen this. 
And urge her to a present answer back: 

Commend me to my kinsmen and my son : 

This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

Count. Not much employment for you : you under- 
stand me? 

Clo. Most fruitfully : I am there before my legs. 
CoutU. Haste you again. [Exeunt severally. 

Scene III. — Paris. The King’s palace. 

Enter Bebtram, Lateu, and Farolles. 

Laf. They say miracles are past; and we have our 
philosophical persons, to make modern and familiar 
things simematural and causeless. Hence is it that we 
make trines of terrors, ensconcing ourselves into seeming 
knowledge, when we should, submit ourselves to an un- 
known fear. 

Par. Why, 'tis the rarest argument of wonder that 
hath shot out in our latter times. 

Ber. And so 'tis. 

Laf. To be relinquished of the artists — 

Par. So 1 say. 

Laf. Both of Galen and Paracelsus. 

Par. So I say. 

Laf. Of all toe learned and authentic fellows — 

Par. Bight; so I say. 

Laf. That gave him out incurable — 

Par. Why, there 'tia; so say I too. 

Laf. Not to be helped — 

Par. Bight; as 'twere, a man assured of a — 

Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death. 

Par. Just, you say»well; so would I have said. 

Laf. I may truly say, it is a novelty to the world. 
Par. It is, indeed: if you will have it in shewing, 
you shall read it in — ^what do ye call there ? 

Laf. A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly actor. 
Par. That’s it; I would have said the very sa|ne. 
Laf. Why, your dolphin is not lustier : 'fore j;me, I 
speak in respect — 

Par. Nay, 'tis strong, ’tis very strange, that k the 
brief and the tedious of it ; and he’s of a most focinerious 
spirit that will not acknowledge it to be the — 

Laf. Very hand of heaven. 

Par. Ay, so I say. 

Lef. In a most weak — 

Par. And delxle minister, great power, great transcend- 
ence : which shonld, indeed give us a further use to be 
made, than alone the recovery of the king, as to be — 
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Act il] 


Laf. Geaeially thankful. 

Far. I would have said it; you aay well. Here cornea 
the king. 

r 

EiUer Kikg, Helena, and Attendants. Lafeu and 
Farolles rdire. 

Laf. Lustig, as the Dutchman says: I'll like a maid 
the better whilst 1 have a tooth in my head: why, he's 
able to lead her a coranto.* 

Par. Mort du vinaigre! is not this Helen? 

Laf. 'Fore God, I think so. 

King. Go, call before me all the lords in court. 

Sit, my preserver, by thy patient's side; 




And with this healthful hand, whose banish'd sense 
Thou hast repeal’d, a second time receive 
The confirmation of my promised gift. 

Which but attends thy naming. 

Erdtr three or four Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye: this youthful parcel 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 

O'er whom both sovereign power and father's voice 
I have to use: thy frank election make; 

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to forsake. 

Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous mistress 
Fall, when Love please! marry, to each, but one! 





Lcf. I 'Id give boy Curtal and his furniture. 

My mouth no more were broken than these boys’. 

And writ as little beaiA 
King. Peruse them well : 

Not one of those but had a noble father. 

Hd. Gentlemen, ,1.1. 

Heaven hath through me restored the king to health. 
AIL We understand it, and thank heaven for you. 
Hd. I am a simple maid, and therein wealthiest. 
That I protest I simply am a maid. 

Please it your miyesty, I have done already: 

The Uushea in my cheeks thus whisper me, 

* We bb w h that thou shouldst choose ; but, be refused. 
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Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble love! 

See. Lord. No better, if you please. 

Hd. My wish receive, 

Which great Love grant! and so, 1 take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her? An they were sons of 
mine, I’d have them whipped; or I would send them 
to the Turk, to make eunuchs of. 

Hd. Be not afraid ^at 1 your hand should take; 
I’ll never do you wrong for your own sake: 

Blessing upon your vows! and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed! 

Laf. These boys are boys of ice, they'll none have 
her : sure, they are bastards to the English ; the French 
ne’er got ’em. 

Hd. You are too young, too happy, and too good. 

To make yourself a son out of my blood. 

Fourth Lord. Fair one, 1 think not so. 

Laf. There’s one grape yet; I am sure thy father 
drunk wine : but if thou be’st not an ass, I am a youth 
of fourteen; I have known thee already. 

Hd. [To Bertram.'\ T dare not say I take you; but 
I give 

Me and my service, ever whilst I live. 

Into your guiding power. This is the man. 

King. Why, then, young Bertram, take her ; she’s thy 
wife. 

Ber. My wife, my liege! I shall beseech your highness. 
In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

Kirig. Know’st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has done for me? 

Ber. Yes, my good lord ; 

But never hope to know why I should marry her. 

King. Thou know’st she has raised me from my sickly 

b^. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Must answer for your raising? 1 know her well: 

She had her breeding at my father's charge. 

A poor physician’s daughter my wife! Disdain 
Bather corrupt me ever I 

King. 'Tis only title thou disdain’st in her, the which 
I can build up. Stranm is it that our bloods. 

Of colour, weight, and neat> pour’d all together. 

Would quite confound distinction, yet stand ofl' 

In differences so mighty. If she be 

All that is virtuous, save what thou dislikest, 

A p<mr physician’s daughter, thou dislikest 
Of virtue for the name: but do not so: 

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed. 

The place is dignified by the doer’s d^: 

Where great additions swell's, and virtue none, 

It is a dropsied honour. Go^ alone 
Is good without a name. VUeness is so: 

The property by what it is should go. 

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair; 

In these to nature she’s immediate heir. 

And these breed honour: that is honour’s scorn. 

Which challenges itself as honour’s born 
And is not like the sire : honours thrive. 

When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our for^goers: the mere word’s a slave 
Debosh’d on every tomb, on every grave 
A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb 
Where dust and damn’d oblivion is the tomb 
Of honour’d bones indeed. What should be said ? 

If thou canst like this creature as a maid, 

1 can create the rest: virtue and she 

Is her own dower; honour and wealth from me. 


[Act II. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do’t. 

King. Thou wrong’st thyself, if thou shouldst strive 
to choose. 

Hd. That you are well restored, my lord, I’m glad : 
Let the rest go. 

King. My honour’s at the stake; which to defeat, 

I must produce my power. Here, take her hand,. 
Proud, scornful boy, unworthy this good gift; 

That dost in vile misprision shackle up 
My love and her desert; that canst not dream. 

We, poising us in her defective scale. 

Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt nut know. 

It is in tis to plant thine honour where 
We please to have it grow. Check thy contempt : 

Obey our will, which travails in t.hy good: 

Believe not thy disilain, but presently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims; 

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 
Into the staggers, and the careless lapse 
Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and hate 
Tioosing upon thee, in the name of justice. 

Without* all terms of pity. Speak; thine answer. »>**»*“•• 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit 
My fancy to your eyes: when I consider 
What great creation and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid it, I find that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The praised of the king; who, so ennublcil. 

Is as ’twere born so. 

King. Take her by the hand, 

And tell her she is thine : to whom 1 promise 
A counterpoise, if not to thy estate 
A balance more replete. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

King. Good fortune and the favour of the king 
Smile upon this contract; whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief, 

And be perfonn’d to-night: the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space. 

Expecting sbsent firiends.' As thou lovest her. 

Thy lovea to me religious ; else, does err. 

[Exeunt ail but Lafeu and ParoUta. 

Laf. [Advancing.] Do you hear, monsieur? a word 
with you. 

Par. Your pleasure, sir? 

Laf. Your lord and master did well to make his 
recantation. 

Par. Recantation t My lord! my master! 

Laf. Ay ; is it not a language I speak ? 

Par. A most harsh one, and not to be understood 
without bloody succeeding. My master! 

Laf Are you companion to the. Count Rousillon? 

Par. To any count, to all counts, to what is man. 

Laf. To what is count’s man: count’s master is of 
another style. 

Par. You are too old, sir; let it satisfy yoq, you 
are too old. 

Laf. I must tell thee, sirrah, T write man ; to which 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not da : 

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a 
pretty wise fellow ; thou didst make tolerable vent t>f thy 
travel ; it might pass : yet the scarfs and the bai^erets 
about thee did manifoldly dissuade me from believing thee 
a vessel of too great a burthen. 1 have now found thee ; 
when I lose th^ again, I care not : yet art thou good for 
nothing but toiling up; and that thou’rt scarce worth. 

Par. Hadstthott not the privilege of antiquity upon the 
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Ldf, Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, lest 
thou hasten thy trial; which if— D)rd have mercy on 
tliee for a hen ! So, iny ^ood window of lattice, fare 
thee well: thy casement I need not open, for I look 
through thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me most egregious indignity. 

Ay, with all rny heart ; and tliou art worthy 

of it. 

Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I will 
not bate thee a scruple. 

Par. Well, I shall be wiser. 

Laf. Even as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to 
pull at a smack o' the contrary. If ever thou be’st 
bound in thy scarf and beaten, thou shalt find, what it 
is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a desire to hold 
my acquaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge, 
that I may say, in the default, he is a man I know. 

Par. My lord, you do me most insupportable vexation. 

Laf I wouhl it were hell-pains for thy sake, and 
my poor doing eternal : for doing I am past : as I will 
by thee, in what motion age will give me leave. [Exit. 

Par. Well, thou bast a son shall take this disgrace 


off me ; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord ! Well, I must be 
patient; there is no fettering of authority. Til beat him, 
by my life, if 1 can meet him with any convenience, 
an he were double and double a lord. I'll have no 
more pity of his age than 1 would have of — I'll beat 
him, an if I could but meet him again. 

Re-enter Lafeu. 

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and master’s married; there's 
news for you : you have a new mistress. 

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship to make 
some reservation of your wrongs : he is my good lord : 
whom I serve above is my masU^r. 

Laf. Who ? God ? 

Par. Ay, sir. 

Laf The devil it is that's thy master. Why dost 
thou garter up thy arms o’ this fashion ? dost make 
hose of thy sleeves? do other servants so? Thou w’ert 
best set thy lower part where thy nose stands. By 
mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, I'ld 
beat thee: methinks, thou art a general offence, and 
every man should beat thee : 1 think thou wast created 
for men to breathe themselves upon thee. 



Par. This is hard and undeserved measure, ray lord. 

Laf. Go to, sir ; you were beaten in Italy for picking 
n kernel out of a poinegranato ; you are a vagabond ana 
no true traveller: you are more saucy with lords and 
honourable personages than the commission of your birth 
and virtue gives you heraldry. You are not worth another 
word, else I'ld call you knave. I leave you. [Exit. 

JPar. Good, very good ; it is so then : good, very 
good; let it be conceded awhile. 

Re-enter Behtham. 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever I 

Par. What’s the matter, sweet-heart? 

Ber. Although before the solemn priest I have sworn, 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What, what, sweet-heart? 

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me! 

I’ll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. Franco is a dog-hole, and it no more merits 
The tread of a man's foot : to the wars I 

Ber. ThereTj letters from my mother: what the im- 
port is, I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would be known. To the wars, my 
boy, to the wars! 


He wears Iiis honour in a box unseen. 

That hugs his kicky-wicky here at home, 

Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 

Which should sustain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery steed. To other regions 1 
France is a stable; we that dwell in't jades; 

Therefore, to the war! 

Ber. It shall be so: I’ll send her to my house. 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 

And wherefore I am fled; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak : his present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields, 

Where noble fellows strike: war is no strife 
To the dark house and the detested wife. 

Par. Will this capriccio' lioM in thee ? art sure ? * 

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advise me. 

I’ll send her straight away: to-mon'ow 
I'll to the wars, she to lier single sorrow. 

Par. AVliy, these balls bound; thei*e's noise in it, 
'Tis hard: 

A young man married is a man that’s roarr’d: 

Therefore away, and leave her bravely; go: 

The king has done you wrong: but, hush, 'tis so. 

[Exeunt 
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Scene IV. — Parit. Th* King’s palace. 
Enter Helena and Clown. 


her quickly I the other, that she’s in earth, from whence 
Qod send her quickly 1 

Enter Panolles. 


Hd. My mother greets me kindly: is she well? 

Clo. She is not well; but yet she has her health; 
she’s very merry ; but yet she is not well : but thanks be 
given, she’s very wdl and wants nothing i' the world; 
but yet she is not welL 

Hd. If she be very well, what does she ail, that 
she’s not very well? 

Clo. Truly, she’s very well indeed, but for two things. 

Hd. What two things? 

Clo. One, that she’s not in heaven, whither God send 


Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady! 

Hd. I hope, sir, I have your good will to have mine 
own good fortunes. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on; and to 
keep them on, have them stilL 0, my knave, how does 
my old lady? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I her money, 
I would she did as you say. 

Par. Why, I say nothing. 

Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man; for many a 



man’s tongue shakes out his master’s undoing: to say 
nothing, to do nothing, to know notiiing, and to have 
nothing, is to he a great part of your title; which is 
within a very little of nothing. 

Par. Awayl thou’rt a knave. 

Clo. Ton should have said, sir, before a knave tbou’it 
a knave; that’s, before me thou’rt a knave: this had 
been ^th, sir. 

Par. Gto to, thou art a witty fool ; I have found thee. 

Clo. Did you find me in yourself, air? or wen you 
taught to find me? The search, sir, was profitable: and 
much fool raav yon find in you, even to the world’s 
pleasun and the increase of laughter. 


Par. A good knave, i’ faith, and well fed. 

Madam, my brd will go away to>night; 

A very serious business calls on hire. 

The_ great prerogative and rite of love, ^ 

Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknowledge, 
But puts it off to a compell’d restraint; ' 

Whose want, wd whose delay, is strew’d with swaets. 
Which they distil now in the curbed time. 

To make the coming hour o’erfiow wiUi joy 
And pleasure drown the brim. 

Bd. What’s his will else? 

Par. That yeu'will take your instant leave o’ the king, 
And make this haste as your own good proceeding; 
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Strengthen d with what apology you think heavy consequence; I have kept of them tame, and know 

make it probable need. their natures. Farewell, monsieur : I have spoken better 

more commands he? of you than you have or will deserve at my hand; but 

Par, ^at, havmg this obtain'd, you presently we must do good against evil. \ExU, 

Attend his further pleasure. Par, An idle* lord, I swear. ijitoohieToiu. 

Htl, In every thing I wait upon his will. Ber. I think so. 

Par. I shall report it so. Par, Why, do you not know him? 

Htl, I pray you. [ExU Parolles.’l Yes, I do know him weU, and common speech 

Come, sirrah. [Exeunt, Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 

Scene V. — Paris. Tlie King's palace. Enter Helena. 


Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 

Laf. But I hope your lordship thinks not him a 
soldier. 

Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf, You liave it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted testimony. 

Laf, Then my dial goes not true: I took this lark 
for a bunting. 

Ber. I do assure you, my lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly* valiant. i Proportiontuy. 

Laf. 1 have then sinned against his experience, and 
transgressed against his valour ; and my state that way is 
dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my heart to repent. 
Here he comes : I pray you, make us friends ; I will 
pursue the amity. 

Enter Farolles. 

Par. [To Bertram.'] These things shall be done, sir. 

Laf. Pray you, sir, who's his tailor? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf O, I know him well, I, sir; he, sir, *a a good 
workman, a very good tailor. 

Ber. [Aside to Par.] Is she gone to the king? 

Par. She is. 

Ber. Will she away to-night? 

Par. As you'll have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure, 
Given order for our horses; and to-night, 

When I should take possession of the bride. 

End ere I do begin. 

Laf. A good traveller is something at the latter end 
of a dinner; but one that lies three thirds, and uses a 
known truth to pass a thousand nothings with, should 
bo once heard ana thrice beaten. God save you, captain. 

Ber. Is there any unkindness between my lord and 
you, monsieur? 

Par. I know not how I have deserved to run into 
my lord's displeasure. 

Laf. You have made shift to run into’t, boots and 
spurs and all, like him that leaped into the custari ; 
and out of it you'll run again, rather than suffer question 
for your residence. 

Ber. It may be you have mistaken him, my lord. 

Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took him at's 
prayers. Fare you well, my lord ; and believe this of 
me, tliere can be no kernel in this light nut; the soul 
of this man is his clothes. Trust him not in matter of 


Hel. 1 have, sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the king, and have procured his leave 
For present parting; only he desires 
Some private speech with you. 

Ber, I shall obey his will 

You must not marvel, Helen, at my course. 

Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 
On my particular. Prepared I was not 
For such a business; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled : this drives me to entreat you. 

That presently you take your way for home; 

And rather muse than ask why I entreat you. 

For my respects are better than they seem, 

And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than shows itself at the first view 
To you that know them not. This to my mother: 

[Giving a letter. 

'Twill be two days ere I shall see you, so 
I leave you to your wisdom. 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing say, 

But that I am your most obedient servant. 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 

Hel. And ever shall 

With true observance seek to eke out that 
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail’d 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber. Let that go : 

My haste is very great: farewell; hie home. 

Hd. Pray, sir, your pardon. 

2?er. WeD, what would you say? 

Hd, I am not worthy of the wealth I owe,* 

Nor dare I say 'tis mine, and yet it is ; 

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber. What would you have? 

Hd. Something; and scarce so much : nothing, indeed. 
I would not tell you what I would, my lord: 

Faith, yes; 

Strangers and foes do sunder, and not kiss. 

Ber. I pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse. 

Hel. I shall not break 3 "Our bidding, good my lord. 
Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur? Farewell 

[Exit Hdenou 

Go thou toward home; where I will never come 
Whilst I can shake my sword or hear the drum. 

Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, coragio! [Eixunt. 




ACT III. 

Scene I. — Fl&rtnce. The Duke’s palace. 


Flourish. Enter the Duke OF Florence, attended; the 
two Frenchmen^ vnth a troop of soldiers. 

Duke. So that fi*om point to point now have you heard 
The fuudamental reasons of this war, 

Whose great decision hath much blood let forth, 

And more thirste after. 

First Lord. Holy seems the quarrel 

Upon your grace’s part; black and fearful 
On the opposer 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much our cousin France 
Would, in so just a business, shut his bosom 
Against our IxjiTOwing prayers. 

Sec. Lord. Good iny lord. 

The reasons of our state I cannot yield, 

But like a common and an outward man, 

That the great figure of a council frames 
By self-unable motion: therefore dare not 
Say what T think of it, since I have found 
Myself in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess'd. 

Duke. Be it his pleasure. 

First Lord. But I am sure tlie younger of our nature, 
That surfeit on their ease, will day by day 
Come here for physic. 

DvJec. Welcome shall they be ; 

And all the honours that can fly from ns 

Shall on them settle. You know your places well ; 

When better fall, for your avails they fell: 

To-morrow to the field. [Flcuridi. Exeunt. 

Scene II. — BausHlon. The Count’s palace. 

Enter CouNTESS and Clown. 

Count. It hath happened all as I would have had it, 
save that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a very 
melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you^ 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot and sing ; mend 
the ruff* and sing; ask questions and sing; 
pick his teeth and sing. I know a man that had this 
trick of melancholy sold a goodly manor for a song. 


Count. Let me see what he writes, and when he inean.<) 
to come. [Opening a letter. 

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel since I was at court : 
our old ling and our Isbels o’ the country are nothing 
like your old ling and your Isbels o’ the court : the brains 
of my Cupid’s knocked out, and I begin to love, as an 
old man loves money, with no stomach. 

Count, What have we here ? 

Clo. E’en that you have there. [Exit. 

Cownt. [Beads.^ I have sent you a daughter-in-law : 
she hath recovered the king, and undone me. I have 
wedded her, not bedded her; and sworn to make the 
‘not’ eternal. You shall hear I am run away: know it 
before the report come. If there bo breadth enough m 
the world* 1 will hold a long distance. My duty to yon 

Your unfortunate son, 

Bertram. 

This is not well, rash and unbridled boy, 

To fly the favours of so good a king ; 

To pluck his indignation on thy head 
By the misprising of a maid too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within between 
two soldiers and my young lady! 

Count. What is the matter ? 

Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the news, some 
comfort ; your son will not be killed so soon as 1 thought 
he would. 

Count. Why should he be killed? 

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I ’hear he 
does: the danger is in standing to’t; that’s thd loss of 
men, though it be the getting of children. Hare they 
come will tell you more : for niy part, I only h^r your 
son was run away. [Exit. 

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 

First Cent. Save you, good madam. 

Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 

Sec. OerJt. Do not say so. 

Count. Thfnk upon patience. Pray you, gentlemen, 

1 have felt so many quirks of joy and grief. 
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That the first face of neither, on the start, 

Can woman me unto*t ; where is my son, I pray you ? 
Sec, Oent, Madam, he*8 gone to serve the duke of 
Florence : 

We met him thitherward; for thence we came, 

And, after some dispatch in hand at court. 

Thither we bend again. 

Hel. Look on his letter, madam ; here’s iny passport. 
[Reads,'] When thou canst get the ring upon my finger 
which never shall come off, and show mo a child begotten 
of thy body that I am father to, then call me husband: 
but in such a 'then' I write a ‘never,* 

This is a dreadful sentence. 

Count, Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 

First Gent, Ay, madam ; 

And for the contents* sake are sorry for our pains. 

Count, I prithee, lady, have a better cheer; 

If thou engrosscst all the griefs are thine, 

Thou robb'st me of a moiety : he was my son ; 

But I do wash his name out of my blood 
And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he ? 
Sec. Gent. Ay, madam. 

Count. And to be a soldier ^ 

Sec. Gent. Such is his noble purpose; and, believe’t. 
The duke will lay upon him all the honour 
Tliat good convenience claims. 

Count. Keturn you thither? 

First Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of speed. 
Uel. [Reads.] ‘Till I have no wife, I have nothing 
in France.* 

*Tis bitter. 

Count. Find you that there? 

Hcl. Ay, madam. 

First Oent. ’Tis but the boldness of his hand, haply, 
which his lieart was not consenting to. 

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife! 
There’s nothing here that is too good for him. 

But only she ; and she deserves a lord 
That twenty such rude boys might tend upon, 

And call her hourly mistress. Who was with him ? 

First Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have sometime known. 

Count. Parolles, was it not? 

First Gent. Ay, my good lady, he. 

Count, A very tainted fellow, and full of wickedness. 
My son corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

First Gent, indeed, good lady. 

The fellow has a deal of that too much, 

Which holds him much to have. 

Count, You’re welcome, gentlemen. 

I will entreat you, when you see my son. 

To tell him that his sword can never win 
The honour that he loses: more I'll entreat you 
Written to l>ear along. 

Sec, Gent, We serve you, madam, 

In that and all your worthiest affairs. 

Count, Not so, but as we change our courtesies. 

Will you draw near ? [Exeunt Countess and Gentlemen, 
Hel, ‘Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France.’ 
Nothing ill France, until he has no wife! 

'Phou shalt have none, Rousillon, none in France; 

Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is't 1 

That chase thee from thy country, and expose 

Those tender limbs of thine to the event 

Of the none-sparing war? and is it I 

That drive thee from the sportive court, where thou 

Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of smoky muskets? 0 you leaden messengers. 


That ride upon the violent speed of fire. 

Fly with false aim; move the still-piecing* air, « Ev«-«io«iur. 
That sings with piercing; do not touch my lord. 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there; 

Whoever charges on his forward brefist, 

I am the caitiff that do hold him to’t ; 

And, though I kill him not, I am the cause 

His death was so effected : better ’twere 

I met the ravin lion when he roar’d 

With sharp constraint of hunger ; better 'twere 

That all the miseries which nature owes 

Were mine at once. No. come thou homo, Kousillon, 

Whence honour but of danger wins a scar, 

As oft it loses all ; I will be gone ; 

My being Here it is that holds tliee lienee: 

Shall I stay here to do’t? no, no, although 
The air of paradise did fan the house 
And angels officed all : I will be gone, 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight, 

To consolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, ilay ! 

For with the dark, poor thief, I’ll steal away. [Exit. 

Scene 111. — Florence, Before the Duke’s palace. 

Flourish, Enter the Duke OF Flokence, Ei« U'l kam, Parolles, 
Soldiers, Drum, and Trumpets. 

Duke. The general of our horse thou art; and ive, 
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence 
Upon thy promising fortune. 

Bcr. Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my strength, but yet 
We’ll strive to bear it for your worthy sake 
To the extreme edge of hazard. 

iMike. Then go thou forth; 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm, 

As thy auspicious mistress’. 

Ber, This very day, 

Great Mars, I put myself into thy file : 

Make me but like my thoughts, and I t'liall ])rove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [E.LCvnt 

Scene IV. — Rousillon. The Count’s palace. 

Enter Countess and Steward. 

Count, Alas ! and would you hike the letter of her ? 
Might you not know she w'ould do as she has done, 

By sending me a letter ? Bead it again. 

Stew. 

I am Saint Jaques’ pilgrim, thither gone : 

Ambitious love hath so in me offended, 

That barefoot plod I the cold ground upon, 

With sainted vow my faults to have amended; 

Write, write, that from the bloody course of war 
My dearest master, your dear son, may hie : 

Bless him at home in peace, whilst I from far 
His name with zealous fervour sanctify: 

His taken labours bid him me forgive, 

I, his despiteful Juno, sent him forth 
From courtly friends, with camping foes to live. 

Where death and danger dogs the heels of worth : 

He is too good and fair for death and me; 

Whom I myself embrace, to set him free. 

Count. Ah, what sharp stings are in her mildest wordsl 
Biualdo, you did never lack advice so much, 

As letting her pass so: had I spoke with her, 

I could have well diverted her intents, 

Which thus she hath prevented. 

SicnK Pardon me, madam: 

If I had given you this at over-night. 
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She might have been o’erta'en; and yet she writes, 
Pursuit would be but vain. 

CourU. What angel shall 

Bless this unworthy husband? he cannot thrive, 

Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear 
And loves to gmnt, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greatest justice. Write, write, Binaldo, 

To this unworthy husband of his wife; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth 
That he does weigh too light: my greatest grief. 
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 

Dispatch the most convenient messenger: 

'When haply he shall hear that she is gone. 

He will return; and hope 1 may that she. 

Hearing so much, will speed her foot again. 

Led hither by pure love : which of them both 
Is dearest to me, 1 have no skill in sense 
To make distinction: provide this messenger: 

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak; 

Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak. [Exmni. 


Scene 'V. — Flortnee. Without the vxtlh. A tucket afar off. 

Bitter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, 
and Mariana, viith other Citizens. 

Wid. Nay, come; for if they do approach the city 
we shall lose all the sight. 

Dia. They say the French count has done most 
honourable service. 

Wid. It is reported that he has taken their greatest 
commander; and that with his own hand he slew the 
duke’s brother. [Tucket."] We have lost our labour; they 
are gone a contrary way: bark! you may know by their 
trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let’s return again, and suffice ourselves 
with the luport of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French earl: the honour of a maid is her name; and no 
lega^ is so rich as honesty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour how you have been 
solicited by a gentleman his companion. 



Mar. I know that knave; hang him! one Porolles: 
a filthy oflicer he is in those sup;estionB for the young 
earL Beware of them, Diana; their promises, enticements, 
oaths, tokens, and all these engines of lust, are not the 
things they go under: many a maid hath been soluced 
by them; and the misery is, example, that so terrible 
shows in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that 
dissuade succession, but that they are limed with the 
twigs that threaten them. I hope 1 need not to advise 
you further; but 1 hope your own grace will keep you 
where you are, though there were no further danger Imown 
but the modesty which is so lost. 

Dia. You shall not need to fear me. 

Wid. I hope so. 

Enter Helena, disguised like a Filgrim. 

Look, here comes a pilgrim: I know she will lie at 
my house ; thither they send one another : I'll question 
her. God save you, pilgrim ! whither are you bound ? 

Set. To Saint Jaques la Grand. 

Where do the polmeia lodge, I do beseech you ? 

Wid. At the Saint Francis here betide the p<Hl 

HeL Is this the way? 

Wid. Ay, mar^, is't [A march q/br.] Hark yon! 
thqr come this wa^. 

If you '^l tarry, holy pugrim, bat till the troops come by, 


I will conduct you wliere you shall be lodged; 

The rather, for I think I know your hostess 
As ample as myself. 

Hel. Is it yourself? 

Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim. 

Hel I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure. 
Wid. You came, I think, from France? 

Hd. I did so. 

Wid. Here yon shall see a countryman of yours 
That has done worthy service. 

Hel. * His name, I pray you. 

Dia. The Count Bousillon: know you such a one? 
Hd. But by the ear, that hears most nobly of him : 
His face I know not. 

Dia. Whatsome’er he is, 

He’s bravely taken bore. He stole irom France, , 

As 'tis reported, for the king had married him 
Against his liking: think you it is so? 

HeL Ay, surely, mere* the truth: I know liis *^*''* 
lady. 

Dia. There is a gentleman that serves the count 
Beports but coarsely of her. 

Hd. What's his name? 


Dia. Monsieur FaroUes. 

Hd. . O, I believe with him. 

In aigument of praise, or to the worth 
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Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
To have her name repeated: all her deserving 
Is a reserved honesty, and that 
I have not heard examine'd. 

Dio. Alas, poor lady! 

'Tis a hard bondage to become the wile 
Of a detesting loid. 

Wtd. I warrant, good creature, wheresoe’er she is, 
Her heart weighs sadly: this young maid might do her 
A shrewd turn, if she pleased. 

ffel. How do you mean? 

May be the amorous count solicits her 
In the unlawful purpose. 

Wid. He does indeed; 

And brokea* with all that can in such a suit «!’•»<*•«» 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 

But she is arm’d for him, and keeps her guard 
In honestest defence. 

Mar. The gods forbid else! 

Wtd. So, now they come : 


Drum and Colours. 

Entor Bertram, Parolles, and the whole army. 

That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son; 

That, Escalus. 

ffd. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia. He : 

That with the plume: ’tis a most gallant fellow. 

I would he loved his wife: if he were honester 
He were much goodlier: is’t not a handsome gentleman* 
ffel. I like him well. 

Dta. ’Tis pity he is not honest: yond’s that same 
knave 

That leads him to these places: were I his lady, 

I would poison that vile rascal. 
ffd- Which is he^ 

Dta, That jack*an-apes with scarfs : why is he melan- 
choly ? 

ffel. Perchance he’s hurt i’ the battle. 

Par. Lose our drum! well. 



Mar. He’s shrewdly vexed at something : look, he has 
spied us. 

Wtd. Marty, hang you! 

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier! 

[^seunt Bertram, ParoUes, and army. 

' Wid. The troop is past Com^ pilgrim, I will bring you 
Where you shall host: of enjoin’d penitents 
There’s four or live, to great Saint Jaques bound. 
Already at my house. 

lid. 1 humbly thank you: 

Please it this matron and this gentle maid 
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me; and, to requite you further, 

I will bestow some precepts of' t^ virgin '°*' 

Worthy the note. 

Both. We’ll take your offer kindly. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI . — Camp l^ore Florenu. 

Enter Bertram and the two French Lords. 

See. Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to’t; let him 
have his way. 


First Lord. If your lordship find him not a hildmg, 
hold me no more in your respect 

See. Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you think I am so far deceived in him? 

See. Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him as 
my kinsman, he’s a most notable coward, an infinite and 
endless liar, an hourly promise-breaker, the owner of no 
good quality woithy your lordship’s entertainment. 

First Lord. It were fit you knew him; lest, reposing 
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at 
some great and trusty business- in a main danger ful you. 

I would I knew in what particular action to try 

him. 

First Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his 
drum, which you hear him so confidently undertake to do. 

See. Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines, will suddenly 
surprise him ; such I will have, whom I am sure he knows 
not from the enemy : we will bind and hoodwink him 
so, that he shall suppose no other but that he is carried 
into the leaguer* of the adversaries, when we *?' 
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brinj( liim to our own tents. Be but your lordship present 
at lus examiuatiou : if he do not, for the promise of his 
life and in the highest compulsion of base fear, offer to 
betray you and driver nil the intelligence in his power 
against you, and that with the divine forfeit of his soul 
upon oath, never trust my judgment in any thing. 

First Lord. 0, for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
his drum ; he says he has a stratagem for’t ; when your 
lordship sees the bottom of bis success in’t, and to what 
metal this counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, if ^ou 
give him not John Drum’s entertainment, your inclining 
cannot be removed. Here he comes. 

Enter Parolles. 

Sec. Lord. [Aside to Ber!\ 0, for the love of laughter, 
hinder not the honour of his design; let him fetch oil* 
his drum in any hand. 

Aer. How now, monsieur! this drum sticks sorely in 
your disposition. 

First Lord. A pox on’t, let it go; ’tis but a drum. 


Par. ‘But a drum’! is’t ‘hut a drum’? A drum so 
lost ! There was excellent command — to charge in with our 
horse upon our own wings, and to rend our own soldiers ! 

First Lord. That was not to be blamed in the com- 
mand of the service ; it was a disaster of war that Ccesnr 
himself could not have prevented, if he had been there 
to command. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our success; 
some dishonour wo had in the loss of that drum ; but 
it is not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have been recovered. 

Ber. It might; but it is not now. 

Par. It is to l)e recovered; but that the merit of 
service is seldom attributed to the true and exact per- 
former, I would have that drum or another, or ‘ hie jacct.’ 

Ber. Why, if you have a stomach, to’t, monsieur; if 
you think your mystery in stratagem can bring this in- 
strument of honour again into his native quarter, be 
magnanimous in the enterprise and go on ; I will grace 
the attempt for a worthy exploit ; if you speed well in 
it, the duke shall both speak of it, and extend to you 



what further becomes his greatness, even to the utmost 
syllable of your worthiness. 

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake it. 
Ber. But you must not now slumber in it. 

Par. I’ll about it this evening: and I will presently 
pen down my dilemmas, encourage myself in my certainty, 

{ rat mysdf into my mortal preparation ; and by midnight 
ook to hear further from me. 

Ber. Majr 1 be bold to acquaint his grace you are 
gone about it? 

Par. I know not what the success will be, my lord ; 
but the attempt 1 vow. 

Ber. I know thou'rt valiant; and, to the possibility 
of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee. Farewell. 
Par. 1 love not many words. [ExU. 

See. Lord. No mote than a fish loves water. Is not 
this a strange fellow, my lord, that so confidently seems 
to undertake this bnsiness. which he knows is not to be 
done ; damns himself to do, aud dares better be damned 
than to do’t. 


First Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we 
do ; certain it is, that he will steal himself into a man’s 
favour, and for a week escape a great deal of discoveries; 
but wlien you find hiig out, you have him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think he will make no deed at all 
of this that so seriously he does address himself uuto? 

Sec. Lord. None in the world; but return with an 
invention, and clap upon you two or three probable Hes : 
but we have almost embossed him;* you »Huiiirthtos»ir». 
shall see his fall to-night ; for inde.ed he is not for your 
lordship’s respect 

First Lord. We’ll nrake you some sport with the^fox 
ere we case him. He was first smoked by the old lord 
lafeu : when his disguise and he is parted, tell me what 
a sprat you shall find him; which you shall see this 
very night 

&e. Lord. I must go look my twigs : he shall be caught 

Ber. Your brother he shall go along with me. 

See, Lord. Ast please your lordship: I’ll leave you. 

[ExU. 
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Btr, Now will 1 lead you to the hous^ and show you 
The lass 1 spoke of. 

First Lord. But you say she’s honest 

Ber. That’s all the fault: I spoke with her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold; but I sent to her, 

By this same coxcomb that we have i’ the wind, 

Tokens and letters which she did re-send; 

And this is all I have done. She’s a fair creature: 

Will you go see her? 

First Lord. With all my heart, my lord. 

[ExeuiU. 

Scene VII. — Florence. The Widow’s Aouse. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 

Hel. If you misdoubt me that I am not she, 

I know not how I shall assure you further, 

But 1 shall lose the grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Though my estate be fallen, I was well bom. 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses: 

And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

Hel. Nor would I wish you. 

First, give me trust, the count he is my husband. 

And what to your sworn counsel* I have spoken ’ 

Is so from word to word; and then you cannot. 

By the good aid that I of you shall borrow. 

Err in bestowing it. 

W%d. I should believe you; 

For you have show’d me that which well approves 
You’re great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purse of gold. 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 

Which 1 will over-pay and pay again 

When I have found it. The count he wooes your daughter. 


Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty, 

Resolved to carry her: let her in fine consent. 

As we'll direct her how 'tis best to bear it. 

Now his important* blood will nought deny » 

That she’ll demand: a ring the county wears. 

That downward hath succeeded in his house 
From son to son, some four or five descents 
Since the first father wore it: this nngs be holds 
In most rich choice; yet in his idle’ hre, timp^uonk 
To buy his will, it would not seem too dear. 

Howe’er repented after. 

Wid. Now I see 

The bottom of your purpose. 

Hd. You see it lawful, then: it is no more. 

But that your daughter, ere she seems as won. 

Desires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 

In fine, delivers me to fill the time. 

Herself most chastely absent: alter this. 

To marry her, I’ll add three tliousand crowns 
To what is past already. 

Wid. I have yielded: 

Instruct my daughter how she shall persever, 

Tliat time and place with this deceit so lawiul 
May prove coherent Every night he comes 
With musics of all sorts, and songs composed 
To her unworthiness: it nothing steads us 
To chide him from our eaves; for he persists 
As if his life lay on’t 

Htl. Why, then, to-night 

Let us assay our plot; which, if it speed. 

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed. 

And lawful meaning in a lawful act. 

Where Ixith not sm, and yet a sinful fact: 

But let’s about it \Exmnt 
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ACT IV. 

Scene L — Without the Florentine camp. 


Enter Second French Lord, with five or six other Soldiers 
in ambush. 

See. Lord. He can come no other way but by this 
hedge-cornet. When you sally upon him, speak what 
terrible language you will : though you understand it 
not yourselves, no matter; for we must not seem to under- 
stand him, unless some one among us whom we must 
produce for an interpreter. 

First Sold. Good captiUn, let me he the interpreter. 

See. Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows he 
not thy voice ? 

First S<dd. No, sir, I warrant you. 

Sec. Lord. But what linsey-woolsey hast thou to speak 
to us again? 

First Sold. E’en snch as you speak to me. 

See. Lord. He must think us some band of strangers 
i’ the adversary’s entertainment Now be bath a smack 
of all neighbouring languages; therefore we must every 
one be a man of his own fancy, not to know what we 
speak one to another; so we seem to know, is to know 
straight our purpose: choughs* language, gabble enough, 
and good enough. As for you, interpreter, you must 
seem very politic. But couch, ho 1 here he comes, to be- 
guile two hours in a sleep, and then to return and 
swear the lies he forges. 

Enter Pasoixeb. 

Par. Ten o'clock: within these three hours 'twill be 
time enough to go home. What shall I say 1 have done? 
It must be a very plausive invention tMt carries it: 
they begin to smoke me; and disgraces have of late 
knocked too often at my door. I find my tongue is too 
foolhardy; but my heart hath the fear of Mars before it 
and of his creatures, not daring the reports of my tongue. 

See. Lord. This is the first truth that e’er thine own 
tongue was guilty of. 


Par. What the devil should move me to undertake 
the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the im- 
possibility, and knowing I had no such purpose ? I must 
give myself some hurts, and say 1 got them in exploit: 
yet slight ones will not carry it; they will say, ‘Came 
you off with so little ?’ and great ones I dare not give. 
iVherefore, what’s the instance ? Tongue, I must put you 
into a butter-woman’s mouth, and buy myself another of 
Bajazet’s mule, if you pratCle me into these perils. 

See. Lord. Is it possible he should know what he is, 
and be that he is? 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would serve 
the turn, or the breaking of my Spanish sword. 

See. Lord. We cannot afford you so. 

Par. Or the baring of my beard; and to say it was 
in stratagem. 

See. urrd. Twould not do. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say I was stripped. 

See. Lord. Hardly serve. 

Par. Though I swore I leaped from the window of 
the citadel — 

See. Lord. How deep? 

Par. Thirty fathom. 

See. Lard. Three great oaths would scarce make tliat 
be believed. 

Par. I would I had any drum of the enemy’l: I 
would swear I recovered it 

See. Lord. You shall hear one anon. 

Par. A drum now of the enemy’s — [Alarum wWiin. 

See. Lord. Throca movousus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 

All. Caigo, cargo, cargo, viUianda par corbo, cargo. 

Par. 0, ransom, ransom I do not bide mine eyei. 

[They seize and blin^oid him. 

First Sold. Boskos thromuldo boskos. 

Par. I know you are the Muskos’ regiment: 

And I shall lose my life for want of language : 

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
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Italian, or French, let him apeak to me; I’ll 
Discover that which sltall undo the Florentine. 

Fit'a Sold. Boskos vauvado : I undei-stand thee, and 
can 'apeak thy tongue. Kerelybonto, sir, betake thee to 
thy faith, for seventeen poniards are at thy bosom. 

Par. O ! 

First Sold. O, pray, pray, pray ! Manka revania dulche. 
Sec. Lord. Oscorbidulchos volivorco. 

First Sold. The general is content to spare thee yet; 
And, hoodwink’d as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee : haply thou' mayst inform 
Something to save thy life. 

Par. O, let me live! 

And all the secrets of our camp I’ll show. 

Their force, their purposes; nay. I’ll speak that 
Which you will wonder at. 

First Sold. But wilt thou faithfully? 

Par, If I do not, damn me. 

First Sold. Acordo hnta. 

Come on; thou art granted space. 

[Exit, roith ParolUs guarded. A short alarum within. 
Sec. Lord. Go, tell the Count Bousillon, and my brother. 
We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him muffled 
Till we do hear from them. 

Sec. Sold. Captain, I will. 

Sec. Lord. A’ will betray us all imto ourselves; 
Inform on that. 
iSec. Sold. So I will, sir. 

Sec. lAn'd, Till then I’ll keep him dark and safely 
lock’d. [Exeunt. 

Scene 1\.’—Fl<nenee. TIu Widow’s house. 

Enter Bertkam and Diana. 

Ber. They told me that your name was Fontibell. 
Dia. No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber. Titled goddess ; 

And worth it, with addition! But, fair soul, 

111 your fine frame hath love no quality? 

If the quick lire of youth light not your mind, 

You are no maiden, but a monument: 

When you are dead, you should be such a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and stern;* «v»TWtof- 
And now you should be as your mother was 
When your sweet self was got 
Bia. She then was honest. 

Ber. So should you be. 

IHa. No: 

My mother did but duty ; such, my lord. 

As you owe to your wife. 

Ber. No more o’ that; 

I prithee, do not strive against my vows: 

I was compell’d to her; but I love thee 
By love's own sweet constraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of service 
Dio. Ay, so you serve us 

Till we serve you; but when you have our roses. 

You. barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves. 

And mock us with our bareness. 

Ber. How have 1 sworn! 

Dia. ’Tis not the many oaths that makes the truth. 
But the plain single vow that is vow’d true. 

What is not holy, that we swear not by. 

But take the High'st to witness: then, pray you, tell me. 
If I should swear by God’s great attribute 
I loved you dearly, would you believe my oaths. 

When 1 did love you ill ? This has no bolding, 

To swear by him whom I protest to love, 

That I will work against hun: therefore your oaths 


Are words and poor conditions, but unseal’d. 

At least in my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it; 

Bo not so holy-cruel; love is holy; 

And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts 

That you do charge men with. Stand no more off. 

But give thyself unto my sick desires. 

Who then recover: say thou art mine, and ever 
My love as it begins shall so persever. 

Dia. I see that men make hopes in such a snare 
That we’ll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring. 

Ber. I’ll lend it thee, my dear; but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Dmi. Will you not, my lord? 

Ber, It is an honour ’longing to our house. 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors; 

Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 
In me to lose. 

Dia. Mine honour’s such a ring: 

My chastity’s the jewel of our house. 

Bequeathed down from many ancestors; 

Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 
In me to lose: thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in the champion Honour on my part, 

Against your vain assault 
Ber. Here, take my ring: 

My house, mine honour, yea, my life, be thine. 

And I’ll be bid by thee. 

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber- 
window : 

I’ll order take my mother shall not hear. 

Now will I charge you in the band of truth. 

When you have conquer’d my yet maiden bed, 

Bemain there but an hour, nor speak to me: 

My reasons are most strong; and you shall know them 
When back again this ring shall be deliver’d: 

And on your finger in the night I’ll put 
Another ring, that what in time proceeds 
May token to the future our past deeds. 

Adieu, till then; then, fail not. You have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 

Ber. A heaven on earth I have won by wooing thee. 

[Exit. 

Dia. For which live long to thank both heaven and me! 
You may so in the end. 

My mother told me just how he would woo, 

As if she sat in’s heart; she says all men 
Have the like oatlis: he had sworn to many me 
When his wife’s dead; therefore I’ll lie with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid,* 

Marry that will, I live and die a maid: 

Only in this disguise I think’t no sin 

To cozen him that would unjustly win. [Exit. 

Scene III . — The Florentine camp. 

Enter the two Freneh Lords and some two or three Soldiers. 

First Lord. You have not given him his mother’s letter ? 
See. Lord. I have delivered it an hoiu: since : there 
is something. in’t that stings his nature; for on the read- 
ing it he changed almost into another man. 

First Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon 
him for shaking off so good a wife and so sweet a lady. 

See. Lffrd. Especially he hath incurred the everlasting 
displeasure of the king, who had even tuned bis bounty 
to sing happiness to him. 1 will tell you a thing, but 
you shall let it dwell darkly with you. 

First Lord. When you liave spoken it, ’tis dead, and 
I am the grave of it. 
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Sec. Lord. He Imtli porvcrtod a young gentlewoman 
Iiore in Florence, of a mast chaste renown ; and this 
nigiit lie fleshes his will in the spoil of her honour: he 
hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks himself 
made in the unchaste composition. 

First Lord. Now, God delay our rebellion I as we are 
ourselves, what things are we! 

Sec. Lord. Merely* our own traitors. And as 
in the common course of all treasons, we still see them 
reveal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred ends,* 
so he that in this action contrives against * dMm. 

his own nobility, in his proper stream o’erflows himself. 

First Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents ? We shall not then 
have his company to-night ? 

Sec. Lord. Not till after midnight; for he is dieted 
to his hour. 

First Lord. That approaches apace; I would gladly 
have him see his company* anatomized, that he 
might take a measure of his own judgments, wherein 
so curiously he had set this counterfeit. 

Sec. Lord. We will not meddle with him till he come; 
for his presence must be the whip of tlie other. 

Find Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of these 
wars? 

Sec. Lord. I hear there is an overture of peace. 

First Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded. 

Sec. Lord. What will Count Rousillon do tlien ? will 
he travel higher, or return again into Franco? 

First Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you are not 
altogether of his council. 

Sec. Lord. Let it be forbid, sir; so shoidd 1 be a 
great deal of his act 

First Lord. Sir, his wife some two months since fled 
from his house: W pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint 
Jaques le Grand: which holy undertaking with most 
austere sanctimony she accomplished ; and, there residing, 
the tenderness of her nature became as a prey to her 
grief; in flne, made a groan of her last breath, and now 
she sings in heaven. 

Sec. Lord. How is this justified ? 

First Lord. The stronger part of it by her own let- 
ters, which makes her story true, even to the point of 
her death : her death itself, which could not be her office 
to say is come, was faithfully confirmed by the rector 
of the place. 

Sec. Lord. Hath the coimt all this intelligence? 

First Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

Sec. Lord. I am heartily sorry that lieTI be glad of this. 

First Lord. How mightily sometimes we make us 
comforts of our losses I 

Sec. Lord. And how mightily some other times we 
drown our gain in tears! The great dignity that his 
valour hath here acquired for him shall at home be 
encountered with a shame as ample. 

First Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together: our virtues would be proud, if our 
faults whipped them not; and our crimes would despair, 
if they were not cherished by our virtues. 

Enter a Messenger. 

How now 1 where’s your master ? 

Sen. He met the duke in the street, sir, of whom he 
^h taken a solemn leave: his lordship will next morn- 
ing for France. The duke hath offei^ him letters of 
commendations to the king. 

See. Lord. They shall M no more than needful there, 
if they were mote than they can commend 


First Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the king’s 
tartuess. Here’s his lordship now. 

Enter Bertram. 

How now, my lord! is’t not after midnight? 

Ber. I have to-night dispatched sixteen businesses, a 
month’s length a-piece, by an abstract of success:,! have 
congied with the duke, done my adieu with his nearest; 
buried a wife, mourned for her; writ to my lady mother 
I am returning; entertained my convoy: and between 
these main parcels of dispatch enected many nicer needs: 
the last was the greatest, but that 1 have not ended yet. 

Sec. Lord. If the business be of any difiiculty, and 
this morning your departure hence, it requires haste of 
your lordship. 

Ber. I mean, the business is not ended, as fearing to 
bear of it hereafter. But shall we have this dialogue 
between the fool and the soldier? Come, bring forth 
this counterfeit module, has deceived me, like a double- 
meaning prophesier. 

See. Lord. Bring him forth : has sat i’ the stocks all 
night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter; his heels have deserved it, in usurp- 
ing his spurs so long. How does he carry himself? 

Sec. Lord. I have told your lordship already, the 
stocks carry him. But to answer yon as you would be 
understood; he weeps like a wench that had shed her 
milk: he hath confessed himself to Morgan, whom he 
supposes to be a friar, from the tune of his remembrance 
to this very instant disaster of his setting i’ the stocks: 
and what think you be hath confessed? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has a’? 

Sec. lard. His confession is taken, and it shall Im: 
rend to his face: if your lordship be in’t, as I believe 
you are, you must have the patience to hear it. 

Enter I’arolles guarded, and First Soldier. 

Ber. A plague upon him ! muffled ! he can say nothing 
of me: hush, hush! 

First Lord. Hoodman comes! Portotartaroso. 

First Sold. He calls for the tortures: what will you 
say without ’em? 

Par. I will confess what I know without constraint: 
if ye pinch me like a pasty, 1 can say no more. 

First Sold. Bosko chimurcho. 

First Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurco. 

First Sold. You are a merciful general. Our general 
bids you answer to what I shall ask you out of a note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

First Sold. [Redds.] ‘First demand of him how many 
horse the duke is strong.' What say you to that ? 

Par. Five or six thousand ; but very weak and un- 
serviceable: the troops are all scattered, and the com- 
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and credit, 
and as 1 hope to live. 

First Sold. Shall I set down your answer so? 

Par. Do : I’ll take the eiacrament ou’t, how and which 
way you will, 

Ber. All’s one to him. What a past-saving slave is this I 

First Lord. You’re deceived, my lord: this is Mon- 
sieur Parolles, the gallant militarist — that was his own 
hrase — that had the whole theoric of war in the knpt of 
is scarf, and the practice in the chape of his dagger. 

See. Lord. I will never trust a man again for keep- 
ing his sword clean, nor believe he can have every thing 
in him by wearing his apparel neatly. 

First Sold. Well, that's set down. 

Par. Five or six thousand horse, I said— I will say 
true— or thereabouts, set down, for I’ll speak truth. 
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First Lord. He’s very near the truth in this. 

Bsr. But I con* him no thanks for’t, in the •®**' 
nature he delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pra^ you, say.* 

First Sold. Well, that’s set down. 

Par. 1 humbly thank you, sir: a truth’s a tmth, the 
rogues are marvellous poor. 

First Sold. [Bsada.'\ ‘ Demand of him, of what strength 
they are a-fuot.’ What say you to that? 

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this present 
hour, I will tell true. Let me see: Spurio, a hundred 
and fifty; Sebastian, so many; Corambus, so many; 
Jaques, so many ; Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, 
two hundred and fifty each; mine own company, Chito- 
pher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred and fifty each ; so 
that the muster-file, rotten and sound, upon rny life, 
amounts not to filteen thousand poll ; half of the which 
dare not shake the snow from off their cassocks, lest 
they shake themselves to pieces. 

Ber. What shall be done to him? 

First Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De- 
mand of him my condition,* and what credit I 
have with the duke. 

Fir^ Sold. Well, that’s set down. [Beads.'] ‘ Yon 
shall demand of him, whether one Captain Dumain be 
i* the camp, a frenchman; what his reputation is with 
the duke; what his valour, honesty, and expertuess in 
wars; or whether ho thinks it were not possible, with 
well-weighing sums of gold, to corrupt him to a revolt’ 
What say you to this? what do you know of it? 

Par. I beseech y.mt, let me answer to the particular 
of the inter'gatories : demand them singly. 

Ftrst Sold. Do you know this Captain Dumain? 

Par. I know him : a’ was a botcher’s ’prentice in 
Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting the 
shrieve’s fool with child — a dumb innocent, that could 
not say him nay. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; though 
I know his brains are forfeit to the next tile that fa& 

First Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of Flo- 
rence’s camp ? 

Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy. 

First Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we shall 
hear of your lordship anon. 

First Sold. What is his reputation with the duke? 

Par. The duke knows him for no other but a poor 
officer of mine; and writ to me this other day to turn him 
out o’ the band : I think I have his letter in my pocket. 

First Sold. Marty, we’ll search. 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know; either it is 
there, or it is upon a file with the duke’s other letters 
ill my tent. 

First Sold. Here ’tis ; here’s a paper : shall I read it 
to you? 

Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 

First Lord. Excellently. 

First Sold. [Reads!] 'Dian, the count’s a fool, and 
full of gold’ — 

Par. That is not ihe duke’s letter, sir; that is an 
advertisement to a proper miid in Florence, one Diana, 
to take heed of the allurement of one Count Bousillon, 
a foolish idle boy, but for all that very nittish : I pray 
you, sir, put it up again. 

FVrst Nay, I’ll read it first, by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in’t, I protest, was very honest in 
the behalf of the maid; for I knew the young count 
to be a dangerous and lascivious boy, who is a whale 
to virginity, and devours up all the try it finda 


Ber. Damnable both-sides rogue! 

First Sold. [Reads.] ‘When he swears oaths, bid him 
drop gold, and take it; 

After he scores, he never pays the score: 

Half won is match well made; match, and well 
make it; 

He ne’er pays after-debts, take it before; 

And say a soldier, Dian, told thee this. 

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss: 

For count of this, the count’s a fool, I know it. 

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 

Thine, as he vowed to thee in tliinc ear, 

Pabolles.’ 

Ber. He shall bo whipped through the army with 
this rhyme in’s forehead. 

Sec. Lord. This is your devoted friend, sir, the mani- 
fold linguist and the annipotent soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat, and 
now he's a cat to me. 

First Sold. I perceive, sir, by the general’s looks, we 
shall be fain to hang you. 

Par. My life, sir, in any case: not that I am afraid 
to die; but that, my offences being many, I would re- 
pent out the remainder of nature: let me live, sir, in a 
dungeon, i’ the stocks, or any where, so I may live. 

First Sold. We’ll sec what may be done, so you 
confess freely; therefore, once more to this Captain 
Dumain : you have answered to his reputation with the 
duke and to his valour: what is his honesty? 

Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister: for 
rapes and ravishments he parallels Nessus: he professes 
not keeping of oaths; in breaking ’em he is stronger 
than Hercules: he will lie, sir, with such volubility, that 
you would think truth were a fool: drunkenness is his 
best virtue, for he will be swine-drunk; and in his 
sleep he does little harm, save to his bed-clothes about 
him; but they know his conditions and lay him in 
straw. 1 have but little more to say, sir, of his honesty : 
he has every thing that an honest man should not have ; 
what an honest man should have, he has nothing. 

First Lord. 1 b^n to love him for this. 

Ber. For this description of thine honesty ? A i>ox 
upon him ! for me, he’s more and more a cat. 

First Sold. What say you to his expertness in war ? 

Par. Faith, sir, has led the drum before the English 
tragedians; to belie him, I will not, and more of his 
soldiership I know not; except, in that country he had 
the honour to be the officer at a place there called Mile- 
end, to instruct for the doubling of files : I would do the 
man what honour I can, but of this I am not certain. 

First Lord. He hath out-villained villany so far, that 
the rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him! he’s a cat still. 

First Sold. His qualities being at this poor price, I 
need not to ask you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, for a quart d’dcu* he will sell the ‘a*^*** 
fee-simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it; and 
cut the entail from all remainders, and a perpetuid suc- 
cession for it perpetually. 

First S<dd. What’s his brother, the other Captain 
Dumain ? 

Sec. Lord. Why does he ask him of me? 

First Sold. What’s he? 

Par. E’en a crow o’ the same nest; not altogether 
so great as the first in goodness, but greater a great 
deal in evil: he excels his brother for a coward, yet 
his brother is reputed one of the best that is: in a re- 
treat he outruns any lackey; marry, in coming on he 
has the cramp. 
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First Sold. If your life be saved, will you undertake 
to betray the Florentine? 

Par. Ay, and tlie captain of bis horse. Count Sous- 
illon. 

First Sold. Ill whisper with the general, and know 
his pleasure. 

Par. [Aside.'X 111 no more drumming; a plague of 
all drums ' Only to seem to deserve well, and to be- 
gmle the supposition of that lascivious young boy the 
count, have I run into this danger. Yet who would 
have suspected an ambush where I was taken? 

First Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must die : 
the geneiul says, you that have so traitorously discovered 


the secrets of your army, and made such pestiferous im- 
ports of men very nobly held, can serve the world for 
no honest use; therefore you must die. Come, heads- 
man, off with his head. 

Par. 0 Lord, sir, let me live, or let me see my death I 
Fird Sold. 'That shall you, and take your leave of 
all your friends. [Unblindwff Jiini 

So, look alxmt you: know you any here? 

Per. Good moiTow, noble captain. 

See. Lord. Qod bless you. Captain Parolles. 
thrst Lord. God save you, noble captain. 

See. Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my 
Lord Lateu? I am for France. 



Fird Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy 
of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the Count 
Kousillon? an 1 were not a very coward, I’ld compel it 
of you : but fare you well [Exeunt Bertram and Lords. 

Fird Sold. You are undone, captain, all but your 
scarf; that has a knot on’t yet. 

Par. Who cannot be crushed with a plot? 

First Sold. If you could find out a country where 
but women were that had received so much shame, you 
might b^n an impudent nation. Fare ye well, air; I 
am for France too : we shall speak of you there. 

[&cU, vnth Soldiers. 

Par. Yet am I thankful: if my neart were great, 
Twould burst at this. Captain I’ll be no more; 


But I will eat and drink, %nd sleep as soft 
As captain shall: simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live. V^o knows himself a braggart. 
Let him fear this, for it will come to pass 
That eveiy braggart shall be found an asa. 

Rust, sword I cool, blushes! and, Parolles, live ' 
Safest in shame I being fool'd, by foolery thrive! 
Tliere’a place and means for every man alive. 

1*11 after them. [Exit. 

1 

Scene IV.-— f'forwMs. The Widow's hms. 

Elder Helena, Widow, and Diana. 

Hel. That you may well perceive I have not wrong’ d you. 
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One of the greatest in tlie Christian 'world 
Shall be my surety; 'fore whose throne 'tis needful. 

Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel: 

Time was, I did him a deSirud office, 

Dear almost as his life; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's bosom would peep forth. 

And answer, thanks: I duly am infonn'd 
His grace is at Marseilles; to which place 
We nave convenient convoy. You must know, 

1 am supposed dead : the army breaking, 

My husband hies him home; where, heaven aiding, 

And by the leave of my good lord the king. 

We’ll be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle madam. 

You never had a servant to whose trust 
Your business was more welcome. 

Ifel. Not you, mistress. 

Ever a friend whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love: doubt not but heaven 
Hath brought mo up to be your daughter’s dower. 

As it hath fated her to be my motive 

And helper to a husband. But, 0 strange men! 

That can such sweet use make of what they hate. 

When saucy trusting of the cozen’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night: so lust doth play 
With what it loathes fur that which is away. 

But more of this hereafter. You, Diana, 

Under my poor instructions yet must sofiTer 
Something in ray behalf. 

J>ia. Let death and honesty 

Go with your impositions, I am yours 
Upon your will to suffer. 

Ifel. Yet, I pray you : 

But with the word the time will bring on summer. 
When briers shall have leaves as well as thorns. 

And be as sweet as sharp. We must away; 

Our waggon is prepared, and time revives us: 

Aix’s WELL THAT ENDS WELL : Still the fine’s the crown; 
Whate’cr the course, the end is the renowa [JSxeuni. 

Scene V. — Jtousillon, The Count's palace. 

EiUer Countess, Lateu, and Clowa 

Laf. No, no, no, your son was ipisled with a snipt* 
taffeta fellow there, whose villanoos saffron would have 
made all the unbaked and doughy youth of a nation 
in his colour : your daughter-in-law had been alive at this 
hour, and your son here at home, more advanced by the 
king than by that red-tailed humble-bee I speak of. 

Count. I would 1 had not known him; it was the 
death of the most virtuous gentlewoman that ever nature 
had praise for creating. If she had partaken of my flesh, 
and cost me the dearest groans of a mother, I could not 
have owed her a more rooted love. 

Laf. ’Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady ; we may 
pick a thousand salads ere we light on such anOtiier herb. 

Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-marjoram of the 
salad, or rather, the herb of grace. 

Laf. They are not herbs, you knave, they are nose-herbs. 

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I have not 
much skill in grass. ' 

Laf. Whether dost thou profess thyself, a knave or a fool ? 

Clo. A fool, sir, at a woman’s service, and a knave 
at a man’s. 

Laf. Your distinction? 

Clo. 1 would cozen the man of his wif(% and do his 
service. 

Lef. So you were a knave at his service, indeed. 

Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble, sir, to 
do her service. 


Laf. I will subscribe for thee, thou art both knave 
and fool. 

Clo. At your service. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot ser\'e you, I can serve as 
gi-eat a prince as you are. 

Laf. Who’s that? a Frenchman? 

Cb. Faith, sir, a’ has an English name ; but his fis- 
nomy is more hotter in France than there. 

Laf. What prince is that? 

Clo. The black prince, sir ; alias, the prince of dark- 
ness; alias, the devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there’s my purse: I give thee not 
this to suggest* thee from tliy master thou talkest of; 
serve him still. »TWDPt 

Clo. I am a woodland fellow, sir, that always loved 
a great fire; and the master I speak of ever keeps a 
good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of the world ; let 
his nobility remain in’s court. I am for the house with 
the narrow gate, which 1 take to lie too little for pomp 
to enter : some that humble themselves may ; but the 



many will lie too chill and tender, and they’ll be for the 
flowery way that leads to the broad gate and the gieat fire. 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of thee ; 
and I tell thee so before, because I would not fall out 
with thee. Go thy ways: let my horses be well looked 
to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon ’em, sir, they shall be 
jades’ tricks; which are their own right by the law of 
nature. [Ari#. 

Laf. A shrewd knave and an unhappy.* ««!«««»•. 

Count. So he ia My lord that’s gone made himself 
much sport out of him: by his authority he remains 
here, which he thinks is a patent for his sauciness; 
and, indeed, he has no mce, but runs where he will. 

Laf. I like him well; ’tis not amiss. And 1 was 
about to tell you, since 1 heard of the good lady’s death, 
and that my lord your son was upon his return bouie, 
I mov^ the king my master to s^ak in the behalf ( f 
my daughter ; which, in the minority of them both, his 
majesty, out of a self-gracious remembrance, did first pro- 
pose: bis highness hatli promised me to do it: and, to 
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atop up the displeaaure he hath conceived against your 
son, there la no fitter matter. How does your ladyship 
like it 

Count. With very much content, my lord ; and 1 wish 
it happily effected. 

Laf. His highness comes post from Marseilles, of as 
able body as when he numbered thirty: he will be here 
to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in such intelli- 
gence hath seldom failed. 

Count. It rejoices me tliat I hope I shall see him 
ere I die. I have letters that my son will be here to- 
night : I shall beseech your lordship to remain with me 
till they meet together. 

Zaf. Madam, 1 was thinking with what manners I 
might safely be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable privi- 
lege. 


la/. Lady, of that 1 have made a bold charter; but 
I thank my God it holds yet. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. 0 madam, yonder’s my lord your son with a 
patch of velvet oil’s lace : whether there be a scar under’t 
or no, the velvet knows , but ’tis a goodly patch of velvet: 
his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but his 
right cheek is worn bare. 

Laf. A scar nobly ^ot, or a noble scar, is a good livery 
of honour ; so bebke is that. 

Clo. But it 13 your carbonadoed face. 

Laf. Let us go see your son, I pray you: 1 long to 
talk with the young noble soldier. 

Clo. Faith, there’s a dozen of ’em, with delicate fine 
hats and must courteous feathers, which bow the head 
and nod at every man. [Ejxunt. 



ACT V. 

Scene I. — UfarseUles. A street. 


Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two Attendants. 

Hel. Blit this exceeding posting day and night 
Most wear your spirits low; we cannot help it: 

But since you have made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs. 

Be bold yon do so grow in my requital 
As nothing con unroot yoa In happy time; 

Enter a Glentlemaa 

This man may help me to his majesty's ear. 

If he would spend his power. God save you, sir. 

Oent, And you. 

Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 
Oeni. I have been sometimes there. 

Hei. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the tepi^ that gore upon your goodness ; 

And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions. 

Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 


The use of your own virtues, for the which 
I shall continue thankful. 

Oent. What’s your will? 

Hel. That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king. 

And aid me with that store of power you liavo 
To come into his presence. 

Oent, The king’s not here. 

Hd. Not here, sir! 

Oent. Not, indeed: 

He hence removed last night, and with more haste 
Than is his use. 

Wid. Lord, how we bse our pains I 

Hd. All’s well that ends well yet. 

Though time seem so adverse and means unfit. 

I do beseech you, whither is he gone ? 

Oent, Many, as; I take it, to &>usillon; 

Whither I am going. 
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Hd. I do beseech you, sir. 

Since you are like to see the king before me, 

Commend the paper to his ^gracious hand, 

Which I presume shall render you no blame. 

But rather make you thank your pains for it. 

I will come after you with what good speed 
Our means will make us means. 

OeiU. This I'll do for you. 

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well thank’d, 
Whate'6r falls more. We must to horse again. 

Go, go, provide. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — RouaUlon. Before the Count’s palace. 

Enter Clown, and Pabolles, following. 

Par. Good Monsieur Lavache, give my Lord Lafeu 
this letter: I have ere now, sir, been better known to 
you, when I have held familiarity with fresher clothes; 
but I am now, sir, muddied in fortune’s mood, and smell 
somewhat strong of her strong displeasure. 


Clo. 'Truly, fortune’s displeasure is but sluttish, if it 
smell so strongly as thou speakest of: I will henceforth 
eat no fish of fortune's buttering. Prithee, allow the wind. 

Par. Nay, you need not to stop your nose, sir ; I spake 
but by a metaphor. 

Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I will stop 
my nose ; or against any roan’s metaphor. Prithee, get 
thee further. 

Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Foh ! prithee, stand away : a paper from fortune’s 
close-stool to give to a nobleman ! Look, here he comes 

himself. „ ^ 

Elder Lafeu. 


Here is a purr of fortune’s, sir, or of fortune’s cat — ^but 
not a musk-cat — that has fallen into the unclean fish- 
|K)nd of her displeasure, and, as he says, is muddied 
withal : pray you, sir, use the carp as you may ; for he 
looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally knave. 
I do pity his distress in my smiles of comfort, and leave 
him to your lordship. [Exit. 



Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cruelly 
scratched. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do ? Tis too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you played 
the knave with fortune, that she should semteh you, 
who of herself is a good lady, and would not have knaves 
thrive long nndw her? There’s a quart d’4cu for you: 
let the justices make you and fortune friends : I am for 
other business. 

Par, I beseech your honour to hear me one single word. 

Laf. You beg a single penny more : come, you shall 
ha’t; save your word. 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Laf, You beg more than ‘word,’ then. Cox my 
passion! give me your hand. How does your drum? 

Par. 0 my good lord, you M'ere the first that found me ! 

Lef. Was I, in sooth ? and I was the first that lost thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Zqjf. Out upon thee, knave! dost thou put upon me 
at once both the office of God and the devil ? One brings 


thee in grace and the other brings thee out. [Ti-umpets 
sound.] The king’s coming; I know by his trumpets. 
Sirrah, inquire further after me ; I had talk of you last 
night : though yon are a fool and a knave, you shall 
eat ; go to, follow. 

Par. I praise God for you. [Exeunt, 

Scene III. — Rousillon. 2'he Count’s palace. 

Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lafeu, the tun French 
Lords, toith Attendants. 

Eifig. We lost a jewel of her; and our esteem* 

Was made much poorer by it: but your son, 

As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know 
Her estimation home. 

Count. ’Tis past, my liege; 

And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural reltollion, done i' the blaze of youth ; 

Wheji oil and fire, too strong for reason’s force, 
O’erbear’s it and bums on. 

Etna. My honour'd lady, 

50 
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I have foigiven and foijptten all; 

Though my revenges were high bent upon him. 

And watch’d the time to shoot 

This I must say. 

But first I beg my mrdon, the young lord 
Did to bis miyesty, nis mother, and his lady 
OOence of mighty note ; but to himself 
The greatest wrong of all He lost a wife 
Whose beauty did astonish the survey 
Of richest eyes, whose words all ears took captive, 
Whose dear perfection hearts that scorn’d to serve 
Humbly call’d mistress. 

King. Praising what is lost 

Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him hither; 
We are reconciled, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition*; let him not ask our pardon; 

The nature of his great offence is dead. 

And deeper than oblivion we do bury 
The incensing relics of it: let him approach, 

A stranger, no offender; and inform him 
So ’tie our will he should. 

CM. I shall, my liege. [Ant. 

King. What says he to your daughter? have you spoke? 
Laf. All that he is hath reference to your highness. 
King. Then shall we have a match. I have letters sent me 
That set him high in fame. 

Rnier Bebtrak. 

Ldf. He looks well on’t. 

King. I am not a day of season. 

For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail 
In me at once : but to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth ; 

The time is fair again. 

Btr. My high*ropented blames. 

Dear sovereign, pardon to me. 

King. All is whole; 

Not one word more of the corrsumed time. 

Let’s take the instant by the forward top; 

For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of Time 
Steals ere we can effect them. You remember 
The daughter of this lord? 

Ber. Admiringly, my liege, at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue: 

Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 

Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me. 

Which warp’d the line of every other favour; 

Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stolen ; 

Extended or contracted ^ proportions 
To a most hideous object: thence it came 
That she whom all men praised, and whom myself, 
Since I have loet, have loved, was in mine eye 
The dost that did offend it. 

King. Well excused : 

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores away 
From the great compt: but love that comes too late. 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried. 

To the great sendmr turns a sour offence. 

Crying, ‘ That's good that^s gone.' Our rash faults 
Make trivial price of serious tilings we have. 

Not knowing them until we know their grave: 

Oft our displeasures, to ourselves uqjust. 

Destroy our friends and after weep their dost: 

Our own love waking cries to see what’s done, 

While shame full late deeps out the afternoon. 

Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now fraget her. 

Send forth your amorous token for fur MaudUn: 


[Act V. 

The main consents are had; and here we’ll stay 
To see our widower’s second marriage>day. 

Count. Which better than the first, O dear heaven, bless I 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cessel 

Laf. Come on, my son, in whom my house’s name 
Must be digested, give a favour from you 
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter. 

That she may quickly come. {Bertram, gives a rivg.'] By 
my old beard. 

And every hair that’s on’t, Helen, that’s dead. 

Was a sweet creature: such a ring as this. 

The last that e’er I took her leave at court, 

I saw upon her finger. 

Ber. Hers it was not 

King. Now, pray you, let me see it; for mine eye. 
While I was spring, oft was fasten’d to’t 
This ling was mine; and, when I gave it Helen, 

I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Neceasitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft, to reave her 
Of what should stead her most? 

Ber. My gracious sovereign. 

Howe’er it pleases you to take it so. 

The ring was never hers. 

Count. Son, on my life, 

T have seen her wear it; and she reckon’d it 
At her life’s rate. 

Lc^. I am sure I saw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceived, my lord; she never saw it: 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me. 
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that threw it: noble she was, and thought 
I stood ingaged*: but when I had subscribed »w*«*^**- 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully 
I could not answer in that course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceased 
In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himself, 

That wiows the tinct and multiplying medicine. 

Hath not in bature’s mystery more science 

Than I have in this ring: ’twas mine, ’twas Helen’s, 

Whoever gave it you. ^en, if you know 

That you are well acquainted with youieelf, 

Confess ’twos hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her: she call’d the saints to surety 
That she would never put it from her finger. 

Unless she gave it to yourself in bed. 

Where you have never come, or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 

Ber. She never saw it. 

JTtng. Thou speak’st it falsely, as I love mine honour ; 
And 'makest conjectural fears to come into me. 

Which 1 would fain shut out. If it should prove 
That thou art so inhuman — ’twill not pr)ve so; — 

And yet I know not: thou didst hate her dea^y. 

And she is dead; which nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, conld win me to believe, 

More than to see this ring. Take him away. 

[Ovards seize Bertlmm. 

My fore-past proofs, howe’er the matter fall, ' 

Sl^l tax mv fears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear’d too little. Away with him I 
We’ll sift this matter further. 

If you shall prove 

This ting was ever hers, you shall as easy 
Prove that 1 husbimded her bed in Florence, 

Whera yet she nev^ was. [SxU, guarded. 

King, 1 am wn^’d in dismal thinkings. 



Act V.] 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


39S 


Enter a Geiitleiuaii. 

OttU, Gracious sovereign. 

Whether I have been to blrfme or no, I know not: 
Here's a petition irom a Florentine, 

Who hath for four or five removes come short 
To tender it herself. I undertook it. 

Vanquish’d thereto by the fair grace and speech 
Of the poor suppliant, who by this I know 
Is here attending: her business looks in her 
With an importing visage; and she told me. 

In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highness with herself. 

King. {Beada.'\ Upon his many protestations to many 
me when his wife was dead, 1 blush to say it, he won 
me. Now is the Count Rousillon a widower: his vows 
ate forfeited to me, and my honour’s paid to him. He 
stole from Florence, taking no leave, and I follow 'him to 
his country for justice: grantit mo, O king! in you it best 
lias; otherwise a seducer flourishes, and a poor maid is 
undone. Diana. Capilet. 

Laf. 1 will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and toll; 
for ws, I’ll none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafeu, 
To biiug forth this discovery. Seek these suitors: 

Go speedily and bring again the count 
I am afeard the life of Helen, lady. 

Was foully snatch’d. 

Cmnt. Now, justice on the doers! 

Be-emUr Bertram, guarded. 

King. 1 wonder, sir, sith wives are monsters to you. 
And that you fly them as you swear them lordship. 

Yet you desire to marry. 

Enter Widow and Diaka. 

What woman’s that? 

Dia.- I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capilet: 

My suit, as I do understand, you know. 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

Wid. I am her mother, sir, whose age and honour 
Both suffer under this complaint we bring. 

And both shall cease, without your remedy. 

King. Come hither, count; do you know these women? 

Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them ; do they charge me further ? 

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your wife? 

Ber. She’s none of mine, my lo^ 

Dia. If you shall marry. 

You give away this hand, and that is mine; 

You give aeray heaven’s vows, and those are mine; 

You ^ye away myself, which is known mine; 

For 1 by vow am so embodied yours. 

That she which marries you must marry me. 

Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes too short for my daughter: 
you are no husband for her. 

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate creature. 
Whom sometime I have laugh’d 'with : let your highness 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour 
Than for to think that I 'would sink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts, yon have them ill to friend 
Till your deeds gain them : falter prove your honour 
Than in my thought it lies. 

Dia. Good my lord. 

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What sa/st thou to her? 


Ber. She’s impudent, my lord. 

And was a common gamester to the camp. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my lord; if I were so. 

He might have bought me at a common price : 

Do not believe him. O, behold this ring. 

Whose high respect and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel; yet for all that 
He gave it to a commoner o’ the camp. 

If I be one. 

Count. lie blushes, and ’tis it: 

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem, 

Conferr’d by testament to the sequent issue. 

Hath it been owed and worn. This is his wife; 

'That ring’s a thousand proofs. 

King. Methought you said 

You saw one here in court could witness it 
Dia. I (fid, my lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an instrument: his name’s Parolles. 

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man he be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

[Exit an attendant. 
What of him ? 

He’s quoted for a most perfidious slave. 

With all the spots o’ the world tax’d and debosh’d; 
Whose nature sickens but to speak a truth. 

Am I or that or this for what he’ll utter, 

That will speak any thing? 

King. She hath that ring of yours. 

Ber. I think she has: certain it is 1 liked her. 

And boarded her i’ the wanton way of youth: 

She knew her distance and did aqgle for me, 

Madding my eagerness with her restraint, 

As all impediments in fancy’s course 
Are motives of more fancy; and, in fine, 

Her infinite cunning, with her modem grace, 

Subdued me to ber rate : she got the ring ; 

And I had that which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 

Dia. I must be patient: 

You, that have turn’d off a first so noble wife. 

May justly diet me. 1 pray you yet; 

Since you lack virtue, I will lose a husband ; 

Send for your ring, I will return it home. 

And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not 

King. Whet ring was youi's, I pray you? 

Dia. Sir, much like 

The same upon your finger. 

King. Know you this ring ? this ring was his of late. 
Dia. And this was it I gave him, teing abed. 

King. The story then goes false, you threw it him 
Out of a casement 

Dia. I have spoke the tmth. 

Enter Parolles. 

Ber. My lord, I do confess the ring was hers. 

King. You boggle shrewdly, every feather starts you. 
Is this the man you speak of? 

Dia. Ay, my lord. 

King. Tell me, sirrah, but tell me tme, I charge you, 
Not fearing Uie displeasure of your master. 

Which on your just proceeding I’ll keep off. 

By him and by this -woman here what know you ? 

Par. So please vour nuyesty, my master bath b^n 
an honourable gentleman: tricks he hath had in him, 
which gentlemen hava 

King. Corner come, to the purpose : did he love this 
woman? 

Par. Faith, sir, he did love her ; but how ? 
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Kin^. How, I pray you ? 

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves a woman. 

Kvmi. How is that? 

Pan He loved her, sir, and loved her not. 

King, As thou art a knave, and no knave. 

What an equivocal companion is this ! 

Par. I am a poor man, and at your majesty’s command. 

LnJ, He’s a good drum, my lord, but a naughty orator. 

D%a, Do you know he promised me marriage ? 

Par. Faith, I know more than 1*11 speak. 

King, But wilt thou not speak all thou knowest? 

Par. Yes, so please your majesty. I did go between 
them, as I said ; but more than that, he loved her : for 
indeed he was mad for her, and talked of Satan and of 
Limbo and of Furies, and 1 know not what : yet I was 
in that credit with them at that time that I knew of 
their going to bed, and of other motions, as promising 
her marriage, and things which would derive me ill wiu 
to speak of; therefore I will not speak what I know. 

King, Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou canst 
say they arc married : but thou art too fine • in • 
thy evidence; therefore stahd aside. 

This ring, you say, was yours? 

Did, Ay, my goi^d lord. 

King, Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 

Dia, It was not given me, nor I did not buy it. 

King. Who lent it you ? 

Dia, It was not lent me neither. 

KiTtg. Where did you find it, then ? 

Dia, I found it not. 

King. If it were yours by none of all these ways, 
How could you give it him? 

Dia. 1 never gave it him. 

Laf, This woman's an easy glove, my lord ; she goes 
off and on at pleasura 

King. This ring was mine ; I gave it his first wife. 

Dia. It might be yours or hers, for aught I know. 

King, Take her away ; I do not like her now ; 

? 'o prison with her: and away with him. 

Fnless thou tell'st me where thou hadst this ring. 

Thou dicst within this hour. 

Dia. I’ll never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. I’ll put in bail, my liege. 

King. 1 think thee now some common customer.* 
Dia, By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you. USS. 
King. Wherefore hast thou accused him all this while? 
Dia. Because he’s guilty, and he is not guilty; 

He knows I am no maid, and he’ll swear to’t ; 
ril swear I am a maid, and he knows not. 

Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life ; 

I am either maid, or else this old man’s wife. 

King. She does abuse our ears : to prison with her. 


Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal sir: 

[Exit Widou’. 

The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for, 

And he shall surety me. But for this lord. 

Who hath abused me, as he knows himself, 

Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him: 

He knows himself my bed he hath defiled ; 

And at that time he got his wife with child : 

Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick : 

So there's my riddle : one that’s dead is quick : 

And now behold the meaning. 

Re-enter Widow, with Helena. 

King. Is there no exorcist 

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 

Is’t real that I see ? 

Hel. No, my good lord; 

'Tis but the shadow of a wife you see. 

The name and not tho thing. 

Ber. Both, both. O, pardon ? 

Hel. O my good lord, when I was like this maid, 

I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring; 

And, look you, here’s your letter ; this it says : 

‘When from my finger you can get this ring 
And are by me with child,' &c. This is done : 

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won? 

Ber. If she, mv liege, can make me know this clearly, 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel. If it appear not plain and prove untine, 

Deadly divorce step between me and you ! 

O my dear mother, do I see you living ? 

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions ; I shall weep anon ; 
[To Parollee.'] Good Tom Drum, lend me a handkemlier; so, 
[ thank thee : wait on me home, I ’ll make sport with thee: 
Let thy courtesies alone, they arc scurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this story know, 
To make the even tmth in pleasure flow. 

[To Diana.] If thou be'st yet a fresh uncropped flower, 
Choose thou thy husband, and I'll pay thy dower; ^ 
For I can guess that by thy honest aid 
Thou kep'st a wife herself, thyself a maid. 

Of that and oil the progress, more or less, 

Kesolvedly more leisure shall express; 

All yet seems well; and if it end so meet. 

The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. [FlouHsh. 

Epilogue. 

King. The king’s a beggar, now the play is done: 
All is well ended, if this suit be won, 

That you express content ; which we will pay, 

With strife to please you. day exceeding day : 

Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts ; 

Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. [Exeunt 
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ACT I. 

SCBKE I . — A deteH plau. 


Thunder and lightning. Snier three Witches. 

T 1 three meet again 

lightning, or in rain? ^ 

VUeh. When the hurlyWly's done, 

When the battle's loet and won. 
nird WitA. That will be ere the set of ran. 
▼ou n. 


First Witch. Where the place 1 

1 #1.1. *’‘*th. 

2%*rd Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 

Firet Witch. I come, Ora]rmalkinl 
tSee, Witch. Paddock ftull. 

Third Witch. Anon. 


AH. Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 
Hoter through the fog and filthy air. 

1 


[Fcennt. 
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MACBETH. 


[Act I. 


Scene II . — A camp near Forres. 

Alarum toithin. Enter DuNCAN, MalCOLM, DonaLBAIM, 
Lennox, with Attendants, meeting a bleeding Sei^ant. 

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can report. 

As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. This is the servant 

Who like a good and haidv soldier fought 
'Gainst my captivity. Hail, brave Mend! 

Say to the kinp the knowMge of the broil 
As thou didst leave it. 

Ser. Doubtful it stood; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together 
And choke their art merciless Macdonwald — 
Worthy to be a rebel, for to that 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do swarm upon him — from the western isles 


Of kerns and gallowglosses is supplied ; 

And fortune, on liia damned quarrel smiling, 

Show'd like a rebel’s whore : out all’s too weak : 

For brave Macbeth — well he deserves that name — 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish’d steel, 

Which smoked with bloody execution, 
like valour’s minion carved out his passage 
Till he faced the slave; 

Which ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him. 
Tin he unseam’d him from the nave to the chaps. 
And fix’d his head upon our battlemonts. 

Dun. O valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 

Ser. As whence the sun 'gins his reflection 
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break. 

So from that spring whence comfort seem’d to come 
Discomfort sw^. Mai’k, king of Scotland, mark: 
No* sooner justice had, with valour arm’d, 

Compell’d these skipping kerns to trust their heels, 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage. 



With furbish’d arms and new supplies of men 
Begw a fresh assault 
Dun. Dismay'd not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and ]^nquo ? 

Ser. Yes ; 

As sparrows eagles, or the hare the lion. 

If I say sooth, I must report they were 
As cannons overcharged with double cracks;* so they 
Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe: iwwod*!- 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 

Or memorize another Golgotha, 

I cannot telL 

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Dun. So well thy words become thee as thy wounds; 
They smack of honour both. <3o get him surgeons. 
Who comes here? [Exit Sergeant, attended. 


Mai. 


Enter Boss. 

The worthy thane of Boss. 


Len. What a haste looks through his eyes! So should 
he look 

That seems to speak ^ings strange. 

Ross. God save the king! 

Dun. Whence earnest thou, worthy thane? 

Bass. From Fife, great king; 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky 
And fan our people cold. Norway himself, 

With terrible numbers. 

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 

The thane of Cawdor, bqgan a dismal conflict; 

Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapp’d in proof,* 
Confronted him with self-comparisons. 

Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm. 

Curbing his lavish spirit: and, to conclude, 

The victory fell on us. 

Dun. Great happiness! 

Boss. That now 

Sweno, the Norways’ king, craves composition; 
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Act l] 


Nor would we deign him burial of his men 
Till he disbursed at Saint Colme’s inch 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest: go pronounce his present death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Boss. ITl see it done. 

Dun. What he hath lost noble Macbeth hath won. 

[Exeunt 

Scene III . — A heaih near Forres. 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 

First Wttch Where hast thou been, sister^ 


Sec Wvlrh. Killing swine 
Third Wiieh. Sister, where thou 7 
First Witch. A sailor’s wife had chestnuts in her lap. 
And munch’d, and munch’d, and munch’d : — ‘ Give me,’ 
quoth I 

‘Aroint* thee, witch'’ the rump-fed ronyon ciies. ***“»‘' 
Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’ the Tiger. 

But in a Steve I'll thither sail, 

And, like a rat without a tail, 

I’U do. I’ll do, and I’ll do. 

Sec Witch I’ll give thee a wind 
First Witch Thou’rt kind. 

Third Witch And I anothei 



First Witch. I myself have all the other, 
And the very ports they blow, 

All the quarters that tKey know 
r the shipman’s card. 

I wiU drain him dry sis hay: 

Sleep shall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his pent-house lid; 

He shall live a man forbid - 
Weary se’nnights nine times niue 
Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine: 

Though his bark cannot be lost. 

Yet it shall be tempest-tost. 

Look what I have. 

See. Witch. Show me, show me 


Fi)st Witth. Here 1 have a pilot’s thumb, 

Wreck’d os homeward he did come [Drum within. 

Third Witch. A drum, a drum' 

Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weird sisters, hand in hand. 

Posters of the sea and land. 

Thus do go about, about: 

'Thrice to thine, and thiice to mine, 

And thrice again, to make up nine. 

Peace' the charm’s wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo 

Modi So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Ban. How far is’t call’d to Forres? What are these 
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So wither’d end so wild in their sttiro. 

That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth. 

And yet aie on't ? Live you ? or are you aught 
That man may question? Tou seem to understand me, 
By each at once her chappy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips : you should be women, 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

Afacb. Speak, if you can : what are you ? 

/Vrrt WiuA. All hail, Macbeth I hail to thee, thane 
of Glamis ! 

Sec. Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane of 
Cawdor I 

Third Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king 
hereafter! 

Ban. Good sir, why do you start; and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair ? 1’ the name of truth 
Are ye fantastical,* or that indeed 4vi.k)iiMjr. 

Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace and great prediction 
Of noble having and of royal hope. 

That he seems rapt wiUtal: to me prou speak not. 

If you can look into the seeds of time. 

And say which grain will grow and wluch will not. 
Speak then to me, who neither h^ nor fear 
Your favours nor your hate. 

First Witch. Hail! 

Sk. Witch. Hail! 

Third Witch. Hail! 

First Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and grater. 

Sec. Witch. Not so happy, ]%t much happier. 

Third Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none : 
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo! 

First Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail! 

Jfoch. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell, me more : 

By Sinel’s death 1 know I am thane of Glamis; 

But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives, 

A prosperous gentleman; and to be king 
Stands not within the prospect of belief. 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say from wlience 
You owe this strong intelligence? or why 
U^wn this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting? Speak, I charge you. 

[Witc^ vanisdi. 

Ban. The earth hath bobbles, as the water has. 

And these are of them. Whither are they vanish’d? 

ifoch. Into the air; and what seem’d corporal melted 
As breath into the wind. Would they had stay’d! 

Ain. Were such things here as we do speak about? 
Or have we eaten on the insane root 
That takes the reason prisoner? 

Ma£b. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Jfoeb. And thane of Cawdor too: went it not so? 

Ain. To the self-same tune and words. Who’s here? 

EnJUr Boss and Anous. 

Bern. The king hath happily received, Macbeth, 

The news of thy success; and when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels’ figh^ 

His wonders and his praises do contend 
Which should be thine or his: silenced with that. 

In viewing o’er the test o’ the sdJbame day. 

He finds thee in the stout Noiweyan ranks. 

Nothing afeard of what thysdf didst make. 

Strange imagw of death. As thick as tale* ■OM.uaf. 
Came post with post; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in Ins kingdom’s great defence. 

And pour’d them down before him. 


Ana. 

To give thee from our royal inaster thanks; 

Only to herald thee into his sight. 

Not pay thee. 

Ross. And, for an earnest of a greater lionoiir. 

He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor : 

In which addition, hail, most worthy tlwne ! 

For it is thine. 

Am. What, can the devil speak ti-ue? 

Mach. The thane of Cawdor lives : why do you dress me 
In borrow’d robes? 

Ang. Who was the thane lives yet: 

But under heavy judgment bears that life 

Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was combined 

With those of Norway, or did line the rebel 

Witli hidden help and vantage, or that with both 

He labour’d in his country’s wreck, I know not; 

But treasons capital, confess’d and proved. 

Have overthrown him. 

Matdt. [AaUU.'l Olamis, and thane of Cawdor! 
The greatest is behind. [To Ross and Anyua] Tliaiiks 
for your pains. 

[To Am.] Do you not hope your children shall be kings. 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me 
Promised no less to them? 

Am. That trusted home 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 

Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange: 

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm. 

The mstruments of darkness tell us truths; 

Win us with honest trifles, to betmy's 
In deepest consequence. 

Cousins, a word, 1 pray^ you. 

MdtA. [Aside.] Two truths are told, 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme — 1 thank you, gentlemen. 
[Aside.] This supernatural soliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be go^: if ill. 

Why hath it given 'me earnest of success. 

Commencing in a truth? l.am thane of Cawdor: 

If good, whytto I yield to that suggestion* • Ttmuunou 
Whose horrid image doth unfix niy hair 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs. 

Against the use of nature? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings : 

My thought, whose murder ySt is but fantastical. 

Shakes so my single state^ of man, that function 
Is smother’d in surmise, and nothing is 7 w-k «»dition. 
But what is not. 

Ban. Look, how our partner’s rapt. 

Maeb. [Aside.] If chance will have me king, why, 
chance mav crown me. 

Without my stu. 

Am. New honours come upon him, 

like our strange garments, cleave not to their mould 
But with the aid of use. 

Mad). [Aside.] Come what come may. 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day,,' 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 
Mad). Give me your favour: my dull brain was 
wrought 

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your painp 
Are register’d where every day 1 turn 
The leaf to read them. Let us toward the king. ' 
Think upon what hath chanced, and, at more time» 

The interim having weigh’d it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 

Ain. Very gladly. 

Mad). Till theft, enough. Come, friends. [EtcmiU. 
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Scene l\.—Forre$. The palace. 

FUmrith. FiUer Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain 
Lennox, and Atteudanta. 

Dan. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not 
Tliose in commission yet return’d? 

Mai. My liege, 

Tliev are not yet come back. But 1 have spoke 
Wiw one that saw him die: who did report 
That very frankly he confess’d his treasons, 
Implored your highness’ pardon, and set forth 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it; he died 
As one that had been studied in his death 
To throw away the dearest thing he owed. 

As ’twere a careless trifle. 


Dun. There’s no art 

To find the mind’s construction in the face: 

He was a gentleman on whom 1 built 
An absolute trust 

EnUr Macbeth, Banquo, Boss, and Angus. 

O worthiest cousin! 

The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me: thou art so far before. 

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less deserved. 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine! only I have left to say. 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 

MaiA. The service and the loyalty I owe. 

In doing it pays itself. Your highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties; and our duties 



Are, to your throne and state, children and servants. 
Which do but what they should, by doing every thing 
Safe toward your love and honour. 

Dun. Welcome hither : 

I have b^un to plant tbee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 

That hast no less deserved, nor must be known 
No less to have done so, let me infold thee 
And hold tbee to my heart 

Ban. Tljere if I grow, 

The harvest is your own. 

Dun. My plenteous joys. 

Wanton in frilness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. Sons, kinsmen, thanes. 

And you whose places are the nearest know 

We will establish our estate upon 

Our eldest Malcolm, whom wo name hereafter 


The Prince of Cumberland ; which honour must 
Not uuaccompanied invest him only. 

But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers. From hence to Inverness, 

And bind us further to you. 

Mad>. The rest is labour, which is not used for you : 
I’ll be myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The heating of my wife with your approach; 

So humbly take my leave. 

Dun. My worthy Cawdor! 

MaA. [Aside.] The Prince of Cumberland*, that is 
a step 

On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap. 

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires; 

Let not light see my black and deep desires: 

The eye wink at the hand ; yet let that be. 

Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. [i^cif. 
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Dun. True, 'worthy Banquo; he is full so valiant, 
And in his commendations I am fed ; 

It is a banquet to me. Let’s after him. 

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome : 

It is a peerless kinsman. yPlourisli,. Exeunt. 

Scene Y. — Inverness. JHacbeth’s eastlc. 

Enter Iady Macbeth, reading a letter. 

Lady M. ’They met me in the day of success; and 
I have learned by the perfectest report, they have more 
in them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in 
desire to question them further, they made themselves 
air, into which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in 
the wonder of it, came missives* from the king, 
who all'hailed me “Thane of Cawdor;" by which title, 
before, these weird sisters saluted me, and referred me 
to the coming on of time, with “ Hail king that shalt 
be!" This have I thought good to deliver thee, my 
dearest partner of greatness, that thon mightst not lose 
the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what great- 
ness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell’ 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be 
What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too fall o’ the milk of human kindness 
To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great; 

Art not without ambition, but without 

Tlie illness should attend it: what thou wouldst highly. 

That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false. 

And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou’ldst have, great Glamis, 
'Chat which cries, ‘Thus thou must do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do 
Than wishest should be undone.’ Hie thee hither. 

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, 

W'hich fate and metaphysical* aid doth seem »■•»«■•*»*• 
To have thee crown’d withal 

Enter a Messenger. 

What is your tidings? 

Mess. The king comes here to-night. 

Lady M. Thou’rt mad to say it: 

Is not thy master with him? who, were’t so. 

Would have inform’d for preparation. 

Mess. So please you, it is true: our thane is coming: 
One of my fellows had the speed of him. 

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

Lady M. Give him tending; 

He brings great news. [Exit Messenger. 

The raven himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here. 

And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full 
Of direst cruelfyt make thick my blood; 

Stop up the access and passage to remorse, 

Tliat no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my feu purpose, nor keep peace between 
Tlie effect and it 1 Come In’ my woman’s breasts. 

And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers. 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on nature’s mischief! Come, thick night. 

And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell. 

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes, 

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark. 

To cry, ‘Hold, hold I’ 


Enter Macbeth. 

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor! 
Greater than both, by the all-hnil hereafter! 

Thy letters have transported me beyond 
Tins ignorant present^ and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Mach. My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady M. And when goes hence? 

Mach. To-morrow, as he purposes. 

Lady M. 0, never 

Shall sun that morrow see! 

Your face, my thane, is as a book where men 
May read strange matters. To beguile the time. 

Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 

Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent flower. 
But be the serpent under ’t. He that’s coming 
Must be provided for : and you shall put 
This night’s great business into niy dispatch ; 

Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Mae^. We will speak further. 

Lady M. Only look up clear; 

To alter favour ever is to fear: 

Leave all the rest to me. [Exeunt. 

Scene Y1.— Before Macbeth's castle. 

ffautboys and torches. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Don- 
ALBAiN, Banquo, Lenno.y, Macduff, Ross, Angus, and 
Attendants. 

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat; the nir 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of summer. 

The temple-haunting martlet, does appn>v(‘, 

By his loved mansionry, that the heaven’s breatii 
Smells wooingly here: no jutty, frieze, 

Buttress, nor coign of vantage, but this biid 
Hath made his pendent Bed and procreant cradle : 
Where they most breed and haunt, I have observed. 
The air is delicate. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dun. See, see, our honour’d hostess ! 

The love that follows us soinotime is our trouble, 

Which still we thank os love. Herein I tench you 
How you shall bid God ’ild us for your pains. 

And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady M. All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done double. 

Were poor and single business to contend 
Against those honours deep and broad wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house: for those of old. 

And the late dignities heap’d up to them. 

We rest your hermits.' ' 

Dun. Where’s the thane of Caw4or? 

We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose' 

To be his purveyor: but he rides well; t- 

And his great love, sharp, as his spur, hath holp ]iiin 
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess, 

Wo are your guest to-night 

Lady M. Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt,r* '^'*‘** 
To make their audit at your liighness’ pleasure, ■ 

Still to return your own. 

Dun. Give me your hand; 

Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly, 
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And shall continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, hostess. \ExmU. 

Scene VII . — MaebttKi eaMle. 

ffaiUboys and iorehes. Enter a Sewer, and divers Servants 
wiih dishes and service, and jmms over the sta^. Then 
enter Macbeth. 

Macb. If it were done when 'tis done, then ’twcre well 
It were done quickly: if the assassination 
Could trammel up tlte consequence, and catch 
With his surcease success; tiuit but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the eud-aU here. 

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 

We’ld jump the life to come. But in these cases 
We still have judgment here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor: this even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double trust; 

Firat, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host. 

Who should against his murderer shut the door, 

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-oif; 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe. 

Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubim, horsed 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air. 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 

That team shall drown the wind. I have no spur 
To prick the sidcS of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself 
And falls on the other. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

How now! what news? 

TAuly M. He has almost supp'd: why have you left 
the chamber? 

Mach. Hath he ask'd for me? 

Lady M. Know you not he has? 

Ma^. We will proceed no further in this business ; 
He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people. 

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss. 

Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M. Was the hope drunk 

Wherein you dress’d yourself? liath it slept since? 

And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time 
Such I account thy lova Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour 
As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that 
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life. 

And live a coward in thine own esteem. 

Letting ‘I dare not' wait upon ‘I would,' 
like the poor cat i' the adi^ ? 

Maeb. Prithee, peace: 

I dare do all that may become a man; 

Who dares do mote is none. 

Lady M. What beast was't, then. 

That made you break this enterprise to me? 

AVhen you durst do it, then you were a man ; 

And, to be more than what you wore, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place 


Did then adhere, and yet you w'ould make both: 

They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me : 

1 would, while it was smiling in my face. 

Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gums, 

And dash'd the brains out, had 1 so sworn as you 
Have done to this. 

Mach. If we should fail ? 

Lady M. We fail! 

But screw your courage to the sticking-place,’ 

And we’ll not fail. When Duncan is asleep — 

Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 
Soundly invite him — his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassail so convince. 

That memory, the warder of the brain. 

Shall be a fume, and the receipt* of reason * it*«pt*ci» 
A limbeck only : when in swinish sleep 



Their drenched natures lie as in a death. 

What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt 
Of our gieat quell? 

Mach. Bring forth men-children only; 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
NoUiing but moles. Will it not be received. 

When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and used their very daggers, 

That they have doue’t? 

Lady M. Wlio dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death? 

Macb. I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show: 

False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 

[Emmt. 




ACT II. 

Scene I. — Court of Macbeth's castle. 


Enter Banquo, and Fleanck bearing a torch before him. 

Ban. How goes the nighty boy? 

Fie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the clock. 
Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 

FU. I take’t, 'tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my sword. There’s husbandry in 
heaven ; 

Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. 

A heavy summons lies like lend upon me, 

And yet I would not sleep : merciful powers. 

Restrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature 
Gives way to in repose! 

BnJUr Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch. 

Give me my sword. 

Who’s there ? 

Macb. A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's a-bed : 
He hath been in unusual plessure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your officers. 

This diamond he greets your wife withal, 

By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up* 

In measureless content. »c«opi«i«d. 

Afacb. Being unprepared. 

Our will became the servant to defect; 

Which else should free have wrought 
Ban. ‘ All's well. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters: 

To you they have show’d some tnith. 

Maeb. I think not of them : 

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve. 

We would spend it in some words upon that business, 
If you would grant the time. 

^n. At your kind’st leisure. 

Maeb. If you shall cleave to my consent, when ’tis. 
It shall make honour for you. 

Fan. ^ So I lose none 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchised and allegiance clear, 

I shall be counsell’d. 

Maeb. Good repose the while! 

Ban. ’Thanks, sir: the like to you! 

[Eteunt Banquo and Fltanee. 


Maeb. Go bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready. 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 

[Exit Servant. 

Is this a dagger which I see before me. 

The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee. 
I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to sight? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshaH'st me the way that I was going; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest; I see thee still. 

And on thy blade and dudgeon * gouts of blood, • 
Which was not so before.* Tliere’s no such thing: 

It is the bloody business which informs 
Thus to mine eyes. Now o’er the one-half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain’d sleep; witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s ofTerings, and wither’d murder, 

Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf. 

Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace. 
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his design 
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm -set earth, 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout. 

And take the present horror from the time, 

Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives: 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

[A bell rings. 

I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven or to hell. (Exit. 

Scene ll.—The same. I 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk hath made 
me bold ; 

What hath quench'd them hath given me fira Hark! 
Peace 1 
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It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bellmau. 

Which gives the stem’st good-night He is about it: 
The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge witK snores : I have drugg’d their 
possets. 

That death and nature do contend about them. 

Whether they live or die. 

Jfacft. [WUhin.l Who’s there? what, ho! 

Lady M. Alack, I am afraid they have awaked. 

And ’tis not done. The attempt and not the deed. 
Confounds us. Hark! I laid their daggers ready; 

He could not miss ’em. Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept I had done’t. 


Enter Macbeth. 

My husband! 

Mad>. I have done the deed. Didst thou not hear a 
noise? 

Lady M. I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. 
Did not you speak ? 

Mad>. When ? 

Lady M. How. 

MojA. As I descended ? 

Lady it. Ay. 

Madb. Hark ! 

Who lies i’ the second chamber? 



lAfdy M. Donalbain. 

Afa&. This w a sorry sight [Looking on hit hando. 
Lady AI. A foolish thought to say a sorry sight. 
MaA.- There’s one did laugh in’s sleep, and one cried 
' Murder i’ 

That they did wake each other : I stood and heard them : 
But they did say their prayers, and address’d them 
Again to sleep. 

Eetdy it. There are two lodged together. 

One criod, ' Ood bless us I’ and ’ Amen,’ the other; 
As they had seen me with these hangman’s hands. 
Listening their fear, I could not say, ’Amen,’ 

When they did say, ‘God bless us I' 

VOL II. 


Jjody M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Math. But wherefore could not I pronounce ‘Amen’? 
T had most need of blessing, and ‘Amen’ 

Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 

Mad). Methought I heard a voice cry, ‘ Sleep no more ! 
Macbeth does murder sleep’ — the innocent sleep. 

Sleep that knits up the ravell’d sleave of care, 

The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s batii, 

Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course, 

Chief nourisher in life’s feast — 

Lady M. What do you mean? 

2 
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MaA. Still it cried, 'Sleep no morel’ to all the 
house : 

‘Glamis hath murder’d sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more; Macbeth shall sleep no more.’ 
Lady M. Who was it that thus cried ? Why, worthy 
thane. 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things. Go ^t some water. 

And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 

Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 

They must lie there : go carry them ; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Mach. I’ll go no more: 


1 am afraid to think what 1 have done; 

Look on’t again I dare not. 

Lady M. Infirm of purpose! 

Give me the daggers : the sleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures: ’tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed. 

I’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal; 

For it must seem their guilt [Ahtt Knocking within. 

Maeb. Whence is that knocking? 

How is’t with me, when every noise appals me? 

What hands are here? ha! they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand ? No, this rny hand will rather 



The multitudinous seas incarnadine. 

Making the green one red. 

JU-^nUr Laj)Y Macbeth. 

Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. [Knocking wt(Atn.] I hear a 
knocking 

At the south entry: retire we to our chamber: 

A little water clean us of this deed: 

How easy is it, then ! Your constancy . 

Hath left you unattended. [Knotking Harkl 

more knocking. 

Get on your nigh^wn, lest occasion call us. 


And show us to be watchers. Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Madb. To know my deed, ’twere best not know myself. 

[Knodeing HfUhin. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking ! I would thou cMldst ! 

[AaufU. 

Scene III . — The tame. 

Knocking within. Enter a Porter. 

Par. Here’s a knocking indeed ! If a man werejmrter 
of hell-gate, he should have old turning the key. [Knodo- 
ing wiSiin!] Ehock, knock, knock ! Who’s there, i’ the 
name of Beelzebuh ? Here’s a farmer, that hanged him- 
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self on the expectation of plenty : come in, Time ; have 
napkins enow about you ; liei'e you'll sweat for’t. [Knock- 
ing wiihin.l Knock, knock I Who's there, in the other 
devil's name? Faith, her(fs an equivocator, that could 
swear in both the scales aj^inst either scale; who ‘com- 
mitted treason enough for God's sake, yet could not 
equivocate to heaven: 0, come in, Ecpiivocator. [Knock- 
ing within.^ Knock, knock, knock ! Who's there? Faith, 
here's an English tailor come hither, for stealing out of a 
French hose : come in. Tailor ; here you may roast your 
goose. [Kruxleing within.] Knock, knock ; never at quiet ! 
What are you? But this place is too cold for hell. I'll 
devil-iwrtcr it no further ; I had thought to have let in 
some of all professions that go the primrose way to the 
everlasting bonfire. [Knocking within.] Anon, anon ! I 
pray you, remember the porter. [Opens ttu gate. 

Enter Macduff and Lf,nnox 

Maed. Was it so late, friend, ere you went lo bed. 
That you do lie so late ? 


For. 'Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second 
cock : and drink, sir, is a great provoker of three things. 

Mood. What three things does drink especially provoke ? 

For. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and urine. Lechery, 
sir, it provokes, and unprovokes ; it provokes the desire, 
but it takes away the performance ; therefore, much drink 
may be said to be an equivocator with lechery : it makes 
him, and it mars him ; it sets him on, and it takes him 
off; it pcmuadcs him, and disheartens him; makes him 
stand to, and not stand to: in conclusion, equivocates 
him in a sleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him. 

Macd. I believe drink gave thee the lie last night. 

Fort. That it did, sir, i' the very throat on me; but 
I requited him for his lie; and, I think, being too strong 
for him, though he took up my legs sometime, yet 1 
made a shift to cast him. 

Macd. Is thy master stining? 

Elder Macbeth. 

Our knocking has awaked him ; here he conics. 



Len. Good morrow, noble sir. 

Mach. Good morrow, both. 

Maed. Is the king stirring, worthy thane? 

Mach. Not yet. 

Maed. He did command me to call timely on him : 

I have almost slipp'd the hour. 

Meusb. I'll bring you > him. 

Maed. I know this is a joyful trouble to you; 

But yet 'tis one. 

Mach. The labour we delight in physics pain. 

This is the door. 

Maed, I'll make so bold to call. 

For ’tis my limited* service. iAMwiniod. ^ExU. 

Len. Goes the king hence to-day? 

Maeb. He dpes: he did appoint so. 

Lm. The night has been unruly: where we lay, 

Our chimneys were blown down; and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i’ the air; stran^ screams of death. 
And pro^esying with accents terrible 
Of dire combustion and confttsed events 
New hatoh’d to the woeful time: the obscure bird 


Clamour'd the livelong night: some say, the earth 
Was feverous and did shake. 

Mach. 'Twas a rough night. 

Ijen. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Maed. 0 horror, horror, horror! Tongue nor heart 
Cannot conceive nor name thee ! 

What's the matter ? 

Maed. Confusion now hath made his masterpiece I 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o’ the building I 

Mad>, What is't you say ? the life ? 

Xen. Mean you his majesty ? 

Meud. Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight 
With a new Goigon : do not bid me speak ; 

See, and then speak yourselves. 

[JSseunf MadieQi, and Lennox. 
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Awake, awake; 

Ring the alaraon-belL Murder and treason ! 

Bauqoo and Donalbain 1 Malcolm I awake I 
Shake off this down^ sleep, death's counterfeit, 

And look on death itself! up, up, and see 
The great doom's image I Malcolm ! Banquo I 
As from your graves rise up^ and walk like sprites, 

To countenance this horror! Ring the bell. {liell rings. 

Se-enUr Laot Macbeth. 

Lady If. 'What's the business, 

That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house ? speak, speak ! 

Jfacd. O gentle lady, 

'Tis not for you to hear what I can speak: 

The repetition, in a woman's ear. 

Would murder as it fell. 

Besnttr BaMQUO. 

O Banquo, Baiiqno, 

Our royal master's murder'd! 

Lady M. Woe, alas ! 

What, in our house? 

Ban. Too cruel any where. 

Dear Duff, I prithee, contradict thyself. 

And say it is not sa 

Rs-enter Macbeth and Lennoe, wUh Ross. 

Masb. Had I but died an hour before this chance, 

I had lived a blessed time; for, from this instant. 
There's nothing serious in mortality : 

All is but toys: renown and grace is dead; 

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

EnUr Malcolm and Donalbain. 

Don. What is amiss? 

Madb. You are, and do not know’t: 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp’d; the very source of it is stopp'd. 

Maed. Your royal father’s murder’d. 

MaL O, by whom? 

Zen. Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, had done’t: 
Their hands and faces were all badged with blood; 

So were their daggers, which unwiped we found 
Upon their pillows: 

They stared, and were distracted ; no man’s life 
Was to be trusted with them, 

Maeb. 0, yet I do repent me of my fury, 

That I did kill them. 

Maed. Wherefore did you so? 

Maeb, 'Who can be wise, amazed, temperate and furious. 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man : 

The expedition of my violent love 

Outrun the pauser, reason. Here lay Duncan; 

His silver skin laced with his golden blood ; 

And his gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature 
For ruin’s wasteful entrance : there, the murderers. 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daj^rs 
Unmannerly breech’d With gore: who could refrain. 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make’s love known? 

Lady M. Help me hence, ho! 

Maid. Look to the lady. 

Mol. [Adds to Don.] Why do we hold our tongues. 
That most may daim this argument for outs? 

Don. [Adds to JfoL] 'What should be spoken here, 
where our fate. 

Hid in an ai^er>hole, may rush, uid seize us? 


Let’s away; 

Our tears are not yet brew’d. 

Med. [Aside to Dm.] Nor our strong sorrow 

Upon the foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady 

[Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 

That suffer in exposure, let us meet, 

And question this most bloody piece of work. 

To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us : 

In the great hand of God I stand; and thence 
Against the undivulged pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Maed. And so do I. 

AU. So all. 

Madb. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness, 

And meet i’ the hall ti^ther. 

AU. Well contented. 

[Exeunt all but Malcolm and Donalbain. 
Mol. 'What wul you do ? Let’s not consort with them : 
To show an unfelt sorrow is an office 
Which the false man does easy. I’ll to Kiiglaiid. 

Don. To Ireland, 1; our sepamted fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer: where we are, 

'There’s daggers in men’s smiles: the near in blood. 

The nearer bloody. 

Mol. This murderous shaft that’s shut 

Hath not yet lighted, and our safest way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse; 

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 

But shift away: there’s warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left. [Exeunt. 

Scene I'V. — Outside Macbeth's castle. 

Enter Ross and an Old Man. 

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember well : 
'Within the volume of which time I have seen 
Hours dreadful and things strange; but this sore night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Rosa Ah, good father. 

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man’s act. 
Threaten bis bloody sta^: by the clock, 'tis day, 

And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp: 

Is’t night’s predominance, or the day’s shame. 

That <Mrkness does the face of earth entomb, 

When living light should kiss it? 

Old M. 'Tis unnatural. 

Even like the deed that’s done. On Tuesday last, 

A falcon, touring in her pride of place. 

Was by a mousing owl hawk’d at and kill’d. 

Boss. And Duncan’s horses — a thing most strange and 
certain — 

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race. 

Turn’d wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out. 
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would moke 
War with mankind. 

Old M. Tis said they eat each other. 

Rosa They did so, to the amazement of mine egos 
That look'd upon’t Here comes the good Macduff.' 

Enter Macduff. 

How goes the world, sir, now? 

Mood. Why, see you notf 

Boss. Is’t known who did this more than bloody deed ? 
Maed. Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Rosa Alas, the day! 

What good couldj they pretend ? 

Maed. They suborn’d: 
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Malcolm aad Donalbain, the king's two sons, 

Are stol’n away and fled; which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

'Gainst nature still! 

Thriftless ambition, that wilt ravin up 
Thine own life's means I Then 'tis most like 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macteth. 

Mcusd. He is already named, and gone to Scone 
To be invested 

JSosa Where is Duncan's body? 

Maed. Carried to Colmekill, 


The sacred storehouse of his predecessors, 

And guardian of their bones. 

^ 088 . Will you to Scone? 

Macd. No, cousin, 111 to Fife. 

Well, I wiU thither. 

M<ud. Well, may you see things well done there: adieu! 
Lest our old robes sit easier than our new! 

Ross. Farewell, father. 

Old M. God’s benison go with you; and with those 
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

Scene I. — Forres. Tlie palace. 


Elder BaNQUO. 

Ban. Thou hast it now : king, Cawdor, Glamis, all. 
As the weird women promised, and, 1 fear. 

Thou play'dst most foully for’t: yet it was said 
It should not stand in thy posterity. 

But that myself should be the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them— 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine — 

Why, by the verities on thee made good. 

May they not be my oracles os well. 

And set me up in nope? But hush! no more. 

Sennet sounded. Enter Macbrth, as king. Lady Xf acbeth, 
as queen, Lennox, Bose, Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. 

Jfae^. Mere's our chief guest. 

Lady iff. If he had been forgotten. 

It had been as a gap in our great feast. 

And all-thing^ unbecoming. renrrwty. 

Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir. 

And I’ll request your presence. 

Ban. Let your highness 

Command upon me; to the which my duties 
Axe with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit 

MaEb, Bide you this afternoon? 

Bom. Ay, my mod lord. 

MaB>. We should have else desired your good advice, 


Which still hath been both grave and prosperous. 

In this day's council; but we’ll take to-morrow. 

Is't far you ride? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
’Twixt this and supper: go not my horse the better, 

I must become a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Maeb. Fail nut our feast 

Ban. My lord, I will not 

Mad). We hear, our bloody cousins arc bestow’d 
In England and in Ireland, not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention: but of that to-morrow, 

AVhen therewithal we shall have cause of state 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse: adieu. 

Till you return at night Goes Fleance with you ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon’s. 

Maeb. I wish your horses swift and sure of foot; 
And so I do commend you to their backa 
Farewell. [Exit Banquo. 

Let every man be master of his time 
Till seven at night: to moke society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper-time alone: while then, God be with you! 

[Exeunt all but Maebeth and an attendant. 
Sirrah, a word with you: attend those men 
Our pleasure? 

Aden. They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 
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Mad). Bring them before us. [Exit Attendant. 

To be thus is nothing, 

But to be safely thus. Our fears in Banquo 

Stick deep; and in his royalty of nature 

Beiens that which would be fear’d: 'tis much he dares, 

And, to lltat dauntless temper of his mind. 

He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none but he 
Whose being 1 do fear: and, under him. 

My Genius is rebuked; as, it is said, 

Mark Antony’s was by Cnesar. He chid the sisters 
When first they put the name of king upon me. 

And bade them speak to him: then prophet-like 
They hail’d him father to a line of kings: 

Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown, 

And put a barren sceptre in my gripe. 

Thence to be wrench’d with an unlincal hand, 

No son of mine succeeding. If’t be so. 

For Banquo’s issue have 1 filed my mind; 

For them the gracious Duncan have I murder’d ; 


Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ; and mine etem^ jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man. 

To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings' 

Itather than so, come fate into the list. 

And champion me to the utterance I Who’s there? 

Be-enter Attendant, ‘mtU two Murderers. 

Now go to the door, and stay there till wc call 

[Exit Attendant. 

Was it not yesterday wc spoke together? 

First Mur. It was, so please your highness. 

Maeb. Well thou, now 

Have you consider’d of my speeches * Know 
That it was ho in the times past which held you 
So under fortune, which you thought had been 
Our innocent self: this 1 made good to you 
In our last conference, pass’d in probation with you. 
How you svere borne in hand,' how cross’d, the 
instruments, 



Who wrought with them, and all things else that might 
To half a soul and to a notion crazed 
Say, ‘Thus did Banquo.’ 

First Mur. You made it known to us. 

Mad>. I did so. and went further, which is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature, 

That you can let this go? Are yon so gospell’d 
To pray for this good man and for his issue, 

Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave, 

And beggar'd yours for ever? 

First Mur. We are men, my liege. 

MaA>. Ay, in the catalogue ye to for men; 

As hounds and greyhounds, mongr&, spaniels, curs, 
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are clep’d 
All by the name of dogs: the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle. 

The housekeeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him closra; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 


That writes them all alike: and so ot men. 

Now, if you have a station in the file, 

Not i’ the worst rank fomauliood, say’t; 

And I will put that business in your bosoms. 

Whose execution takes your enemy off, 

Grapples you to the heart and love of us. 

Who wear our health but sickly in his hfc, 

Which in his death were .perfect. 

Sec. Mur. I am one, my Uege, 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incensed, that I am reckless what 
1 do to spite the world. , 

First Mur. And I another 

So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune. 

That I would set m^ life on any chance, 

To mend it, or be rid on’t. 

Mad). Both of you 

Know Banquo was your enemy. 

Both Mur. True, my lord. 

Mad). So is he mine; and in such bloody distance, 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
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iV^nst my near’at of life: aud though 1 could 
Witli barefaced power sweep him from iny sight. 

And bid my will avouch yet I must not, 

For certain friends that are both his and mine, 

Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall 
Who 1 myself struck down; and thence it is, 

That 1 to your assistance do make love. 

Masking the business from the common eye 
For sundry weighty reasons. 

See. Mur. We shall, my lord. 

Perform what you command us. 

First Mur. Though our lives — 

Mod). Your spirits shine through you. Within this 
hour at most. 


1 will advise you where to plant yourselves; 

Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’ the time, 

The moment on’t; foi't must be done to-night, 

And something trom the palace ; always thought 
That 1 require a clearness : and with him — 

To leave no rubs nor botches in the woik — 

Fleance his sou, that keeps him company. 

Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is his lather’s, must embrace the late 
Of that dark hour, liesolve yourselves apart : 

I’ll come to you anon. 

Both Mur We are resolved, my lord 

Macb I’ll call upon you stnvight- abide within 

\_Exeuvt Afurdnen 



It is concluded. Banquo, thy soul’s flight. 

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night [Exit. 

Scene II . — The palace. 

Enter I.ADY Macbeth and a Servant 

Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court? 

Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 

Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend his leisure 
For a few worda 

Serv. Madam, 1 will. [Ejot. 

Lady M. Nought’s had, all’s spent. 

Where our desire is got without content: 


’Tis safer to be that which we destroy 
Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy. 

Eiter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord! why do you keep alone. 

Of sorriest fancies your companions making, 

Using those thoughts which should indeed have 
With them they think on? Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard: what’s done is done 
Mad. We have scotch’d the snake, not kill’d it: 
She’ll close and be herself, whilst our poor malice 
Bemains in danger of her former tooth. 
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Bat let tbe frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer. 
Ere we eat oar meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams 
That shake us nightly: better be with the dead. 

Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace. 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave; 

After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well; 

Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor poison. 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further. 

Lady it. Come on ; 

Centle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks; 

Be bright and jovial among your guests to-night. 

Mad>. So shall I, love ; and so, 1 pray, be you : 

Let your remembrance apply to Banqno; 

Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue: 
Unsafe the while, that we 

Must lave our honours in these flattering streams. 

And make our faces vizards to our hearts. 

Disguising what they are. 

Lady u. You must leave this. 


[Act III. 

Madb. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wifel 
Thou knov/st that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 
lady M. But in them nature’s copy’s not cternu 
Madb. There’s comfort yet; they are assailable; 

Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister’d flight, ere to black Hecate's summons 
The shard-borne* brotle with his drowsy hums 
Hath rune night’s yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M. What's to be done? 

MojA. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck. 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night. 

Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 

And with thy bloody and invisible hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 
Which keeps me pale ! Light thickens ; and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 

Whiles night’s black agents to their preys do rouse. 
Thou marveH’st at niy words : but hold thee still : 
Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill. 

So, prithee, go with me. [Ernmt 



ScENK III . — A park near the palaee. 

Enter thru Murderers. 

First Mar. But who did bid thee join with us 7 
Third Itur. Macbeth. 

Su. Mur. He needs not our mistrust, since he delivers 
Our offices and what we have to do 
To the direction just 
First Mur. Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day: 

Now spurs the lated traveller apace 
To gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

Third Mur. Hark! I hear horses. 

Ban. ^Fitliin] Give ns a light there, ho! 

&e. Mur. Then 'tis he: the rest 

That are within the note of expectation 
Already are i’ the court 
First Mur. His hmses m about 

Third Mur. Almost a mile : but he does usually. 

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

Su. Mur. A light, a light! 


Enter Bamquo, and Fleance with a torch. 

Third Mur. Tis he. 

First Mur. Stand to’t 

Ban It will be rain to-night 

First Mur. Let it come down. 

{Thej! ut upon Banquo. 
Ban. O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly! 
Thou mayst revenge. ‘ O slave! [Dies. Fleance escapes. 
Ihird Mur. Who did strike out the light? 

First Mur. Was’t not the way? 

Third Mur. There’s but one down ; the son is fled. 
See. Mur. We hav# lost 

Best half of our affair. 

First Mur. Well, let’s away, and say how nu|Ch is 
done. {Baeunl. 

Scene IV . — The same. Hall in (he palace. ^ 

A banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady MacBBTH, 
Boss, Lennox, Lords, and Attendants. i 

Madb. Ton know your own degrees ; sit down : dt lint 
And last the h^rty welcoma 
Lvrde. Thanks to your majesty. 
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Madt. Ourself will mingle with society, 

And play the humble host 

Our hostess keeps her state, but in best time 

We will require her welcdme. 

Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends; 
For my heart speaks they are welcome. 

First Murderer appears at the door. 

Madb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts' thanks. 
BoUi sides are even: here I’ll sit i’ the midst: 

Be lar^ in mirth; anon we’ll drink a measure 
The twle round. [Approaching the door.] There’s blood 
upon thy face. 


Mur. ’Tis Banquo’s, then. 

Maeb. Tis better thee without than he within. 

Is he dispatch’d? 

Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him. 
Mad). Thou ait the best o’ the cut-throats: yet he’s 
good 

piat did the like for Fleance : if thou didst it. 

Thou art the nonpareil. 

Mur. Most royal sir, 

Fleance is ’scaped. 

Mad). Then comes my fit again : I had else been perfect. 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock, 

As broad and general as the casing air: 



But now 1 am cabin’d, eribb'd, confined, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s sate? 

Mur. Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he bides. 
With twenty tren^e^ gashes on his head ; 

The least a death to nature. 

Mad). Thanks for that: 

There the grown serpent lies ; the worm that’s fled 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed. 

No teeth for the present Get thee gone : to-morrow 
Wo’ll hear, ourselves, again. [Exit Murderer. 

Lady U. My royal lord. 

You do not give the cheer: the fmt is sold 
That is not oftmi vouch'd, while 'tis a-making, 

'Tis given with welcome : to feed were best at home ; 
VOL. n. 


From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony; 

Meeting were bare without it 
Mad). Sweet remembrancer I 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite. 

And health on both 1 

Len. May’t please your highness sit 

The Ghost of Bamquo enters, and sits in Macbeth's pfoee. 

Maeb. Here had we now our country’s honour rooPd, 
Were the graced person of our Bonquo present; 

Who may 1 rather challenge for unkindness 
Than pity for mischance! 

JRoss. His absence, sir, 

3 
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Lays blame upon his promise. Flease’t your highness 
To grace us with your royal company. 

Mach. The table’s full. 

Lm. Here is a place reserved, sir. 

Mad>. Where! 

Zen. Here, my good lord. What is't that moves your 
highness 7 

McuA. Which of you have done this! 

Lords. What, my good lord ! 

Mach. Thou canst not say I did it: never shako 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Ross. Gentlemen, rise: his highness is not well. 

Lady M. Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often thus. 
And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep seat; 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought . 

Ho will again be well: if much you note him. 

You shall offend him and extend bis passion: 

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man! 

Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil 
Lady M. O proper stuff! 

This is the very painting of your fear: 

This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said. 

Led you to Duncan. 0, these flaws and starts. 
Impostors to true fear, would well become 
A woman’s story at a winter’s fire. 

Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself! 

Why do you make such faces! When all’s done, 

You look but on a stool. 

Mach. Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo! how 
say you^ 

Why, what care I ! If thou canst nod, speak too. 

If charnel-houses and our graves must send 
Those that we bury back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [GAosf vanishes. 

Lady M. What, quite unraann’d in folly ! 

Maxb. If 1 stand here, I saw him. 

Lady M. Fie, for shame ! 

Ma^. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the olden time. 
Ere human statute purged the gentle weal; 

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been. 

That, when the brains were out, the man would die. 
And there an end; but now they rise again. 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 

And push us from our stools: this is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady M. My worthy lord, 

Yonr noble friends do lack you. 

Madb. I do for^t 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends; 

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 

To those that know me. Come, love and health to all ; 

Then I’ll sit down. Give me some wine; fill full. 

I drink to the general joy o’ the whole table, 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; 

Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirst. 

And all to all. 

Lends. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Rs-mter Ghost. 

Madb. Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the earth 
hide thee! 

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with! 

Lady M. ^ Think of this, good peers. 

But as a thing of custom: *tis no other; 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 


Mach. What man dare, 1 dare: 

Approach thou like the rugged Bussion bear. 

The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger; 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble: or be alive again. 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword; 

If trembling I inhabit then, protest me 
The baby of a girl Hence, horrible shadow! 

Unreal mockery, hence! [Ghost vanishes. 

Why, so : being gone, 

I am a man again. Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M. You have displaced the mirth, broke the 
good meeting, 

With most admired disorder. 

Mach. Can such things be, 

And overcome us like a summer’s cloud. 

Without our special wonder! You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 

'When now I think you can behold such sights. 

And keep the natural mby of your cheeks, 

When mine is blanch’d with fear. 

Ross. What sights, my lord ! 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and 
worse ; 

Question enrages him. At once, good night: 

Stand not upon the order of your going, 

But go at once. 

Len. Good night; and better health 

Attend bis majesty! 

Ijody M. A kind good night to all! 

[Exewnt all hut Macbeth and Lady M. 
Mach. It will Ijave blood; they say, blood will have 
blood: 

Stones have been known to move and trees to speak; 
Augurs and understood relations have 
By magot-pies and choughs and rooks brought forth 
'The secret’st man of blood. What is the night \ 

Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which is which. 
Mad). How say’st thou, that Macduff (lenies his person 
At our great bidding! 

Lady M. Did you send to him, sir? 

Mad. I hear it by the way ; but I will send : 
There’s not a one of them but in his house 
I keep a servant fee’d. I will to-morrow. 

And betimes I will, to the weird sisters : 

More shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know, 
By the worst means, the worst. For mine own good. 
All causes shall give way: I am in blood 
Stepp’d in so far that, should 1 wade no more, 
Betuming were ns tedious as go o’er: 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand; 
^Vhich must lie acted ere they may be scaiin’d. 

Lady M. You lack the season* of all nat- ‘rrwiuw. 
ures, sleep. 

Maeb. Come, we’ll to sleep. My strange and self-abuse 
Is the initiate fear that wants hard use: 

We are yet but young in deed. [EmuiU. 

k 

Scene \. — A Heath. 

Thunder. Enter tJu three Witches, muting Heca^ 

Firri Witch. Why, how now, Hecate! you look angevly. 
Hu. Have I not reason, beldams as you are. 

Saucy and overbold! How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth 
In riddles and affairs of death; 

And I, the mistress of your charms. 

The close contrivfr of all harms. 

Was never call'd to bear my part, 
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Or show the glory of our art? 

And, which is worse, all you have done 
Hath boon but for a wayward son. 

Spiteful and wrathful, wh6, as others do. 

Loves for his own ends, not for you, 

But make amends now: get you gone. 

And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i’ the morning: thither he 
Will come to know his destiny: 

Your vessels and your spells provide. 

Your charms and every thing beside. 

I am for the air; this night I'll spend 
Unto a dismal and a fatal end : 

(Jreat business must be wrought ere noon: 

Upon the corner of the moon 
There hangs a vaporous drop profound; 
ril catch it ere it come to ground: 

And that distill’d by magic sleights 
Shall raise such artificial sprites 
As by the strength of their illusion 
Shall draw him on to his confusion: 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 
His hopes 'bove wisdom, grace, and fear; 

Ami you all know, security 
Is mortals' chiefest enemy. 

[Aft/sic and a song within ; ‘ Come away, come away,' &c. 
Hark ! I am call'd ; my little spirit, see. 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [JExit. 

First Witch. Come, let's make haste; she'll soon be 
back again. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — Forres. The palace. 

Elder Lennox and another Lord. 

Len. My former speeches have but hit your thoughts. 
Which can interpret further: only, I say, 

Things have been strangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth: marry, he was dead: 

And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late; 

Whom, you may say, if't please you, Flconce kill'd, 

For Fleance fled: men must not walk loo late 
Who cannot want the thought how monstrous 
It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain 
To kill their gracious father? damned fact! 

How it did grieve Macbeth! did he not straight 
In pious rage the two delinquents tear. 

That were the slaves of drink and thralls of sleep? 

Was not that nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too ; 

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To hear the men deny't So that, I say. 

He has borne all things well: and 1 do think 
That had he Duncan’s sons under his key— 

As, an’t please heaven, he shall not— they should find 
What 'twere to kill a father ; so should Fleance. 

But, peace ! for from broad words an<l 'cause he fail’d 
His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear 
Macouif lives in disgrace: sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself? 

Lord. 


From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
lives in the English court, and is received 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect : thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland and warlike Siward: 
That, by the help of these — with Him above 
To ratify the work — we may again 
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights, 

Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives. 
Do faithful homage and receive free honoutu: 

All which we pine for now: and this report 
Hath so exasperate the king, that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 



Lm. Sent he to Macduff? 

Lord. He did: and with an absolute 'Sir, not I,' 
The cloudy messenger turns me his back. 

And hums, as who should say, 'You’ll rue the time 
That clogs me with this answer.’ 

Len. And that well might 

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance 
His vvisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His message ere he come, that a swift blessing 
May soon return to this our suffering country 
Under a hand accursed! 

Lord. I’ll send my prayers with him. 

[Exeuni. 


The son of Duncan, 
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Scene I . — A cavem. In the 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 

Firtt Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mew’d. 

See. Witeh. Thrice and once the hedge-pig whined. 

Third Witch. Harpier cries, Tis time, ’tie time. 

Firet Witch. Bound about the cauldron go ; 

In the poison'd entrails throw. 

Toad, that under the cold stone 
Days and nights has thirty-one 
Swelter’d venom sleeping got. 

Boil thon first i* the charmed pot 
All. Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire bum, and cauldron bobble. 

See. Witeh. Fillet of a fenny snake. 

In the cauldron boil and bake; 

Eye of newt and toe of frog. 

Wool of bat and tongue of dog, ^ 

Adder’s fork and blind-worm’s sting, 
lizard’s leg and owlet’s wing. 

For a charm of powerfhl trouble. 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double toil find trouble; 

Fire bum and cauldron bubble. 


middle, a boiling cauldron. 

Thvrd Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf. 
Witches’ mummy, maw and gulf* 

Of the ravui’d salt-sea shark, 

Itoot of hemlock digg’d i’ the dark, 
liver of blaspheming Jew, 

Gall of goat, and shps of yew 
Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipse. 

Nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips, 

Finger of birth-strangled babe 
Ditch-deliver’d by a drab. 

Make the gruel thick and slab: > 

Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron,* 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. * 

All. Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire bum and cauldron bubble. 

See. Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood, 
Tlien the charm is firm and good 

Enter Hecate to the other three Witches. 

Bee. 0, well done! I commend your paine; 
And every one shall share i’ the gains: 

And now about the cauldron sing, 
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Like elves and fairies in a ring, 

Enchanting all that you put in. 

\Mu9ic and a : * Black spirits,* 

c • 1 • o [Hecate retires. 

See. Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes. 

Open, locks. 

Whoever knocks! 


Enter Macbeth. 

Macl. How now, you secret, black, and midniirht lia^s ! 
What i8*t you do? 

AIL A deed without a name. 

Meuib. I conjure you, by that which you profess. 
Howe'er you come to know it, answer me: 

Though you untie the winds and let them fight 
Against the cliurches; though the yesty waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up ; 

Though bladed com be lodged and trees blown down; 
Though castles topple on their warders* lieads; 

Though palaces and pyramids do slope 

Their heads to their foundations; though tlie treasure 

Of nature’s gerinens tumble all together. 

Even till destruction sicken; answer me 
To what I ask you. 

First Witch. Speak. 

Sec. Witch. Demand. 

Third Witch. We’ll answer. 

First Witch. Say, if thou'dst rather hear it from our 
mouths, 

Or from our masters? 

Macb. Call ’em; let me see ’em. 

First Witch. Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow; grease that’s sweaten 
From the murderers gibbet throw 
Into the flame. 

All. Come, high or low ; 

Thyself and office deftly show 1 


Thunder. First Apparition : an armed Head. 

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power,— 

First Witch. He knows thy thought : 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 

First App. Macbeth ! Macbeth I Macbeth I beware 
Macduff : 

Beware the thane of Fife. Dismiss me. Enough. [Descends. 

Macb. Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks ; 
Thou hast harp’d my fear aright: but one word more, — 
First Witch. He will not be commanded: here’s another. 
More potent than the firet. 

Thunder. Second Apparition: a bloody Child. 

Sec. App. Macbeth 1 Macbeth ! Macbeth ! 

Macb. Had I three ears, I ’Id bear thee. 

Sec. App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute; laugh to scorn 
The power of man, for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. [Descends. 

Mach. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of thee? 
But yet I’ll make assurance double sure. 

And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ; 

That 1 may tell pale-hearted fear it lies. 

And sleep in spite of thunder. 

Thunder. Third Apparition: a Child crowned^ with a 
tree in his hand. 

What is this 

That rises like the issue of a king, 

And wears upon his baby-brow the round 
And top of sovereignty ? 


All. Listen, but speak not to’t. 

Third App. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are: 

Macbeth shall never vanquish’d be until 

Great Birnain wood to high Dunsiuane hill 

Shall come against him. [Descends. 

Mach. That will never be: 

Who can impress the forest, bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root ? Sweet bodements I good ! 
Bebellion’s liead, rise never till the wood 
Of Birnam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal custom. Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing : tell me, if your art 
Can tell so much: shall Banquo’s issue ever 
Beign in this kingdom? 

All. , Seek to know no more. 

Mach. I will bo satisfied: deny me this, 

And an eternal curse fall on you 1 Let me know. 

Why sinks that cauldron ? and what noise is this ? [Hautboys. 
First Witch. Show ! 

Sec. Witch. Show! 

Third Witch. Show ! 

AIL Show his eyes, and grieve his lieart; 

Come like shadows, so depart! 

A show qf Eight Kings, the last with a glass in his 
hand; Banqyds Ghost following. 

Mach. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo; down! 
Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls. And thy hair, 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first. 

A third is like the former. Filthy hags! 

Why do you show me this? A fourth! Start, eyes! 
What, will the line stretch out to the crack of doom? 
Another yet! a seventh! I’ll see no more: 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass 
Which shows me many more; and some I see 
That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carry : 

Horrible sight! Now, I see, ’tis true; 

For the blood-bolter’d* Banquo smiles upon me, * 

And points at them for his. [Apparitions vanish^ 
What, is this so ? 

First Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so: but why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly? 

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites, 

And show the best of our delights; 

1*11 charm the air to give a sound, 

While you perform your antic round; 

That this gi-eat king may kindly say, 

Our duties did his welcome pay. 

[Music. The Witches dance, and then vanish, wUh Hecate. 

Macb. Where are they ? Gone? Let this pernicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar! 

Come in, without there! 

Enter Lennox. 

Len. What’s your gi'ace’s will? 

Macb. Saw you the weird sisters? 

Lm. No, my loid. 

Macb. Came they not by you? 

Xen. No, indeed, my loid. 

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride; 

And damn’d all those that trust them! I did hear 
The galloping of horse: who was’t came bjr? 

Len. 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word 
Msusduff is fled to England. 

Madb. Fled to England I 

Len. Ay, my good lord. 
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Mad>. Time, thou anticipatest my dread exploits: 

The flighty purpose never is o’ertook 
Unless the deed go with it: from this moment 
The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now. 

To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done : 
The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 

Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o’ the sword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool ; 
This deed I’ll do before this purpose cool. 

But no more sights ! — Where are these gentlemen ? 
Come, bring me where they are. [^Exmnt. 

Scene II. — F^t. Macduff’s castle. 

£ntei‘ La.dy Macduff, her Son, and Boss. 

L. Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the land ? 
Boss. You must have patience, madam. 

L. Macd. He had none. 

His flight was madness: when our actions do not. 

Our fears do make us traitors. 

Boss. You know not 

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 

L. Macd. Wisdom! to leave his wife, to leave his babes. 
His mansion and his tiHes in a place 
From whence himsdf does fly? He loves us not; 

He wants the natural touch: for the poor wren. 

The most diminutive of birds, will fight. 

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 

All is the fear, and nothing is the love; 

As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Boss. My dearest coz, 

I pray you, school yourself: but for your husband. 

He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 

The fits o’ the season. I dare not speak much further; 

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors 

And do not know ourselves, when wo hold rumour 

From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 

But float upon a wild and violent sea 

Each way and move. I take my leave of you: 

Shall not be long but I’ll be here again: 

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they were before. My pretty cousin, 

Blessing upon you! 

L. Macd. Father’d he is, and yet he’s fatherless. 

Boss. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer. 

It would be my disgrace and your discomfort: 

I take my leave at once. [ExU. 

L. Ma^ Sirrah, your father’s dead: 

And what wUl you do now? How will you live? 

Son. As birds do, mother. 

L. Macd. What, with worms and flies? 

Son With what I ^t, I mean; and so do they. 

L Macd. Poor bird, thouldst never fear the net nor lime, 
The pitfall nor the gin. 

iSbtk Why should I, mother ? Poor birds they are not 
set for. 

My father is not dead, for all your saying 
L. Macd. Yes, he is (lead : how wUt thou do for a father? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband? 

L. Macd, Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 
Son. Then youll buy ’em to sell again. 

L. Macd. Thou speak’st with all thy wit; and yet, i’ futh. 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

L Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor? 


L. Macd. Why, one that swears and liea 

Son. And be all traitors that do so? 

Z. Macd. Every one that does so is a traitor, and must 
be hanged. 

Son. And must they all be hanged that swear and lie ’ 

Z. Macd. Every one. 

Son. Who must hang them? 

Z. Maed. Why, the honest men. 

Son. Then the liars and swearers arc fools, for there 
are liars and swearers enow to beat the honest men, and 
hang up them. 

Z. Maed. Now, God help thee, poor monkey! But 
how wilt thou do for a father? 

Son. If he were dead, you’ld weep for him: if you 
would not, it were a good sign that I should quickly 
have a new father. 

Z. Macd. Poor prattler, how thou talk’st! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you known, 
Though in your state of honour 1 am perfect. 

I doubt some danger does approach you nearly: 



If you will take a homely man’s advice. 

Be not found here; hence, with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage; 

To do worse to you were fell cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you! 
I dare abide no longer. [Exit. 

L. Macd. Whither should I fly? 

I have done no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world; where to do harm 
Is often laudable, to do good sometime 
Accounted dangerous folly: why then, alas. 

Do I put up tl^t womanly defence. 

To say I have done no harm? 

Enter Murderers. 

• > 

What are these fa^s? 

Fird Mur. Where is your husband? 

Z. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanctified 

Where such as thou mayst find him. 

First Mur. He’s a traitor. 

Son. Thou liest, thou shag-hair’d villain! 

First Mw, What, you egg! [^Vbing him. 

Young fry of treachery > 
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Son. He has kill'd me, mother: 

Run away, I pray you I [Dies. 

[ExU Lady Mdeduff, crying ‘Murder!’ 
[Exeunt Murderers, following her. 

SCKKE Ttt..— England. Before the Kinfe palace. 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword, and like good men 
Bestride our down^fall’n birthdom: each now morn 
New widows howl, new orphans cry, new sorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

Mai. What I believe I’ll wail, 

What know believe, and what 1 can redress. 

As I shall find the time to friend,' I will. •pwpitioM. 
What you have spoke, it may be so perchance. 

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues, 

Was once thought honest: you have loved him well. 

He hath not touch’d you yet. 1 am young: but some- 
thing 

You may deserve of him through me, and wisdom 
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb 
To appease an angry god. 

Macd. 1 am not treacherous. 

Mai. But Maebcth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil 
In an imperial Char^. But I shall crave your pardon; 
That which you are my thoughts cannot transpose: 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell : 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace. 
Yet grace must still look so. 

Macd. 1 have lost my hopes. 

Mai. Perchance even there where I did find my 
doubts. 

Why in that rawness left you wife and child, 

Those precious motives, those strong knots of love, 
Without leave-taking? I pray you, 

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours. 

But mine own safeties. You may be rightly just. 
Whatever 1 shall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country! 

Great tyranny! lay thou thy basis sure. 

For goodness dare not check thee : wear thou thy wrongs ; 
The title is affeer’d! Fare thee well, lord: 

I would not be the villain that thou think’st 
For the whole space that's in the tyrant's grasp. 

And the rich East to boot. 

Mai. Be not offended: 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 

I think our country sinks beneath the yoke; 

It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gosh 
Is added to her wounds: I think withal 
There, would be hands unified in my right; 

And here from gracious England have I offer 
Of goodly thousands: but, for all this. 

When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head. 

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it hod before. 

More suffer and more sundry ways than ever. 

By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be ? 

Med. It is myself I mean: in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted 
That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth 


Will seem as pure as snow, and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my confineless harms. 

Macd. Not in the legions 

Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn’d 
In evils to top Macbeth. 

Mai. I grant him bloody. 

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful. 

Sudden,' malicious, smacking of every sin •imi»tu«i» 
That has a name: but there’s no bottom, none. 

In my voluptuousness : ' your wives, your daughters. 
Your matrons and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of my lust, and my desire 
All continent impediments would o’erbear 
1'hat did oppose my will: better Macbeth 
Than such an one to reign. 

Macd. Boundless intemperance 

In nature is a tjrranny; it hath been 
The untiinely emptying of the happy throne 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty. 

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink. 
We have willing dames enough; there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves. 

Finding it so inclined. 

Mai. With this there grows 

In my most ill-composed affection such 
A stanchless avarice that, were I king, 

I should cut off the nobles for their lands. 

Desire his jewels and this other’s house: 

And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more; that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal. 

Destroying them for w’ealth. 

Macd. This avarice 

Sticks deeper, grows with more pernicious mot 
Than summer-seeming lust, and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings: yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will. 

Of your mere own; all these are portable. 

With other graces weigh’d. 

Mai. But I have none: the king-becundng graces. 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableuess. 

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness. 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them, but abound 
In the division of each several crime, 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had 1 power, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell. 

Uproar the univereol peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. 0 Scotland, Scotland! 

Mai. If such a one bo fit to govern, speak: 

I am as I have spoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern! 

No, not to live. O nation miserable. 

With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter’d. 

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again. 

Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accursed. 

And does blaspheme his breed? Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king: the queen that bore thee, 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet. 

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well! 

These evils thou repeat’st upon thyself 
Have banish’d me from Scotland. 0 my breast. 

Thy hope ends here! 
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Mai. Macduff, this noble passion. 

Child of int^rity, hath from my soul 
Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth 
Ry many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into bis power, and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste: but Qod above 
Deal between thee and me I for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction, here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 

For strangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman, never was forsworn. 

Scarcely have coveted whet was mine own. 

At no time broke my faith, would not betray 
The devil to his fellow, and delight 
No less in truth than life: my first false speaking 
Was this upon myself : what I am truly. 

Is thine and my poor country’s to command: 
l^ither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men, 
Already at a point, was setting forth. 



Now we'll t(^ther; and the chance of goodness 
Belike our warranted quarrel I Why are you silent? 

Maed. Such welcome and unwelcome tilings at once 
'Tis bard to reconcile. 

EiUtr a Doctor. 

Mai. Well ; more anon. — Comes the king forth, I pray 
you? 

D^. Ay, sir; there are a crew of wretched souls 
That stay his cure: their malady convinces' lOfmmtt. 
The great assay of art; but at his touch — 

Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand — 

They presently amend. 

Mai. I thank you, doctor. [ExU Doctor. 

Macd. What's the disease he means? 

Med, ’Tis call’d the evil. 

A most miraculous work in this good king; 

Which often, since my here-remain in England, 

I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven, 

Himself best knows: but strangely-visited people. 

All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 

The mere despair of surgery, he cures. 


Hanging a golden stamp about their necks. 

Put on with holy prayers: and 'tis spoken. 

To the succeeding royalty he leaves 

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue. 

He hatii a heavenly gift of prophecy. 

And sundry blessinra hang about his throne. 

That speak him full of graca 

Enter Boas. 

Maed. See, who comes here^ 

MaL My countryman; but yet 1 know him not 
Maed. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither, 

Mai. I know him now. Good God, betimes remove 
The means* that makes us strangers 1 tTmUM. 

Boss. Sir, amen. 

Maed. Stands Scotland where it did? 

Boss. Alas, poor country! 

Almost afraid to know itself. It cannot 
Be call’d our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 

Where sighs and groans and shrieks that rend the air 
Are made, not mark’d; where violent sorrow seems 
A modem ecstaqr:* the dead man’s knell 
Is there scarce ask’d for who; and good men’s lives 


Expire before the tlowers iii their caps. 

Dying or ere they sicken. 

M^. O, reluliun 

Too nice, and yet too true! 

Mai. What’s tiie newest grief? 

lto$8 That of an hour’s age doth hiss the speaker; 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Maed. How does my wife? 

Bom. Wliy, well. 

Maed. And all my children? 

Boss. Well teo. 

Maed. Tlie tyrant has not batter’d at their pe«ce? 
Boss. No; they were well at peace when I did 
leave ’em. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech : how fioes’t? 
Boss. When I came hither to transport the tidings. 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour^ 

Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 

Which was to my belief witness’d the rather, ) 

For that 1 saw the tyrant’s power afoot: 

Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight. 

To doff their dire distresses. 

Mai. 


Be’t their comfort 
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We are coming thither: gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men ; 

An older and a better soldier none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rmb. Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like! But I have words 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air, 

Where hearing should not latch’ them. > 

Maed. What concern they ? 

Tire general cause? or is it a fee>grief 
Doe to some single breast? 

Bou. No mind that’s honest 

But in it shares some woe; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine. 

Keep it nut from me, quickly let me have it. 

Rosa. Let not your cars despise my tongue for ever, 
Wliich shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. 

Maed. Hum 1 I guess at it. 

Ross. Your castle is surprised; your wife and babes 
Savagely slaughter’d: to relate the manner, 

Were, on the quarry of these murder’d deer. 

To add the death of you. 

Mai. Merciful lieaven ! 

What, man I ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 

Give sorrow words: the grief that does not speak 
Whispers the o’er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd. My children too ? 

Riss. Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be (bund 
Macd. 

My wife kill'd too ? 

VOI, 11. 


Boss. I have said. 

Mol. Be comforted : 

Let’s make us medicines of our great revenge, 

To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. All my pretty ones ? 
Did you say all? 0 hell-kite! AlP 
What, all my pretty chickens and their dam 
At one fell swoop? 

Mai. Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do so; 

But I must also feel it as a man: 

I cannot but remember such things were, 

That were most precious to me. Did heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful MacdufT, 

They were all struck for thee ! naught that 1 am, 

Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 

Fell slaughter on their souls. . Heaven rest them now ! 
Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let 
grief 

Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd. 0, I could play the woman with mine eyes 
And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle heavens. 
Cut short all intermission: front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself; 

Within my sword’s length set him ; if he 'scape, 
Heaven forgive him too! 

Mai. This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready; 

Our lack is nothing but our leave: Macbeth 
la ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on* their instruments. Receive what cheer * 
you may: 

The night is long that never finds the day [Exeunt 

4 


And I must be from thence! 



ACT V. 

SCEKE 1. — Dunsinane, Jnte-rooni in the caetle. 


Enter a Doctor of Piiysic and a Waiting-Gentlewoman. 

JDoci. I have two nights watched with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report. When was it she last 
walked? 

Omt, Since his majesty went into the field, I have 
seen her rise from her bed, throw her nightgown upon 
her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon't, 
read it, afterwards seal it, and ag^ return to bed ; yet all 
this while in a most fast sleep. 

Eact. A great perturbation in nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of watching! 
In this stumbery agitation, besides her walking and other 
actual performance, what^ at any time, have you heard 
her say? 

OeiU, That, sir, which I will not report after her. 

Eoct, You may to me : and 'tis most meet you should. 

Gent. Neither to you nor any one; having no witness 
to confirm my speech. 

Enter LiDT Hacbeth, iffUh a taper, 

Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise; and, 
upw my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand dosa 

Eoct, How came she by that light? 


Gent, Why, it stood by her : she has light hy her con- 
tinually; 'tis her command. 

Eoct. You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Eoct. What is it she does now ? Look, how she nibs 
her hands. 

Gent. It is an accustomed ac.tion with her, to seem 
thus washing her hands : I have known her continue 
in this a quarter of An hour. 

Lady M, Yet here's a si)ot. 

Eoct, Hark ! ^ she speaks ; I will set down what conics 
from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strongly. 

Lady M. Out, damned spot! out, I say I— One; two; 
why, then 'tis time to do't. — Hell is murky ! — Fie^ my 
lord, fie I a soldier, and afeard ? What need we feat who 
knows it, when none can call our power to account? — 
Yet who would have thought the old man to have had 
BO much blood in him. 

Eoct. Do you mark that? 

Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife ; where is she 
now ?-^What, will these hands ne'er be clean No more 
o' that, my lord, no mom o* that: you mar all with this 
starting. ^ 

Eoct, Go to, ^ to; you have known what you should not 
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OenL She has spoke what she should not, I am sure 
of that: heaven knows what she has known. 

£adj/ M, Here's the smell of the blood still: all the 
perfumes of Arabia will* not sweeten this little hand. 
Oh, oh, oh ! 

DocL What a sigh is there 1 The heart is sorely charged. 
Otnt 1 would not have such a heart in my bosom 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doct, Well, well, well — 

QtnL Pray God it be, sir. 

Doct This disease is beyond my practice : yet 1 have 
known those which have walked in their sleep who have 
died holily in their beds. 

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your nightgown; 
look not so pale. — I tell you yet again, Banquo's buried; 
lie cannot come out on's grave. 

Doct Even so ? 

Lady M. To bed, to bed ! there’s knocking at the gate : 
come, come, coinc, come, give me your hand. What’s 
done cannot bo undone. — To bod, to bed, to bed! [Exit 
Doct Will she go now to bed? 

Oent Directly. 

Doct, Foul whisperings arc abroad: unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles: infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets : 

More needs she the divine than the physician. 

God, God forgive us all! Look after her; 
llernovo from her the means of all annoyance. 

And still keep eyes upon her. So, good night : 

My mind she has mated, and amazed my sight. 

I think, but dare not speak. 

Gent Good night, good doctor. {Exeunt 

ScE.VK II. — The country near Dunsinane. 

Drum and colours. Enter Menteith, Caithness, Angus, 
Lennox, and Soldiers. 

Ment The English power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His uncle Si ward, and the good Macduff: 

Bevenges burn in them: for their dear causes 
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 
Excite the mortified man.* sTheanchonte 

Any, Near Bimatn wood. 

Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming. 
CaitL Who knows if Donalbain be with his brother ? 
Len. For ceitain, sir, he is not : I have a file 
Of all the gentry: there is Siward's son. 

And many unrough youths that even now 
Protest their first of manhood. 

Mmt, What does the tyrmit '-^ 

Caith, Groat Dunsinane he strongly fortifies: 

Svine say he's mad; others that lesser liate him 
Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain. 

Ho cannot buckle his distemper'd cause 
Within the belt of rule. 

Any, Now does he feel 

His secret munlers sticking on his hands; 

Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 

Those he commands move only in command, 

Nothing in love : now does he feel his title 
Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 

Ment. Who then shall blame 

His pester’d senses to recoil and start. 

When all that is within him does condemn 
Itself for toing there? 

Caiih, Well, march w^e on. 

To give obedience where ’tis tnily owed : 

Meet we the medicine of the sickly weal. 


And with him pour we in our country’s purge 
Each drop of us. 

Len, Or so much as it iiee<ls, 

To dew the sovereign flower and drown the weeds. 

Make we our march towards Biriiam. {Exeunt, marchiny. 

Scene III. — Dunsinane, A room in the castle. 
Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

Maeb, Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all : 
Till Bimam wood remove to Dunsinane 
I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm? 
Was he not born of woman? The spirits that know 
All mortal consequences have pronounced me thus : 
‘Fear not, Macbeth; no man that's born of woman. 
Shall e’er have power upon thee.' Then fly, false thanes, 
And mingle with tlie English epicures: 

The mind I sway by and the heart I bear 
Shall never sag* with doubt nor shake with fear. * 

Enter a Servant. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced loon! 
Where got’st thou that goose look? 

Serv. Tliere is ten thousand — 

Macb. Geese, villain? 

Serv, Soldiers, sir. 

Macb, Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear. 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch?® 

Death of thy soul! those linen checks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiera, wheyfaco? 

Serv, The English force, so please you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence. {Exit Servant. 

Seyton I— I am sick at heart, 
When I behold — Seyton, I say! — This push 
Will chair me ever, or dis-seat me now. 

I have lived long enough : my way of life 
Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf; 

And that which should accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I must not look to have; but, in their stead, 

Curses, not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breatli, 

Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
Seyton ! 

Ejiter Seyton. 

Sey. What is your gmeious pleasure? 

Macb. What news more? 

Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord, which was reported. 
Macb. I’ll fight till from my bones my flesh be liack’d. 
Give me my armour. 

Sey. 'Tis not needed yet. 

Macb, I’ll put it on. 

Send out more liorses ; skirr the country round ; 

Hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine armour. 
How does your patient, doctor? 

J)oct Not so sick, my lord. 

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies. 

That keep her from her rest. 

Macb. Cure her of th^t. 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased, 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow. 

Raze out tho WTitten troubles of the brain. 

And with some sweet oblivious antidote 
Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

Doct Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Maxb. Throw physic to the dogs ; I’ll none of it 
Come, put mine armour on: give me my staff. 

Seyton, send out. Doctor, the thanes fly fit)m me. 
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Come, sir, dispatch. If thou couldst, doctor, cost 
The water of my land, find her disease. 

And pui^ge it to a sound and pristine health, 

I would applaud thee to the yexy echo. 

That should applaud again. — Pull’t off, I say. — 

■\V^t rhubturb, seuna, or what purgative drug. 

Would scour these English hence? Hear’st thou of them? 

Doet. Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Mad). Bring it after me. 

I will not be afraid of death and bane. 

Till Bimam forest come to Dunsinane. 

Doet. [Aside.] Were I from Dunsinane away and 
clear, 

Profit again should hardly draw me here. [Exeunt. 

ScKlTE IV . — Country near Bimam wood. 

Drum and colours. Enter old SiWARD and his 

Son. Macduff, Menteith. Caitiiness, Angus, Lennox, 
Boss, and Soldiers, marching. 

Mai. Cousins, I hope the days are near at hand 
That chambers will be safe. 


[Act 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. 

Siw. What wood is this before us? 

MetU. The wood of Birnam. 

Mol. Let every soldier hew him down a bough 
And bear’t before him ; thereby sliall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Soldiers. It sliall be done. 

Siw. We learn no other but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before’t 

Mol. ’Tis his main hope: 

For where there is advantage to be given. 

Both more and less have given him the revolt. 

And none serve with him but constrained things 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Mcwd. Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Siw. The time approaches 

That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have ami what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate, 



But certain issue strokes must arbitrate: 

Towards which advance the war. [Exeunt, marching. 

Scene V. — Dunsinane. Within the castle. 

Enter Macbbth, Setton, and Soldiers, with drum and odours. 

Maxb. ^ Hang out our banners on the outward walla ; 
The cry is still 'They come:’ our castle’s strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie 
Till famine and the ague eat them up: astmettaMd. 

Were they not forced* with those that should be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 

And beat them backward home. [A cry of loomen within. 

What is that noise? 

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. [Exit. 
MaA. I have almost forgot the taste of fears : 

The time has been, my senses wonld have cool’d 
To hear a night-shriek; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise ronae and stir 
As life were in’t: I have sapp’d full with horrors; 
Dirmieas, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts. 

Cannot once start me. 


Itr-rnter SErroN. 

Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead, 

Math. She should have died hereafter; 

There would have been a time for such a wonl. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day 
To the last syllable of recorded time. 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! - 

Life’s but a walking shadow; a poor player. 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, « 
And then is heard no mote: it is a tale j 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 

Signifying nothing. », 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thou comest to use thy tongue; thy stoty quickly. 

Mess. Gracious my lord, 

I should report that which I say I saw. 

But know not how to do it. 

Well, say, sir. 
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MesB. As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 

I look'd toward Biniam, and anon, methought. 

The wood began to move.. 

Mad). Liar and slave ! 

Mm. Let me endure your wrath, ift be not so; 
Within this three mile may you see it coming; 

I say, a moving grove. 

Macb. If thou speak'st false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive. 

Till famine cling^ thee : if thy speech be sooth, ' 

I care not if thou dost for me as much. 

I pidl in resolution, and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend 
That lies like truth: ‘Fear not, till Uirnani wood 
Do come to Dunsinane and now a wood 
Comes toward Duitsinane. Ann, arm, and out! 

If this which ho avouches does appear. 

There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here. 

1 'gin to be aweary of the sun, 

And wish the estate o’ tho world were now undone. 
King the alarum-bell 1 Blow, wind I come, wrack! 

At least we'll die with harness on our back. [Exeunt. 


Scene VI. — Dunsinane. Jkfore tlus castle. 

Diwm and rolours. Enter Malcolm, old Si ward, Mac- 
duff, and their Army, with loughs. 

Mai. Now near enough : your leafy screens throw down. 
And show like those you are. You, worthy uncle. 

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son, 

Lead our first battle: worthy Macduff and we 
Shall take upon's what else remains to do. 

According to our order. 

Siv). Fare you well. 

Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night. 

Let US be beaten, if wo cannot fight. 

Macd. Make all our trumpets speak ; give them all breath. 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — Another part of the field. 

Alarums. Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. They have tied me to a stake; I cannot fly. 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course. What's he 



That was not born of woman? Such a one 
Am 1 to fear, or none. 

Enter young SiWAKD. 

Yo. Siio. What is thy name? 

Macb. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 

Vo. Siw. No ; though thou call'st thyself a hotter name 
'riiaii any is in hell. 

Mach. My name's Moclieth. 

Yo. Siu). The devil himself could not pronounce a title 
More hateful to mine ear. 

Macb. No, nor moro fearful. 

Yo. Siu). Thou liest, abhorred tyrant; with my sword 
I'll prove the lie thou speak'st. 

[They fight, and yoitng Siward is slain. 

Macb. Thou wast bom of woman. 

Hut swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn. 
Brandish’d by man that’s of a woman born. [Exit. 

Alarums. Enter Macduff. 

Macd. That way the noise ia Tyreut, show thy face J 
If thou be’st slain and with no stroke of mine. 

My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still. 

I cannot strike at wretched kerns, whose arms 
Are hired to boar their staves: either thou, Macbeth, 

Or else my sword with an unbatteFd edge 
I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be; 

By this great clatter, one of mutest note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune ' 

And more I beg not. [Exit. Alarums. 


Enter Malcolm and old Siwaku. 

Siw. This way, my lord; the castle’s gently reudei’d; 
The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight; 

'file noble thanes do bravely in the war, 

'The day almost itself professes yours, 

And little is to do. 

Mai. We have met with foes 

That strike beside us. 

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle. 

[Exeunt. Aloruws. 

Scene VIII. — Another part of the field. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Why should I play the Eoinan fool, and die 
On mine own sword? whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 

Enter Macduff. 

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn I 

Mad). Of all men else I have avoided thee : 

But get thee back ; my soul is too much chaiged 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I have no wonls : 

My voice is in my swoid: thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out! [They fight 

Mod). Thou losest labour: 

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air 

With thy keen sword impress as make me bleed: 
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lict full thy blade ou vulnerable crests ; 

I bear a charmed life, 'wliich must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd. Despair thy charm; 

And let the angel whom thou still host served 
Tell thee» Macduff was li-om his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp’d. 

Macb, Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 

For it hath cow’d my better part of man : 

And be these juggling fiends no more believed, 

That palter with us in a double sense; 

That keep the word of promise to our car, 

And break it to our hope. I'll not fight with thee. 

Mucd, Tl>en yield thee, coward, 

And live to be the show and gaze o' the time : 

We’ll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 

Painted upon a pole, and underwrit, 

* Here may you see the tyrant.* 

Macb. 1 will not yield, 

'lb kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet, 

And to be baited with the rabble's curse. 

Though Birnain wood be come to Dunsinane, 

And thou opposed, being of no woman lx)rn. 

Yet I will try the last. Before my body 
1 throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff, 

And damn’d be him that fimt cries. ‘Hold, enough** 

[^Extunt, Jujhtiiiy, Alarums. 

Rdreat. Flom^ish. Enter, untk drum and colours, Mal- 
colm, old SiWAUD, Ross, the other Thanes, and Soldiers. 

Afal. I would the friends we miss were safe arrived. 
Siw. Some must go off : and yet, by these I see. 

So great a d^ as this is cheaply bought. 

Mai. Macduff is missing, and your noble son, 

Ross. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier's debt: 
lie only lived but till he was a man; 

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm'd 
In the unshrinking station where he fought. 

But like a man he died. 

Siw. Then he is dead? 



Ross. Ay, and brought off the field : your cause of sorrow 
Must not be measured by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siw. Had ho his hurts before? 

Ross. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why then, God's soldier be he ! 

Had I as many sons as I have haim, 

I would not wish them to a fairer death : 

And so, his knell is knoll'd. 

Mai He’s worth iiioie sorrow, 

And that I'll spend for him. 

Siw. He's worth no more : 

They say he 'parted well, and paid his score : 

And so, God be with him! lleit) comes newer comfort. 

Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth's luad. 

Macd. Hail, king ! for so thou art: behold, where stands 
The usurper's cursed head : the time is free : 

1 see thee compass’d with thy kingdom's pearl, 

That speak my salutation in their minds ; 

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine: 

Hail, King of Scotland! 

All. Hail, King of Scotland ! [Floui^sh. 

Mai. Wo shall not spend a large expense of time 
Before we reckon with your several loves. 

And make us even with you. My thanes and kinstiun, 
Henceforth be carls, the first that ever Scothuid 
In such an honour named. What’s more to do, 

Which Would be planted newly with the time. 

As calling home our exiled friends abroad 
Tliat fled tlie snares of watchful tyranny; 

Producing forth the cruel ministers 

Of this dead butcher and his fiend-like queen, 

Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life ; this, and what needful else 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 

We will perform in measure, time, and place: 

So, thanks to all at once and to each one, ^ 

Whom we invite to see us crown'tl at Scoii(\ 

[Flimrisk. Ejtxuiit. 
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PfiOLOGUE. 


In Troy, tliere lies the scene. From isles of Greece 
The princes orgiilons, their high blood chaled, 

Have to the port of Athens sent their shijM, 
Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war: sixty aud nine, that wore 
Tlieir crownets regal, from the Athenian hay 
Put forth toward Phrygia; and their vow is made 
To ransack Troy, within whose strong immures 
The ravish'd Helen, Meuelavs' queen, 

With wanton Paris sleep-s; and that’.s the quan-el. 
To Tenedos they come; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 
Their warlike fhiughtage : now on Dardan plains 
The fresh and yet unbrnised Greeks do piteh 
Their brave pavilions: Priam’s six-gated city, 
Dardan, and Tymbria, Helias, Clieta.s, Troien, 


And Antonorides, with massy staples 
And corrosponsivc and fulfilling bolts, 

Sperr up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, 
i>n one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

.r.ets all on hazard : and hither am I come 
A i)iologrje arm’d, but not in confidence 
Of author’s pen or actor’s voice, but suited 
In like conditions ns our argument. 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 
J.«aps o’er the vaunt and firstlings ot those broils, 
Beginning in the middle, starting thence away 
To what may lie digested in a play. 

Like or find fault; do os your pleasures arc: 

Now good or batl, ’tis but the chance of war. 




ACT I 


ScbNE I — Tm/. Before PKIAM’b palace 


Enter Troilus armed, and Pandarus 

Tro Call here my varlet; I’ll unarm again: 

Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 

That find such cruel battle here within ? 

Each Trojan that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field; Troilus, alas! hath none. 

Pan WiU this gear ne’er be mended? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong and skilful to their strength. 
Fierce to their skill and to their fierceness valiant ; 

But I am weaker than a woman’s tear. 

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance. 

Less valiant than the viigin in the night, 

And skilless as unpractised infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of tins : lor my 
part, I’ll not meddle nor make no further He that 
will have a cake out of the wheat roust needs tarry the 
grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry the bolting. 

Tro Have I not tarried? 

Pan. Ay, the bolting; but you must tarry the leavening. 

Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan Ay, to the leavening ; but here’s yet in the word 
'hereafter' the kneading, the making of the cake, the 
heating of the oven, and the baking ; nay, you must stay 
the cooling too, or you may chance to bum your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e’er she be. 

Doth lesser blench* at sufferance than I do. 

At Priam’s royal table do I sit ; 


And when lair Cressid comes into my thoughts — 

So, traitor' ‘When she tomes” When is she thence^ 
Pan Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever 1 
saw her look, or any woman else. 

Tro. I was about to tell thee - -when my heart. 

As wedged with a sigh, would live in twain, 

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 

I have, as when the sun doth light a storm. 

Buried this sigh ui wnukle of a smile: 

But sorrow that is couch’d in seeming gladness, 

Is like that mirth late turns to sudden sadness 
Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than 
Helen’s — well, go to — there were no more comparison 
between the women: but, for my part, she is my kins- 
woman ; 1 would not, as they term it, praise her : but 1 
would somebody had heaixl her talk yesterday as I did 
I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra’s wit, but — 
Tro. 0 Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus — 

When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d. 

Keply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench’d. I tell thee I am mad 
In Cressid’s love: thou answer’st, 'She is fair,’ 

Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice. 

Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 

In whose comparison aU whites are ink. 

Writing their own reproach, to whose soft seizure 
The cygnet’s down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the pal|n of plougWan: this thou tell'st me, 
As true thou teu’st me, when I say I love her; 
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Blit, saying thus, instead of oil and balm. 

Thou lay’st in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more* than truth. 

Tto, Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan. Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let lier be as she 
is : if she be fair, 'tia the better for her ; an she be not, 
she has the mends in her own hands. 

2Vo. Good Pandarus ; how now, Paiidarus ! 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travail ; ill-thought 
on of her, and ill-thought on of you ; gone between and 
between, but small thanka for my labour. 

Tro, What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? what, with me ? 
Pan. Because she’s kin to me, therefore she's not so 
fair as Helen: an she were not kin to me, she would 
be as fair on Friday as Helen is on Sunday. But what 
care I ? 1 care not an she were a black-a-inoor ; 'tis all 
one to me. 

Tro, Say I she is not fair? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She’s a 
fool to stay behind her father; let her to the Greeks; 
and so I’ll tell her the next time I see her: for my 
part. I’ll meddle nor make no more i* the matter. 

Tro, Pandarus — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro, Sweet Pandarus — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me : I will leave 
all as I found it, and there an end. 

\Exii Pandarus. An alarum. 
Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rude sounds! 
Fools on both sides* Helen must needs be fair. 

When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 

I cannot light upon this argument; 

It is too starved a subject for my sword. 

But Pandarus — 0 gods, how do you plague me! 

I cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar; 

And he’s as tetchy to bo woo'd to woo. 

As she is 8tublx>rn-cha&to against all suit. 

Tell me. Apollo, for thy Daphne's love. 

What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we ? 

Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl: 

Between our Ilium and where she resides, 
liet it be call’d the wild and wandering flood, 

Ourself the merchant, and this sailing Pandar 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter iENEAS. 

jEne. How now. Prince Troilus ! wherefore not afield ? 
Tro. Because not there : tliis woman's answer sorts, 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 

What news, ^neas, from the field to-day? 
jEne. That Paris is returned home and hurt. 

Tro. By whom, ASneas? 

AEne. Troilus, by Mcnelaus. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed : ’tis but a scar to sco. « ; 

Paris is gored with Menelaus* horn. [Alarum. 

AEne, Hark, what good sport is out of town to-day ! 
Tro. Better at home, if ‘would I might' were ‘may.' 
But to the sport abroad: are you bound thither? 
jEne. In all swift haste. 

Tro. Come, go we then together. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. A street. 

Enter Cressida and Alexander. 

Cree. Who were those went by ? , ,, , 

Alex. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 

One. And whither go they ? 

Alex. Up to the eastern tower. 


Whose height commands as subject all the vale. 

To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix’d, to-day was moved: 
lie chid Andromache and struck liis armourer. 

And, like os there were husbandry in war, 

Before the sun ropo he was harness'd light. 

And to the field goes he; where every fiowei 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Cres. What was his cause of anger? 

Alex. The noise goes, this : there is among the Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; 

They call him Ajax. 

Cres. Good ; and what of him ? 

Alex. They say he is a very man per se, 

And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men, unless they are drunk, sick, or 
have no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, hatli robbed many beasts of 
their particular additions ;* he is as valiant as the 
lion, churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant: a man 
into whom nature hath so crowded humours that his 
valour is crushed into folly, his folly sauced with dis- 
cretion : there is no man hath a virtue that he hath not 
a glimpse of, nor any man an attaint but he caiTies some 
stain of it: he is melancholy without cause, and merry 
against the hair :• he hath the joints of every thing, 
but every thing so out of joint that he is a gouty Bri- 
areus, many hands and no use, or purblind Argus, all 
eyes and no sight. 

Cres. But how should this man, that makes me smile, 
make Hector angry? 

Alex. They say he yesterday coped Hector in the 
battle, and struck him down; the disdain and shame 
whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting and waking. 

Cres. Who comes here? 

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. Hector’s a gallant man. 

Alex. As may be in the w'orld, lady. 

Pan. What’s that? what's that? 

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid : what do you talk 
of? Good morrow, Alexander. How do you, cousin? 
When were you at Ilium? 

Cres. This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of when I came ? Was 
Hector armed and gone ere ye came to Ilium ? Helen 
v;as not up, was she? 

Cres. Hector was gone, but Helen was not up. 

Pan. Even so : Hector was stirring early. 

Cres. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pa)t. Was he angry? 

Cres. So he says here. 

Pan. True, he was so; I know the cause too: he’ll 
lay about him to-day, I can tell them that : and there's 
Troilus will not come far behind him; let them take 
heed of Troilus, I can tell them that too. 

Cres. What, is he angiy too^ 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man of the two. 

Cres. O Jupiter! there's no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do 
you know a man if you see him? 

Cres. Ay, if I ever saw him before and knew him. 

Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus. 

Ores. Then you say as I say; for, I am sure, he is 
not Hector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus in some degrees. 


VOIm U. 
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Cra. Tis just to each of them ; he U himself. 

JVin. Himself I Alas, poor Troilus I I would he were. 

Crta. So he is. 

Pan. Condition, I had gone barefoot to Indio. 

Crta. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself! no, he’s not himself: would a* were 
himself: Well, the gods are above; time must friend 
or end : well, Troilus, well : I would my heart were in 
her body. No, Hector is not a better man than Troilus. 

Crta. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Crta. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Th’ other’s not come to’t; you shall tell me 
another tale, when th’ other’s come to’t. Hector shall 
not have his wit this year. 

(Jrta. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Part. Nor his qualities. 


Crta. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Crta. ’Twould not become him; his own’s better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece: Helen herself 
swore th' other day, that Troilus, for a Irown favour — 
for so 'tis, I must confess — not brown neither — 

Crta. No, but brown. 

Pan. ’Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Crta. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She praised his complexion above Paris. 

Crta. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Crta. Then Troilus should have too much: if she 
praised him above, his complexion is higher than his ; he 
having colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming 
a praise for a go(M complexion. I had as lief Helen’s 
golden tongue had commended Troilus for a copper nose. 



Pan. 1 swear to you, I think Helen loves him better 
than Paris. 

Crta. Then she’s a merry Greek* indeed. 

Pm. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him 
th’ other day into the compassed window — and, you know, 
he has not past three or four hairs on his chin — 

Crta. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon bring 
his particulars therein to a totaL 
Pan. Why, he is very young : and yet will he, within 
three pound, lift as much as m brother Hector. 

Crta. Is he so young a man and so old a lifter? 
Pan. But to prove to ^u that Hden loves him : she 
came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin — 
Ctes, Juno have mercy t how came it cloven ? 

Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I tiunk his smiling 
becomes him better than any man in all Phrygia. 

Chtt. 0, he smilea valiantly. 


Pan. Does he not? 

Crta. 0 yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to, then: but to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus — 

Crta. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you’ll prove 
it so. 

Pan. 'Doilus! why, he esteems her no more than I 
esteem an addle egg. 

Orta. If you love an addle egg as well as yoli love 
an idle head,, you would eat chicxens i' the sh^ 

^ Pan. I camot choose but laugh, to think how she 
tickled his chin : indeed, she has a marvellous whitd hand, 
I must needs confess — 

Crta. Without the tack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair 
on his chin. . 

Crta. Alas, poor chin! many a wart is richer. 
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Pan. But there was such laughing I Queen Hecuba 
laughed that her eyes ran o'er. 

dm. With mill-stones.. 

Pan. And Cassandre laughed. 

Cm. But there was more temperate fire under the 
pot of her eyes ; did her eyes run o'er too ? 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cm. At what was all this laughing! 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied on 
Troilus' chin. 

Cm. An't had been a green hair, I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair as at 
his pretty answer. 

Cm. What was his answer? 

Pan. Quoth she, ‘Here's but two and fifty hairs on 
your chill, and one of them is white.’ 

Cm. 'This is her question. 

Pan. That's true; make no question of that. ‘Two 
end fifty hairs,' quoth he, 'and one white: that white 
hair is my father, and all the rest are his sons.' ' Jupiter !' 
quoth she, 'which of these hairs is Paris my husband?' 

‘ The forked one,' quoth he, ‘ pluck’t out, and give it him.’ 
But there was such laughing ! and Helen so blushed, and 
Paris so chafed, and all the rest so laughed, that it passed. 

Crta. So let it now; fur it has been a great while 
going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday; 
think on’t. 

Cm. So I do. 

Pan. I’ll be swqrn 'tis true; he will weep you, an 
'twere a man born in April. 

Cm. And I’ll spring up in his tears, an 'twere a 
nettle against May. [A retreat sounded. 

Pan. Hark I they are coming from the field : shall 
we stand up here, and see them as they pass toward 
Ilium? good niece, do, sweet niece Cressida. 

Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here’s an excellent place; here we 
may see most bravely: I’ll tell you them all by their 
names as they pass by ; but mark Troilus above the rest. 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

.AIneas passes. 

Pan. That’s ASneas: is not that a brave man? he’s 
one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you: but mark 
Troilus; you shall see anon. 

Antenob passes. 

Cres. Who’s that ? 

Pan. That’s Antenor: ho has a shrewd, wit, I can 
tell you; and he's a man good enough: he’s one o’ the 
soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, and a proper 
man of person. When comes Troilus? I’ll show you 
Troilus anon : if he aee me, you shall see him nod at me. 

Cres. Will he give you the nod? 

Pan. You shall see. 

Cm If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector passes. 

Pan. That’s Hector, that, that, look you, that; there’s 
a fellow I Go thy way. Hector! There's a brave man, 
niece. O brave Hector! Look how he looks! there’s a 
countenance! is't not a brave man? 

Cres. 0, a breve manl 

Pan. Is a' not? it does a man’s heart good. I^ok 
you what hacks are on his helmet! look you yonder, 
do you see t look you there : there’s no jesting ; there s 
laying on, tdke’t off who will, as they say : there oe hacks ! 

Cm ^ those with swords? 


Pan. Swords ! any thing, he cares not ; an the devil 
come to him, it’s all one: by God’s lid, it does one’s 
heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris. 

Paris passu. 

Look ye yonder, niece; is’t not a gallant man too, is’t 
not? Why, this is brave now. Who said he came hurt 
home to-day? he’s not hurt: why, this will do Helen’s 
heart good now, ha! Would I could see Troilus now! 
You shall see Troilus anon. 

Helenus passes. 

Cm. Who’s that ? 

Pan. That’s Helenus. I marvel where Troilus is. That’s 
Ilelenus. I think he went not forth to-day. That’s 
Helenus. 

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 

Pan. Helenus ? no. Yes, he’ll fight indifferent well. 
I marvel where Troilus is. Hark ! do you not hear the 
people cry, ‘Troilus’? Helenus is a priest. 

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder? 

Troilus passu. 

Pan. Where? yonder? that’s Deiphobus. Tis Troilus! 
there’s a man, niece ! Hem ! Brave Troilus ! the prince 
of chivalry! 

Cru. Peace, for shame, peace! 

Pan. Mark him; note him. 0 brave Troilus! look 
well upon him, niece : look you how his sw’ord is bloodied, 
and bis helm mure backed than Hector’s, and how he 
looks, and how he goes! 0 admirable youth! he ne’er 
saw thiee and twenty. Go thy way, Troilus, m thy 
way ! Had I a sister were a grace, or a dau^ter a 
goddess, he should take his choice. O admirable man! 
Paris ? Paris is dirt to him ; and, I warrant, Helen, to 
change, would give an eye to boot. 

Cru. Here come more. 

Forces pau. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran ! porridge after meat ! I could live and die i’ the 
eyes of Troilus. Ne’er look, ne’er look; the eagles are 
gone : crows and daws, crews and daws ! I had rather 
i'k; such a man as Troilus than Agamemnon and all 
Greece. 

Cru. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better 
man than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles! a drayman, a porter, a very camel 

Cru. Well, well 

Po«. 'Well, well!’ Why, have you any discretion? 
have you any eyes ? do you know what a man is ? Is 
not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood, le^- 
ing, gentleness, virtue, youth, liberality, and such like, 
the spice and salt that season a man? 

Cru Ay, a minced man : and then to be baked with 
no date in the pie, for then the roan’s date’s out 

Pan. You are such a woman ! one knows not at what 
ward you lie. 

Cm. Upon my back, to defend my beUy; upon my 
wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to defend 
mine honesty ; my mask, to defend my beauty ; and you, 
to defend all these: and at all these wards I lie, at a 
thousand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cru. Nay, I’ll watch you for that; and thats one 
of the chiefest of them too: if I cannot ward s^t I 
would not have hit, I can watch you for telling how I 
took the blow; unless it swell past hiding, and then its 
past watching. 

Pan. You are such another! 
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EwUr Troilus’s Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 
Pan. Where ? 

Boy. At your own house; there ho unarms him. 
Pan. Qood hoy, tell him I come. [ExU Boy.'\ I doubt 
he be hurt. Fare ye well, good niece. 

Cres. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I’ll be with you, niece, by and by. 

Cra. To bring, uncle? 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cres. By the same token, you are a bawd. [Pon^ Pandarm. 
Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love’s full sacrifice. 

He offers in another’s enterprise; 

But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 
Than in the glass of Pandar’s praise may be; 

Yet hold 1 off. Women ai-e angels, wooing: 

Things won are done; joy’s soul lies in the doing. 

That she beloved knows nought that knows not this: 
Men prize the thing ungain’d more than it is: 

That she was never yet that ever knew 
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue. 

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach: 

Achievement is command ; ungain’d, beseech : 

Then though my heart’s content firm love doth bear. 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The Grecian camp. Before Agamemnon’s tent. 

Sennet. Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses, 
Menelaus, and others. 

Again. Princes, 

What grief hath set the jaundice on your checks ? 

The ample proposition that hope makes 

In all designs ix^n on earth below 

Fails in the promised largeness : checks ard disasters 

Grow in the veins of actions highest rear’d, 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap. 

Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his coarse of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us 

That we come short of our suppose so far 

That after seven years' siege yet Troy walls stand ; 

Sith every action that hath gone before. 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias smd thwart, not answering the aim. 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gave’t surmised sliape. Why then, you princes. 

Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works. 

And .call them shames? which are indeed nought else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 

To find persistive constancy in men: 

The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love; for then the bold and coward. 

The wise and fool, the artist and unread. 

The hard and soft, seem all affined and kin: 

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan. 

Puffing at all, winnows the ligni away; 

And what hath mass or matter, 1^ itself 
lies rich in virtue and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat. 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
lies the true proof of men: the sea teing smooth, 
How many shidlow baulfie boats dare sail 



But let the ruffian l^teas once enrage 


The gentle Thetis, and anon behold 

The strong-ribb’d bark through liquid mountains cut. 

Bounding between the two moist elements. 

Like Perseus’ horse: where’s then the saucy boat 
Whose weak untimber’d .sides but even now 
Co-rivall’d greatness ? Either to harbour fled. 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour’s show and valour’s worth divide 
In storms of fortune; for in her ray and brightness 
The herd hath mote annoyance by the breese* *"«'•*/• 
Than by the tiger; but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 

And flies fled under shade, why, then the thing of courage. 
As roused with rage, with rage doth sympathize, 

And with an accent tuned in selfsame key 
Betorts to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss. Agamemnon, 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 

Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit. 

In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, hear what Ulysses speaks. 

Besides the applause and approbation 
Tho which, [To Agamemnon] most mighty for thy place 
and sway, 

[To JVestor] And thou most reverend for thy stretch’d- 
out life, 

I give to both, your speeches, which were such 
As Agamemnon and tlie hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass, and such again 
As venerable Nestor, hatch’tl in silver. 

Should with a bond of air, strong as the axlclree 
On which heaven rides, knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienced tongue, yet let it please both. 

Thou great, and wise, to hear Ulysses speak. 

Agam. Speak, Prince of Ithaca ; and he’t of less exj)ect 
That matter needless, of impoiiless burden. 

Divide thy lips, than we are confident. 

When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws. 

We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

TMyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down. 

And the great Hector’s 'sword had lack’d a master, 

But for these instances. 

The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 

When that the general is not like the hive 
To whom the foragers shall all repair. 

What honey is expected? Degree being viznrdcd. 

The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre. 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form. 

Office, and custom, in all line of order; 

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol 
In noble eminence enthroned and sphered 
Amidst the other; whoap medicinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, 

And posts, like the commandment of a king. 

Sans check to good and bad: but when the planets 
In evil mixture to disorder wander. 

What plagues and what portents! what mutiny! 

What raging of the sea ! shaking of earth I 

Commotion in the winds! frights, changes, honors. 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their flxurel 0, when degree is sbaked. 

Which is the ladder to all high designs, 

Then enterinripe is sick! How coiUd communities. 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities. 
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Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 

The primogenitive aud due of birth, 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels. 

But by degree, stand in authentic place? 

Take but deme away, untune that string. 

And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing meets. 
In mere oppugnancy: the bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores 
And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike his father dead: 
Force should be right; or rather, right and wrong. 
Between whose endless jar justice resides, 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 


Then every thing includes itself in power. 
Power into will, will into appetite* 

And appetite, an universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power. 

Must make perforce an universal prey. 

And last eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 
This chaos, when degree is suffocate. 

Follows the choking. 

And this ucglection of degree it is 
That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It hath to climb. The general’s disdain’d 
By him one step below, he by the next. 

That next by him beneath; so every step, 
Exampled by the first pace that is sick 



Of his superior, growrs to an envious foicr 
Of pale and bloodless emulation : 

And ’tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot. 

Not her own sinews. To end a t^c of length, 

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover’d 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 

Agam. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy? 

Ulyas. The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host. 

Having his ear full of his airy fi^e,^ 

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs: with him Fatrodus, 


Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests, 

Aud with ridiculous and awkward action, 

Which, slanderer, he imitation calls. 

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 

Thy topless deputation he puts on; 

And, like a strutting player, whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretch’d footing and the scaffoldage — - 
Such to-be-pitied and o’er-wrested* seeming •<>»«•" 
He acts thy fatness in : and when he qieaks, 

’Tis like a chime a-mending; with terms unsquared, 
Yfhich, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp’d. 
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Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff 
The laiw Achilles, on his press'd bed lolling 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause; 

Cries ‘ Excellent I 'tia Agamemnon just. 

Now play me Nestor; hem, and stroke thy beard, 

As he being drest' to some oration.’ ^ unimd 

That’s done, as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels, as like as Vulcan and his wife: 

Yet god Achilles still cries ’Excellent! 

’Tis Nestor right. Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a ni^ht alarm.' 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth; to cough and spit, 

And, with a palsy-fumbling on his gorj^t. 

Shake in and out the rivet: and at this sport 
Sir Valour dies; cries, ‘0, enough, Patroclus; 

Or give me ribs of steel! I shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen.’ And in this fashion. 

All our abilities, gira, natures, shapes, 

Severals and generals of grace exact. 

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions. 

Excitements to the held, or speech for truce. 

Success or loss, what is or is not, serves 
As stuff for the 83 two to make paradoxes. 

Neat. And in the imitation of these twain — 

Who, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice — many are infect. 

Ajax is grown self-will'd, and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achillea ; keeps his tent like him ; 

Makes factious feasts; rails on our state of war. 

Bold as an oracle, and seta Thersites, 

A slave whose gall coins slanders like a mint. 

To match us in comparisons with dirt, 

To weaken and discimit our exposure. 

How rank soever rounded in with danmr. 

Ulyea. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice. 
Count wisdom as no member of the war. 

Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts. 

That do contrive how many hands shall strike. 

When fitness calls them on, and know by measure 
Of their observant toil the enemies’ weight — 

Why, this hath not a finger's dignity: 

They call this bed-work, mappery, closet war: 

So that the ram that batters down the wall. 

For the great swing and rudeness of his poise, 

They place before his hand that made the engine. 

Or those that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Neat. Let this be granted, and Achilles’ horse 
Makes many Thetis’ sons. [A twHut. 

Agam. What trumpet? look, Menelaus. 

Men. From Troy. 

Enta- .£NEAa 

A^im. What would you ’fore our tent? 

.^ne. Is tills g^t Agamemnon’s tent, I pray you ? 

Agam. Even this. 

^Sne. May one, that is a herald and a prince. 

Do a fair message to his kingly ears? 

Agam. With surety stronger than Achilles’ arm, 
’Fore all the Greekidi heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

AShu. Fair leave and luge security. How may 
A stianm to those moat imperial looks 
Enow them from ^es of o&er mortals? 

Agam. How? 

Mt. Ay; 


1 ask, that I might waken reverence. 

And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Pho^us : 

Which is that god in office, guiding men 7 
Which is the l^h and mighty Agamemnon? 

Agam. This ^jan acorns us ; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

AEne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm’d. 

As bending angels; that’s their fame in peace: 

But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls. 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords ; and Jove’s accord. 
Nothing so full of heart But peace, .£neas. 

Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips I 
The worthiness of praise distoins his worth. 

If that the praised himself bring the praise forth: 

But what the repining enemy commends. 

That breath fame blows ; that praise, sole pure, transcends. 
Agam. Sir, you of TVoy, call you yourself Alncas ? 
jEne. Ay, Giuck, tliat is my name. 

Agam. What’s your affair, I pray you? 

AHne. Sir, pardon; 'tis for Agamemnon’s ears. 

Agam. He hears nought privately that comes from Troy. 
AEne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him: 

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear, 

To set his sense on the attentive bent. 

And then to speak. 

Agam. Speak frankly as the wind; 

It is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour: 

That thou snalt know, Trojan, he is awake. 

He tells thee so himself. 

jEne. Trumpet, blow loud, 

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ; 

And every Greek of mettle, let him know. 

What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud. 

[Trumpet aaunda. 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call’d Hector — Priam is his father — 

Wlio in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown: he bade me take a trumpet, 

And to thi 9 . purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords ! 

If there be one among the fair’st of Greece 
That holds his honour higher than his ease; 

That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril; 

That knows his valour, and knows not his fear; 

That loves his mistress more than in confession. 

With truant vows to her own lips he loves. 

And dare avow her beauty and W worth 
In other arms than hers — ^to him this challenge. 

Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Shall make it good, or do his best to do it. 

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer. 

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms. 

And will to-morrow %ith liis trumpet call 
Midway between your tents and walls of Troy, 

To rouse a Grecian that is true in love: 

If any come. Hector shall honour him; 

If none, he’ll say in Troy when he retires. 

The Grecian dames are sunburnt, and not worth ; 

The splinter of a lance. Even so much. ' 

Agam. This shall be told our lovers. Lord iBn#s; 

If none of them have soul in suen a kind, _ ^ 

We left them all at home: but we are soldiers; ^ 

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove. 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love! 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be. 

That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he. 

Neat. Tell hipi of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's gtandsire sock’d: he is old now; 
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Bat if there be not in oar Grecian host 
One noble man that hath one spark of Arc, 

To answer for his love, tell him from mo 
I’ll hide my silver beard In a gold beaver, 

And in my vantbrace pat this wither’d brawn. 

And meeting him will tell him that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandam, and as chaste 
As may be in the world: his youth in flood. 

I’ll prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 
jSne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 
Ulyas. Amen. 

Agam. Fair Lord iEneas, lot me touch your hand; 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 

Achilles shall have word of this intent; 

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent: 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt all but Ulysses and Nestor. 

Ulyas. Nestor 1 

Nest. What says Ulysses 1 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain ; 

Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

Neat. What is’t 7 
Ulyss. This ’tis : 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots: the seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown op 
In rank Achilles must or now be cropp’d. 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 

’To overbulk us all. 

Nest. Well, and how 7 

Ulyas. This chaJlfuge that the gallant Hector sends. 
However it is spread in general name, 

Bclates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as substance. 
Whose grossness little characters sum up : 

And, in the publication, make no strain. 

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya — ^though, Apollo knows, 

’Tis dry enough — will, with great speed of judgment, 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector’s purpose 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think you 7 
Nest. Yes, 'tis most meet : whom may you else oppose. 
That can from Hector bring his honour off. 

If not Achilles 7 Though’t be a sportful combat, 

Yet in the trial much opinion durells; 

For hero the Tlrojans taste our dear’st repute 
With their finest palate: and trust to mo, Ulysses, 

Out imputation* shall be oddly* poised * 

In this wild action; for the success. 

Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 

And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is supposed 
He that meets Hector issues from our choice; 

And choice, being mutual act of all our souls. 

Makes merit her election, and doth boil. 

As 'twere from forth us all, a man distill’d 
Out of our virtues; who miscarrying. 

What heart receives from hence the conquering part. 

To steel a strong opinion to themsdvest 
Which entertain^, limbs are his instruments. 

In no less working than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech: 

Thermore 'tis meet Achilles meet not Hector. 

Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares. 


And think, perchance, theyll sell ; if not, 

The lustre of the better yet to show, 

Shull show the better. Do not consent 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet; 

For both our honour and our shame in this 
Are dogg’d with two strange followers. 

Ned. I see them not with my old eyes: what are they? 
Ulyss. What glory our Achilles shares from Hector. 
Were ho not proud, we all should share with him; 

But ho already is too insolent; 

And we were better parch in Afric sun 
'Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes. 

Should he 'scape Hector fair : if he were foil’d. 

Why then, we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery; 

And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to fight with Hector : among ourselves 
Give him allowance for the better man ; 



For that will physic the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applause, and make him fall 
His crest that prouder than blue Iris benda 
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 

We’ll dress him up in voices ; if he fail. 

Yet go we under our opinion still 

That we have better men. But, hit or miss. 

Our project’s life this shape of sense assumes; 

Ajax employ’d plucks down Achilles’ plumea 
Ned. Ulysses, 

Now I begin to relish thy ^vice; 

And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon: go we to him straight. 

Two CUTS shall tame each other: pride alone 
Must tarre* the mastiffr on, as 'tweie their bone. 

[ExmKl. 



ACT II. 

Scene I . — A part of the Grecian camp. 


Snttr Ajax and Thersites. 


Ajax. Thetsites ! 

Tlier. Agamemnon, how if he had boile ? full, all over, 
generally ? 

Ajax. Thersites I 

Tiler. And those boils did mn? say so: did not the 
general run then? were not that a botchy core’ 

Ajax. 

Ther. Then would come some matter from him; I 
see none now. 

Ajax. Thou bitch* wolfs son, canst thou not hear’ 
[Beating Am.] Feel, then. 

Tker. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mongrel 
beef-witted lord! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou vinewedst* leaven, • 
speak: I will beat thee into handsomeness. 

Thtr. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness: 
but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an oration than 
thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canst strike, 
canst thou? a r^ murrain o’ thy jade’s tricks! 

Ajax. Toadstool, learn me the proclamation. 

Tlur. Dost thou think I have no sense, thou strikest 
me thus? 


Ajax. The proclamation! 

Ther. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

.A/ue. Do not, porpentine, do not: my fingers itch. 

Ther. I would thou didst itch from head to foot, and 
I had the scratching of thee; 1 would make thee th« 
loathsomest scab in Greece. When thou ait forth in the 
incunions, thon strikest as slow as another. 

Ajax. I say, the prochunation ! 

Ther. Thou grumblest and railest every hour or 
Achillea and thou art as full of envy at his greatness 
as Cerberus is at Proserpina’s beauty, ay, that thon 
barkest at him. 

Mistress Thersites ! 

Ther. Thou shouldst strike him. 

Ajax. Cohloaf! 


Ther. He would pun thee into shivers with his fist, 
os a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajax. [Beating Atm.] You whoreson cur! 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou hast 
no more brain than I have in mine elbows; an assnicgo’ 
may tutor thee: thou scurvy- valiant ass! thou art 
here but to thrash Trojans; and thou art bought and 
sold among those of a^ wit, like a barbarian slave. If 
thou use to beat me, I will begin at tiiy heel, and tell 
what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bouels, thou' 

Ajax. You dog ! 

^'A«r. You scurvy lord! 

Ajax. [Beating Am.] You cur! 

Ther. Mars his idiot! do, rudeness ; do, camel ; do, do. 

Elder Achilles and Patroclus. 

AehU. Why, how now, Ajax! wherefore do you thus? 
How now, Thersites! what’s the matter, man? 

Ther. You see him there, do you? 

AehU. Ay; what’s the matter? 

Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

AdiU. So I do? what’s the matter? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well 

AehU. ‘Well!’ why, I do so. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him; for, 
whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

AUiU. 1 know that, fool 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. ' 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. '■ 

Tlur. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit h# utters! 
his evasions have ears thus long. I have bobjbed his 
brain more than he has beat my bones: I will buy nine 
sparrows for a penny, and his pia mater is nd| worth 
the ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achillel, Ajax, 
who wears his wit in his belly and his guts in Ids head, 
I’ll tell you what 1 say of him. 

A<M. What? 
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Th^. I my, this Ajax— [Ajax offtra to heat Atm. 

Achxl. Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther, Has not so much wit — 

AchiL Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen’s needle, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

AchiL Peace, fool ! 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the fool 
will not : ho there : that he : look you there. 

Ajax. O thou damned cur! 1 shall — 

AchiL Will you set your wit to a fool’s? 

Ther. No, I warrant you; for a fool’s will shame it. 

Pair. Good words, Thersites. 

Achil. What's the quarrel? 

Ajax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour of 
the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

T/ur. I serve thee not. 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I serve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your last service was sufferance, 'twas not 
voluntary: no man is beaten voluntary; Ajax was here 
the voluntary, and you as under an impress. 

Ther. E’en so; a great deal of your wit, too, lies in 
your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have a 
great catch, if he knock out either of your brains: a’ 
were as good crack a fusty nut with no kernel 

Achil. What, with me too, Thersites? 

Ther. There's Ulysses and old Nestor, whose wit was 
mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, yoke 
you like draiight-oxeu, and make you plough up the wars. 

Achil. What, wjjat? 

Ther. Yes, good sooth : to, Achilles I to, Ajax ! to ! 

Ajax. I sliall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. 'Tis no matter; I shall speak as much as thou 
afterwards. 

Pair. No more words, Thersites; peace! 

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles’ brach bids 
me, shall I ? 

Achil. There’s for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I 
come any more to your tents: I will keep where there 
is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. [Exit. 

Pair. A good riddance, 

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaim’d through all our host : 
That Hector, hj the fifth hour of the sun. 

Will with a trumpet 'twixt our tents and Troy 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms 
That hath a stomach; and such a one that dare 
Maintain — I know not what: 'tis trash. Farewell. 

Ajcuc. Farewell. Who shall answer him? 

Achil. I know not: 'tis put to lottery; otherwise 
He knew his man. 

Ajax. O, meaning you. I will go learn more of it. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Troy. A room in Priam's pat.^ce. 

Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and Helen us. 

Pin. After 80 many hours, lives, speeches spent, 

Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks: 

* Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 

As honour, loss of time, travail, expense. 

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consumed 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war — 

Shall be struck off.' Hector, what say you to't? 

Hectl Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than 1, 
As far as toucheth my particular, 

Yet^ dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bowels, 

More spongy to suck in the sense of fear, 

VOL. IL 


More ready to cry out, '\^^lo knows what follows?' 
Than Hector is: the wound of peace is surety. 

Surety secure;^ but modest doubt is call'd 4 ow-cooMeni. 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go : 

Since the first sword was drawn about this question. 
Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand disines* »T®iiihf. 
Hath been as dear as Helen; I mean, of ours: 

If we have lost so many tenths of oura, 

To guard a thing not ours nor worth to us, 

Had it our name, the value of one ten. 

What merit’s in that reason which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother/ 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 

So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters sum 
The post proportion of his infinite? 

And buckle in a waist most fathomless 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons? fie, for godly shame! 

Ifel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons, 
You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the gi^eat sway of his affairs with reasons, 

Because your speech hath none that tells him so? 

Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother priest; 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your reasons : 
You know an enemy intends you harm ; 

You know a sword employ’d is perilous, 

And reason flies the object of all harm: 

Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels, 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jovo, 

Or like a star disorb'd? Nay, if we talk of reason. 

Let's shut our gates and sleep : manhood and honour 
Should have ham-hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 
With this cramm’d reason: reason and respect 
Make livers pale and lustihood deject. 

Ifect. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro. What is aught, but as 'tis valued? 

Ifect. Bub value dwells not in particular will; 

It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself 
As in the prizer: 'tis mad idolatry 
To make the service greater than the god; 

And the will dotes that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself affects, 

Without some image of the affected merit. 

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 

Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment : how may I avoid. 

Although my will distaste what it elected, 

The wife I chose? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this and to stand firm by honour: 

We turn not back the silks upon the merchant, 

When we have soil’d them, nor the remainder viands 
Wc do not throw in unrespective sieve, 

Because we now are full. It was thought meet 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks. 

Your breath of full consent bellied his sails; 

The seas and winds, old wmnglers, took a truce 
And did him service: he touch’d the ports desired, 

And for an old aunt whom the Greeks held captive, 

He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and fresliness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes stale the morning. 
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Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt: 

Is she worth keeping? why, she is a pearl, 

Whose price hath launch’d above a thousand ships, 

And turn’d crown'd kings to merchants. 

If you’ll avouch ’twas wisdom Paris went 
(As you must needs, for you all cried, ‘Go, go’); 

If you’ll confess he bixinght home noble prize 
(As you must needs, for you all clapp’d your hands. 
And cried, ‘ Inestimable I’) — ^why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate. 

And do a dera that fortune never did. 

Beggar the estimation which you prized 
Richer than sea and land? 0, theft most base. 

That we have stol’n what we do fear to keep! 

But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stol’n. 

That in their country did them that disgrace. 

We fear to warrant in our native place! 

Cat. \WUKin.'\ Ciy, Trojans, cry! 

Pri What noise? what shriek is this? 

Tro. ’Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice. 


Cat. [Wiikin.'] Cry, Trojans! 

Hect. It is Cassandra. 

Enter Cassamdra, raving. 

Cat. Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand eyes. 
And I will All them with prophetic tears. 

Heet. Peace, sister, peace! 

Cat. Virgins and boys, mid-a^ and wrinkled eld. 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry. 

Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 

Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with team! 

Ti'oy must not be, nor goodly lliou stand ; 

Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns us all. 

Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen and a woe: 

Cry, cry! Troy bums, or else let Helen ga [EjH. 

Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse? or is your blood 
So madly hot that no discourse of reason. 



Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause. 

Can qualify the same? 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such am no other than event doth form it. 

Nor once deject the courage of our minds. 

Because Cassandra's mad: her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel 
Which hath our several honours all engaged 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 

I am no more touch’d than all Priam’s sons: 

And Jove forbid there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offoid the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain! 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings as your counsels: 

But I attest the god^ your fhll consent 
Gave wings to my pcopension, and cut 'off 
An fears attending on so dire a project. 

For what, alas, can these my single arms? 


What propugnation is in one man’s valour. 

To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest. 

Were I alone to pass the difficulties. 

And had as ample jlbwer as 1 have wiU, 

Paris should ne’er retract what he hath done. 
Nor faint in the pursuit 
Pri. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights: 

You have the honey stiU, but these me gall; 

So to be valiant is no praise at aU. 

Par. Sir, 1 propose not merely to mysdf 
The pleasures such a beauty briiqp with it; 

But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wiped off, in honourable keeping her. 

What treason weie it to the ransack’d queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to roe. 
Now to ddiver her possession up 
On terms of b^se compulsion I Can it be 
That so degenstate a strain as this 
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Should once set footing in your generous hosomsT 
There’s not the meanest spiiit on our party 
Without n lieart to dare or sword to draw 
When Helen is defended,' nor none so noble 
Whose life were ill bestow’d or death unfamed 
Where Helen is the subject; then, I say, 

Well may we fight for her whom, we know well. 
The world’s large spaces cannot parallel 
Heet. Paris and Troilus, you have both said well, 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have glozed, but superficially : not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to liear morri philosophy : 

The reasons you allege do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper’d blood, 

Than to make up a free dcteriuiuatiou 


’Twixt right and wrong, for pleasure and revenge 

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 

Of any true decision. ><ature craves 

All dues be render’d to their owners: now 

What nearer debt in all humanity 

Than wife is to the husband ? If this law 

Of nature be corrupted through affection. 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their lienuinbed wills, resist the same. 

There is a law in each well-order’d nation 
To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Spaita’s king. 

As it is known she is, these moral laiis 
Of nature and of nations speak aloud 
To have her back return’d : thus to persist 



III doing .wrong extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector’s opinion 
Is this in way of truth; yet ne’ertheloss. 

My spritely Imthren, I propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still. 

For ’tis a cause that hath no mean depcndancc 
Upqn our joint and several dignities. 

Tro, Why, there you touch’d the life of our design : 
Were it not glory that we more affected. 

Than the penormance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 

She is a theme of honour and renown, 

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds. 

Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 

And fame in time to come canon^ us ; 

For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So ridh advsnt^ of a promised glory 


As smiles upon the forehead of this action 
For the wide world’s revenue. 

Eect. I a>n youis. 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. 

I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 

Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits: 

I. was advertised their great general slept, 

Wliilst emulation in the army crept: 

This, I presume, will wake him. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The Grecian camp. Before Achiixes’ tent. 
Enter Thessites, aolue. 

Thcr. How now, Thersites ! what, lost in the labyrinth 
of thy fury! Shall the elephant Aiax cany it thus? he 
beats me, and I rail at him: 0, wortoy satisfaction! would 
it were otherwise ; that I could beat him, whilst he railed. 
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at me. 'Sfoot^ I'll leam to conjure and raise devils, but 
I’ll see some issue of my spiteful execrations. Then 
there’s Achilles, a rare enginer ! If Troy be not taken till 
these two undermine it, the walls will stand till they fall 
of themselves. 0 thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, 
foiget that thou art Jove, the king of gods, and Mercury, 
lose all the serpentine craft of thy caduceus, if ye take 
not that little little less than lituo wit from them that 
they have ! which short-armed ignorance itself knows is 
so abundant scarce, it will not in circuniA'ention deliver a 
fly from a spider, without drawing their massy irons and 
cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on the whole 
camp ! or rather, the bone-ache I for that, inethinks, is the 
curse dependant on those that war for a placket. I have 
said my prayers; and devil Envy, say Amen. What ho! 
my Lord Achilles! 

Enter Patroclus. 

Fair. Who’s there ? Thersites ! Good Theraites, come 
in and rail. 

I%er. If I could have remembered a gilt counterfeit, 
tbou wouldst not have slipped out of my contemplation: 
but it is no matter; thyself upon thyself! The common 
nurse of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in grrat 
revenue! heaven bless thee from a tutor, and discipline 
come not near thee ! Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death ! then if she that Um thee out says thou art 
a fair corse. I’ll be sworn and sworn upon’t she never 
shrouded any but lazars. Amen. Where’s Achilles? 

Fair. What, art thou devout? wast thou in prayer? 

Ther. Ay : the heavens hear me ! 

Enter Achilles. 

Aehil. Who’s there? 

Fair. Thersites, my lord. 

AchU. Where, where ? Art thou come ? why, my 
cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thyself 
in to my table so many meals ? Come, what’s Agamemnon? 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles. Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what’s Achillea? 

Fatr. Thy lord, Thersites: then tell me, I pray thee, 
what’s thysw? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus : then tell me, Patroclus, 
what art thou ? 

Fatr. Thou mayst tell that knowest. 

AchU. 0, tell, telL 

Ther. I’ll decline the whole question. Agamemnon 
commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; 1 am Patroclus’ 
knower; and Patroclus is a fool. 

Fatr. You rascal! 

Thef. Peace, fool! I have not done. 

AchU. He is a privileged man. Proceed, Thersites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a fool ; Ther- 
sites is a fool; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a fooL 

AchU. Derive this; come. 

l%er. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Aga- 
memnon; Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool; and 
Patroclus is a fool positive. 

JhUr. Why am I a fool? 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. It suffices 
me thou art Look you, who comes here? 

AehU. Patroclus, I'll speak with nobody. Come in 
with me, Thersites. [Exit. 

Ther. Here is such patchery,* such juggling, •■wn-r. 
and such knavery! all the argument is a cuckold and a 
whore; a good quarrd to drew emulous fisetious and 
bleed to death upon. Now, the dry serpigo on the sub- 
ject! and war and lechery confound all! [SxU. 


Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, Diomedes, 
and Ajax. 

Agam. Where is Achilles ? 

Fatr. Within his tent; but ill disposed, my lord. 

Agam. Let it be known to him that we are here. 

He shent our messengers; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of him: 

Let him be told so; lest perchance he think 
We dare not move the question of our place. 

Or know not what we are. 

Fatr. 1 shall say so to him. [AxtV. 

Ulgsa. We saw him at the opening of his teut : 

He is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: you mny 
call it melancholy, if you will favour the man; but, by 
my head, 'tis pride : but why, why ? let him show us 
the cause. A woid, my lord. [Takes Agamemnon aside. 

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 

Ulgss. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Nest. Who, Thersites? 

Ulyss. He. 

Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost his 
argument 

Ulyss. No, you see, he is his argument that has his 
argument Achilles. 

Nest. All the better; their fraction is more our wish 
than their faction : but it was a strong composure a fool 
could disunite. 

Ulyss. The amity that wisdom knits not folly may 
easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Be-enfer Patroclus. 

Nest. No Achilles with him. 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for court- 
esy: his legs are legs for necessity, not for flexure. 

Fatr. Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry. 

If any thing more than yOiir sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness and this noble state 
To call upon him; he hopes it is no other 
But for your health and your digestion sake. 

An after-dinner’s breath. 

Agam. Hear you, Patroclms: 

We are too well acquainted with these answers : 

But his evasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn. 

Cannot outfly our apprehensiona 

Much attribute he hath, and much the reason 

Why we ascribe it to him; yet all his virtues. 

Not virtuously on his own part beheld. 

Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss. 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish. 

Arc like to rot untested. Go and tell him. 

We come to speak with him; and you shall not sin. 

If you do say we tUtnk him over-proud 

And under-honest, in self-assumption greater 

Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than himself 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on, 

Dismise the holy strength of their command, 

And underwrite in an observing kind 

His humorous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettish lunes,’ his ebbs, hu flows, as if ' 

The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Bode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add, 

That if he overbold his price so much. 

We’ll none of him; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report : 

’Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 

A stirring dwarf ^e do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant’ Tell him so. 
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Fatr. I shall ; and bring his answer presently. [JErii. 

Agam. In second voice we’ll not be satisfied; 

We come to speak with him. Ulysses, enter you. 

[ExU JJlysMB. 

Ajax. What is he more than another? 

Agam. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think he thinks 
himself a better man than I am? 

Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and say he is ? 

Agam. No, noble Ajax ; you are as strong, as valiant, 
ns wise, no less noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tractabl& 

Ajax. Why should a man be proud ? How doth pride 
grow? 1 know not what pride is. 

Agam Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and your vir- 
tues the fairer. He that is proud eats up himself : pride 
is his own glass, his own trumpet, his own chronicle; 
and whatever praises itself but in the deed, devours the 
deed in the praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engen- 
dering of toads. 

Nest. Yet he loves himself: is’t not strange? {Aside. 

Ulysses. 


Ulyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam. What's his excuse? 

Ulyss. He doth rely on none. 

But carries on the stream of his dispose 
Without observance or respect of any. 

In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam Why will he not upon our fair request 
Untent his person, and share the air with us? 

Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request’s sake only. 
He makes important: possess’d he is with greatness. 
And speaks not to himself but with a pride 
'fhat quarrels at self-breath: imagined worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse 
'rhat ’twixt his mental and his active parts 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages. 

And batters down himself: what should I say? 

He is BO plaguy proud that the death-tokens of it 
Cry, ‘No recovery.’ 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him. 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent; 

’Tis said he holds you well, and will be led 
At your request a little from himself. 

Ulyss. 0, Agamemnon, let it not be so! 

We’ll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles: shall the proud lord 
That bastN his arrogance with his own seam. 

And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, save such as do revolve 
And ruminate himself, shall he be worshipp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he? 

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired; 

Nor, by my wiU, assubjugate his merit. 

As amply titled as Achilles is, 

Bv going to Achilles: 

That were to enlard his fat already pride. 

And add more coals to Cancer when he bums 
With entertaining great Hyperion.^ 

This lord go to himl Jupiter forbid. 

And say in thunder, ‘Achilles go to him,' 

West. [A»id» to Iho.] 0, this is well; he rubs the 
vein of him. 

JKo, {Aside to JVest.] And how his silence drinks up 
this applausel 


Ajax. If 1 go to him, with my armed fist 
I’ll pash him o'er the face. 

Agam. O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An a’ be proud with -me. I’ll pheeze* bis pride : 
Let me go to him. 

Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow! 

Nest. How he describes himself! 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable? 

Ulyss. The raven chides blackness. 

Ajax. I’ll let his humours blood. 

Agam. He will be the physician that should be the patient 
Ajax. An all men were o’ my mind — 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. 

Ajax. A’ should not bear it so, a’ should eat swords 
first: shall pride carry it? 

Nest. An 'twould, you’ld cany half. 

Ulyss. A’ would have ten shares. 

Ajax. I will knead him; I’ll make him supple. 

Nest. He’s not yet through warm; force him witli 
praises: pour in, pour in; his ambition is dry. 

Ulyss. {To Agam'\ My lord, you feed too much on 
this dislike. 

Nest. Our noble general, do not do so. 

Bio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Ulyss. Why; 'tis this naming of him does him harm. 
Hero is a man — ^but 'tis before his face; 

I will be silent. 

Ned. Wherefore should you so? 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus with ns 
Would he were a Trojan! 

Ned. Wliat a vice were it in Ajax no\Y — 

Ulyss. If he were proud — 

Dio. Or covetous of praise — 

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne — 

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected! 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure ; 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck: 
P'^med be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Ti rice famed, beyond all erudition : 

But ho that disciplined thy arms to fight. 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 

And give him half : and, for thy vigour, 

Bull-^ring Milo his addition yield 

To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom. 

Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
T'.iy spacious and dilated parts: here’s Nestor; 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise: 

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As gr*-en as Ajax’ and your brain so temper’d. 

You should not have the eminence of him. 

But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you father? 

Nest. Ay, my good son. 

DU). Be ruled by him. Lord Ajax. 

Ulyss. There is no tarrying here; the hart Achillea 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war; 

Fresh kings are come to Troy: to-morrow 
We must with all our main of power stand fast: 

And here’s a lord — come knights from east to west. 
And cull their flower, Ajax wall cope the best. 

Agam Gk) we to council Let Achilles sleep; 
light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw deep. 

{Bxmnt. 
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Enter a Servant and Pamdarus. 

Pan. Friend, yon! pray you, a word: do not you 
follow the young Lord Paris? 

Serv. Aji air, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You depend upon him, I mean? 

Serv. Sir, 1 do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You depend upon a noble gentleman; I must 
ueeds praise him. 

Serv. The lord be praised? 

Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Serv. Faith, air, superficially. 

Pan. Friend, Imow me better ] I am the Lord Pau- 
dama. 

Suv. I hope I ahall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do desire it. 

Serv. Tou are in the state of grace. 

Pa^ GhaceS not so, friend ; honour and lordship are 
my titles, [ifusio totfktn.] H^at music is this? 

Serv. I do but partly Imow, sir: it is music in parts. 
Pan. Enow you the musicians? 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to ? 

Serv. To the heaters, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ? 


Priam’s palace. 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another: I am 
too courtly, and thon art too cunning. At whose request 
do these men play? 

Serv. That’s to’t, indeed, sir : marry, sir, at the request 
of Paris, my lord, who’s there in person ; u ith him, the 
mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, love’s invisible 
soul — « 

Pan. Who, roy cousin Cressida? 

Serv. No, sir, Helen : could you not find that out by 
her attributes? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast ni^ seen 
the Lady Cressida. I come to apeak with Paris fibm the 
Prince Troilus ; I will make a complimental assault upon 
him, for my business seethes. ' 

Serv. Sodden business ! there's a stewed phrase indeed. 

Enter Paris and Helen, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to yon, my lord, and to all tUs fair 
company! fair desires, in ail fair measure, fairly guide 
them! especially to you, fair queen! fair thou^ts be 
your fair pillo^. 

Helm. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 
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ParL You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen, fair 
prince, here is good broken music. 

Par. You have broke it, cousin : and, by my life, you 
shall make it whole again; you shall piece it out with 
a piece of your perfonnance. Nell, be is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. 0 sir — 

Pan. Rude, in sooth; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord I w^, you say so in fits.* * ^ 

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen. My 
lord, will you vouchsafe me a word? 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we'll hear 
you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me. 
But, marry, thus, my lord: my dear lord and most 
esteemed friend, your brother Troilus — 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord — 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to : — commends himself 
most affectionately to you — 

Helen. You shall not bob \is out of our iiicludy: if 
you do, our melancholy upon your head ! 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ! that’s a sweet queen, 
i* faith. 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad is a sour offenca 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that shall 
it not. in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such words ; no, 
no. And, my lord, he desires you, that if the king call 
for him at supper, you will make his excuse. 

Helen. My Loid Pandarus — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen, my very very sweet 
queen? 

Par. What exploit's in hand 7 where sups he to-night ? 

Hden. Nay, but, my lord — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen? My cousin will 
fall out with you. You must not know where he sups. 

Par. I’ll lay my life, with my disposer Cressido. 

Pan. No, no, no such matter; you are wide: come, 
your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I'll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say Cressida ? 
no, your poor disposer’s sick. 

Par. I spy. 

Pan. You spy ! what do you spy ? Come, give roe 
au instrument Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you 
have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my 
lord Paris. 

Pan. He I no, she’ll none of him ; they two are twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make them 
three. 

Pan. Come, come. I’ll hear no more of this; I’ll sing 
you a song now. 

Hden. Ay, ay, prithee now. By my troth, .-weet lord, 
thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Hden. Let thy song be love: this love will undo us 
all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid I 

Pan. Love I ay, that it shall, i' faith. 

Par. Ay. good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins so. [Sings. 

Love, love, nothing but love, still more* 

For, 0, love’s bow 
Shoots buck and doe: 

The shaft confounds!. 

Not that it wounds. 

But tiokles still the sore. 


These lovers cry. Oh 1 oh I they die I 

Yet that which seems the wound to kill. 
Doth turn oh 1 oh t to ha I ha I be 1 
So dying love lives still: 

Oh! oh! a while, but ha! ha I hal 
Oh! oh; groans out for ha! ha! ha! 

Heigh-ho! 

Helen. In love, i’ faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love, and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts begets hot deeds; and hot deeds is love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds ? Why, they are vipers : is love 
a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, who's a-field to-day ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Hdenus, Antenor, and all 
the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed to-day, 
but my Nell would not have ft «>• How chance my 
brother Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something: you know 
all. Lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. I long to hear how 
they sped to-day. You’ll remember your brother’s excuse ? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Hden. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I will, sweet queen. [Exit. A rdreat sounded. 

Par. Tlie/re come from field : let us to Priam’s ball. 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, 1 must woo you. 
To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles. 

With these your white enchanting fingers touch’d. 

Shall more obey than to the edge of steel. 

Or force of Greekish sinews; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings — disarm great Hector. 

Hden. ’Twill make us proud to be his servant, Paris ; 
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have. 

Yea, overshines ourself. 

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. Pandarus’ orchard. 

Elder Pandarus and Troilus’ Boy, meeting. 

Pan. How now! where’s thy master? at my cousin 
Cressida’s ? 

Boy. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct him thither 

Pan. 0, here he comes. 

Enter Troilus. 

How now, how now! 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Bog. 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin ? 

Tro. No, Pandarus: I stalk about her door, 

Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 

And give me swift transportance to those fidds 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Proposed for the deserver I O gentle Pandarus, 

From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his painted wings. 

And fiy with me to CressidI 

Pan. Walk here i’ the orchard. I’ll bring her straight. 

[Exit. 

Tro. I am giddy; expectation whirls me round. 

The imaginary relish is so sweet 

That it enchants my sense : what will it be. 

When that the watery palate tastes indeed 
Love’s thrice repured* nectar? death, I fear me, 
Swooning destruction, or some joy too fine. 

Too subtie-potent, tuned too sharp in sweetness; 

For the capacity of my ruder powers: 
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I fear it much; and I do fear besides, 

That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 

As doth a battle, when they chaise on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

lU-enier Fandarus. 

Pan. She’s making her ready, she’ll come straight: 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, and fetches 
her wind so short, as if she were frayed with a sprite: 
I’ll fetch her. It is the prettiest villain: she fetches 
her breath as short as a new-ta’en sparrow. [Exit. 

Tto. Even such a passion doth emhmce my bosom: 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse; 

And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 
like vassalage at unawares encountering 
The eye of majesty. 

Be-enter Pakoarus with Cressida. 

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush? shame’s a 
baby. Here she is now: swear the oaths now to her 


that you have sworn to me. What, are you gone again ? 
you must be watched ere you be made tame, must you 7 
Come your ways, come your ways; an you draw back- 
ward, we'll put you i’ the fills.* Why do you not 
speak to her ? Come, draw this curtain, and let’s see your 
picture. Alas the day, how loath you are to offend day- 
light I an 'twere dark, you’ld close sooner. So, so ; rub 
on, and kiss the mistress. How now ! a kiss in fee-farm ! 
build there, carpenter ; the air is sweet. Nay, you shall 
fight your hearts out ere I part you. The falcon as the 
tercel, for all the ducks i’ the river : go to, go to. 

Tro. You have bereft mo of all words, lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but she’ll 
bereave you o' the deeds too, if she call your activity 
in question. What, billing again 7 Here’s ‘ In witness 
whereof the parties interchangeably.’ Come in, come in : 
I’ll go get a fire. [Exit. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord? 

Tro. 0 Cressida, how often have I wished me thus! 

Cres. Wished, my lord! Tlie gods grant— 0 my lord! 



Tro. What should they grant 7 what makes this pretty 
^ruption 7 What too curious dreg espies my sweet lady 
in the fountain of our love? 

Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 

Tro. Fears make devils of cherubins ; they never see 
truly. 

0ns. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds safer 
footing than blind reason stum ming without fear : to fear 
the worst oft cures the worse. 

Tro. 0, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all Cupid’s 
pageant there is presented no monster. 

Cfres. Nor nothing monstrous neither? 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we vow 
to wem seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame \agen ; thinking 
it harder for our mistress to devise imposition enough 
than for us to undergo any difficulty imposcA This is 
the monstaruosity in love, lady, that the will is infinite 
and the execution confined, that the desire is boundless 
and the act a slave to limit. 

They say all lovers swear more performance 
than they ore able, and yet reserve an ability that they 


never pertbrm; vowing more than the perfection of ten, 
and discharging less than the tenth part of one. They 
that have the voice of lions and the act of hares, are they 
not monsters? 

Tro. Are there such? such are not we: praise us 
as we are tasted, alT6w us as we prove ; our head shall 
go bare till merit crown it: no perfection in reversion 
shall have a praise in present : we will not name desert 
before his birth, and, being born, his addition shall be 
humble. Few words to fair faith : Troilus shall be such 
to Cressid ah what envy can say worst shall be i| mock 
for his truth, and what truth can speak truest nol truer 
than Troilus. ’ 

Ores. Will you walk in, my lord? > 

Bt-tnUr PAiiOARtrs. 

Pan. What, blushing still? have you not don# talk- 
ing yet? 

Ores. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. \ 

Pan. I thank you for that: if my lord get a boy of 
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you, you’ll give him me. Be true to my lord: if he 
flinch, chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now. your hostages; your uncle’s 
word and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I’ll give my word for her too : our kindred 
though they be long ere they are wooed, they are con- 
stant being won : they are burs, I can teU you ; they’ll 
stick where they are thrown. 

Cm. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me heart. 
Prince Troilus, I have loved you night and day 
For many weary months, 

Tro. Wliy was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 
Crea. Hai-d to seem won; but I was won, my lord. 
With the first glance that ever — pardon me — 

If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

I love you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it: in faith, I lie; 

My thoughts vrere like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother. See, we fools! 

Why have I blabb’d ? who shall be true to u.s. 

When we are so unsecret to ourselves? 

But, though I loved you well, I woo’d you not; 

And yet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man. 

Or that we w'omen had men’s privilege 
Of speaking first Sweet, bid me hold my tongue. 

For in this rapture I shall surely speak 
The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence. 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel ! stop my mouth. 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music i.ssues thence. 
Pan. Pretty, i’ faith. 

Ores. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me; 

’Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss: 

I am ashamed. O heavens! what have I done? 

For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid ! 

Pan. Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow morning — 
Cres. Pray you, content you. 

Tro. What offends you, lady? 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun 

Yourself. 

Cres. I.et mo go and try: 

1 have a kind of self resides with you ; 

But an unkind self, that itself will leave. 

To be another’s fool. I would be gone: 

Where is my wit? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. Well know they what they speak that sx>eak so wisely. 
Cres. Perchance, my lord, 1 show more craft than love; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession. 

To angle for your thoughts : but you are wise. 

Or else you love not, for to be wise and love 
Exceeds man’s might; that dwells with gods above. 

' Tro. O that 1 thought it could be in a woman — 
As, if it can, I will presume in you — 

To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth. 

Outliving beauty’s outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays! 

Or that persuasion could but thus convince me. 

That iny integrity and truth to you 

Might aflVontra with the match and weight 

Of such a winnow’d purity in love; 

How were 1 then upufted ! but, alas ! 

I am as true as truth’s simplicity 
And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I’ll war with you. 
fro. 0 virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who shall be most right I 
▼OL. u. 
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True swains in love shall in the world to come 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their rbymesi, 
Full of protest, of oath and big compare, 

Want similes, truth tired with iteration. 

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon. 

As suu to day, as tuitle to her mate. 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre. 

Yet, after all comparisons of truth. 

As truth’s authentic author to be cited, 

'As true as Troilus’ shall crown up the verse, 

And sanctify the numbers. 

Cres. Prophet may you be! 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 

When time is old and hath forgot itself. 

When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy. 

And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up. 

And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing, yet let memory. 

From false to false, among false maids in love. 

Upbraid my falsehood! when they’ve said, ‘as false 
As air, os •water, wind, or sandy earth. 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son,’ 

‘Yea,’ let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 

'As false as Cressid.’ 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made: seal it, seal it; I’ll be 
Ihc witness. Here I hold your hand, here my cousin’s. 
If ever you prove false one to another, since I have 
taken such pains to bring you together, let all pitiful 
goers-between be called to the world’s end after my 
name; call them all Pandars; let all constant men be 
Troiluscs, all false women Cressids, and all brokers-be- 
tween Pandars! say, amen. 

Tro. Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a chamber 
with a bed; which bed, because it shall not speak of 
your pretty encounters, press it to death ; away ! 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear ! [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The Grecian camp. Before Acuilles’ tent. 

EnJter Agamemnon, Ultsses, Diomedes, Nestor, Ajax, 
Menelaus, and , Calchas. 

Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done you. 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it* to your mind 
That, through the sight I bear in things to love, 

I have abandon’d Troy, left my possession, 
liicuiT’d a traitor’s name: exposed myself, 

From certain and possess’d conveniences. 

To doubtful fortunes : sequestering from me all 
Thai time, acquaintance, custom, and condition 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature; 

And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 

I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 

To give me now a little benefit. 

Out of those many register’d in promise, 

Wliich, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Agam. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan 1 make demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, called Antenor, 
Yesterday took: Troy holds him very dear. 

Oft have you — often have you thanks therefore — 
Desired my Cressid in right great exchange. 

Whom Troy hath still denied: but tlm Antenor, 

I know, is such a wrest in their aflkirs 
That their n^otiations all must slack, 
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Wanting his manage; and they 'will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 

In change of him: let him be sent, great princes. 

And be shall buy my daughter; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done. 

In most accepted pain. 

Again. Let Diomedes bear him. 

And bring us Cressid hither: Oalchas shall have 
What he requests of us. Good Diomed, 

Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 

Withal bring word if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer’d in his challenge: Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This shall 1 undertake; and ’tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. [Exeunt Diomedes and Cakhas. 

Enter Achuxes and Patroclus, before their tent. 

Ulgss. Achilles stands i' the entrance of his tent: 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him. 

As if he 'Were forgot; and, princes all. 


Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 

I will come last. ’Tis like he’ll question me 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent on him: 

If so, I have derision medicinable. 

To use between your strangeness and his pride, 

Which his own will shall have desire to drink : 

It may do good: pride hath no other glass 
To show itself but pride, for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees. 

Agam. We’ll execute your puipose, and put on 
a' form of strangeness as we pass along: 

So do each lord, and either greet him not. 

Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
Than if not look’d on. I will lead the wav. 

A^U. What, comes the general to speak with me? 
You know iny mind. I’ll fight no more 'gainst Troy. 
Agam. What says AchiUes ? would he aught with us ? 
Eest. Would you, my lord, aught with the general? 
Achil. No. 



Nest. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam. The tetter. [Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 
AehiL Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you ? how do you ? [EzU. 

Aehil. What, does the cuckold scorn me? 

Ajax. How now, PatroclusI 
Aehil. Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha ? 

AekU. Good morrow. 

Ajaxi. Ay, and good next day too. [Exit. 

Aehil. What mean these fellows? Know they not 
Achilles? 

Fair. They pass by strangely: they were used to 
tend. 

To send their smiles before them to Achilles: 

To come as humbly as they used to creep 
To holy altara 

AehU. ^ What, am I poor of late T 
^is certain, greatness, once fall’n out •with fortune, 

Must fall out with men too: what the declined is 


He shall as soon read in the eyes of others 
As feel in his oivn fall ; for men, like butterflies. 
Show not their mealy wings but to the summer. 
And not a man, for being simply man, 

Hath any honour, but honour for those honoura 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 

Pru^ of accident as oft os merit: 

Which when they fall, as being slippery standers. 
The love that lean’d on them as slippery too. 

Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me; - 

Fortune and I are friends: I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess. 

Save these men's looks; who do, methinks, find okit 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses: 

I'll interrupt his reaimng. 

How now, Ulysses I 

lEgss. ^ Now, groat Thetis’ son I 

A^il. What are you reading? 
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.. t ^ ^ strange fellow here 

Writes me: 'That man, how dearly ever parted,* 

How much in having, or without or in, lucUrittM. 
Cannot make boast to have that which he hath. 

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection; 

As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver.’ 

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others’ eyes; nor doth the eye itself. 

That most pure spirit of sense, behold itself. 

Not going from itself: but eye to eye opposed 
Salutes each other with each other’s form; 

For speculation turns not to itself. 

Till it hath travell'd and is mirror’d there 
Where it mav see itself. This is not strange at all. 

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position — 

It is familiar — but at the author’s drift; 

Who, in his circumstance,* expressly proves iArgumMit. 
That no man is the lord of any thing. 

Though ill and of him there be much consisting. 

Till he communicate his parts to others; 

Nor doth ho of himself know them for aught 

Till he behold them form’d in the applause 

Where they’re extended ; who, like an arch, reverberates 

The voice again, or, like a gate of steel 

Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 

His figure and his heat. I was much wrapt iu this; 

And apprehended bore immediately 

The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there I a very horse, 

That has he knows not what. Nature, wliat things 
there are 

Most abject in r^rd, and dear in use! 

What thin^ again most dear in the esteem, 

And poor in worth! Now shall we see to-morrow — 

An act that very chance doth throw upon him — 

Ajax reuown’d. 0 heavens, what some men do. 

While some men leave to do! 

How some men creep in skittish fortune’s hall. 

While others play the idiots in her eyes! 

How one man eats into another’s pride. 

While pride is fasting in his wantonness! 

To see these Grecian lords! — why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder, 

As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breast. 

And great Troy shrieking. 

Achil. I do believe it; for they pass’d by me 
As misers do by beggars, neither gave to me 
Good word nor look : what, are my deeds forgot ? 

Uly$8. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wlierein he puts alms lor oblivion, 

A great-sized monster of ingratitudes : ^ 

Those scraps are good deeds past; which are devour’d 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As dpnc : perseverance, dear my lord. 

Keeps honour bright: to have done is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way; 

For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 

Where one but goes abreast: keep then the path; 

For emulation hath a thousand sons 
That one by one pursue : if you give way, 

Or hedge aside lirom the direct forthright,* * •** ■ 

Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush uy 
And leave you hindmost; 

Or, like a gallant horse fall’n in first rank, 


lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 

O’er-run and trampled on : then what they do in present^ 
Though less than yours in past, must o’ertop yours; 

For time is like a fashionable host 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand. 

And with his arms outstretch’d, as he would fly. 

Grasps in the comer: welcome ever smiles. 

And farewell goes out sighing. 0, let not virtue seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; 

For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin. 

That all with oue consent praise new-born gawds. 
Though they are made and moulded of things past. 

And give to dust that is a little gilt 
More laud than gilt o’er-dusted ‘ 

The present eye praises the present object: 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man. 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye 
Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee. 

And still it might, and yet it may again. 

If thou wouldst not entomb thyself idive 
And case thy reputation in thy tent; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late. 

Made emulous missions ’mongst the gods themselves. 
And dravc great Mars to faction. 

Achil. Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Wyss. But ’gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical: 

’Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam’s daughters. 

Achil. Ha ! known ! 

Ulyss. Is that a wonder? 

The providence that’s in a watchful state 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus’ gold. 

Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps. 

Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods, 
lines thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 

Ti.’^re is a mystery — with whom relation 
Durst never meddle — in the soul of state; 

Which liath an operation more divine 
Than breath or pen can give expressure to: 

All the commerce that you have had wiUi Troy 
As perfectly is ours as yours, my lord; 

And better would it fit Achilles much 
Tn throw down Hector than Polyxena: 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 

When fame shall in our islands sound her trump. 

And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, 

'Great Hector’s sister did Achilles win. 

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him.’ 

Farewell, my lord: I as your lover speak; 

The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. [Exit. 

Pair. To this effect, Achilles, have 1 moved you: 

A woman impudent and mannish ^wn 
Is not more loathed than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn’d for this; 

They think my little stomach to the war 
And your great love to me restrains you thus: 

Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wauton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 

And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane, 

Be shook to air. 

Aektf. Shall Ajax fi^ht with Hector? 

Pair, Ay, and perhaps receive much honour by him. 
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Achil, I see my reputation is at stake; 

My fame is shrewdly gored. 

Pair, 0, then, beware; 

Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves: 

Omission to do what is necessary 

Seals a commission to a blank of danger; 

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Aehtl. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus: 

I’ll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 

To invite the Trojan lords after the combat 

To see us here unarm’d; I have a woman's longing, 

An appetite that I am sick withal. 

To see great Hector in his weeds of peace, 

To talk with him, and to behold his visage. 

Even to my full of view. 

Jffnier Thersites. 

A labour saved! 

2^er. A wonder ! 

Achil What? 

TAer. Ajax goes up and down the field, asking for 
himself. 

Achtl. How so ? 

TAer, Ho must fight singly to-morrow with Hector, 
and is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling 
that he raves in saying nothing. 

Aehil. How can that be? 

TAer, Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock — 
a stride and a stand : ruminates like an hostess that hath 
no arithmetic but her brain to set down her reckoning: 
bites his lip with a politic regard, as who should say, 'There 
were wit in this head, an ’twould out;’ and so there is, 
but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will 
not show without knocking. The man’s undone for ever ; 
for if Hector break not his neck i’ the combat he’ll break’t 
himself in vain-glory. He knows not me: I said, 'Grood 
morrow, Ajax;’ and he replies, 'Thanks, Agamemnon.’ 
What think you of this man that takes me for the general? 
He’s grown a very land-fish, languageless, a monster. A 
plague of opinion ! a man may wear it on both sides, like 
a leather jerkin. 

AcAil, Thou must be my ambassador to him, Thersites 


[Act III. 

TAer. Who, I ? why, he’ll answer nobody : he professes 
not answering: speaking is for beggars; he wears his 
tongue in’s arms. 1 will put on his presence: let Patroclus 
make demands to me, you shall see the pageaut of Ajax. 

AcAii, To him, Patroclus : teU him I humbly desire the 
valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous Hector to come 
unarmed to my tent, and to procure safe-conduct for his 
person of the magnanimous and most illustrious six-or- 
seven-times-honoured captain-general of the Giecian army, 
Agamemnon, et cetera. Do this. 

Pair, Jove bless great Ajax! 

TAer, Hmn ! 

Pair, I come from the worthy Achilles — 

TAer, Ha I 

Pair, Who most humbly desires you to invite Hector 
to his tent — 

T/icr. Hum ! 

Pai7\ And to procure safe-conduct from Agamemnon 

TAer. Agamemnon ! 

Pair, Ay, my lord. 

TAer, Ha 1 

Pair, What say you to’t? 

l*Aer, God b* wi’ you, with all my heart. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

TAer, If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o’clock 
it will go one way or other : howsoever, he shall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Pair. Your answ'er, sir. 

TAer, Faro you well, with all my heart. 

AcAil, Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

TAer, No, but he's out o' tune thus. What music will 
be in him when Hector has knocked out his brains, I 
know not ; but, I am sure, none, unless the fiddler Apollo 
get his sinews to make catlings on. 

AcAil, Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him straight 

TAer, Let mo bear another to his horse ; for that’s the 
more capable creature. 

AcAil, My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr’i^ 
And 1 myself see not the bottom of it. 

. [Exeunt AcAilles and Patroclus. 

TAer, Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water an ass at it 1 I had rather be 
a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant ignorance. [Exit 



ACT IV. 


Scene l. — Troy^ A Ureet. 


Enter front one side, .^NEAS, and Servant with a torch; 
from, the other, Paris, Deiphobus, Antenor, Diomeoes, 
and others, with torches. 

Par. See, hoi who is that there? 

Dei. It is the Lord ililneas. 

JSne. Is the prince there in person? 

Had I so good occasion to lie long 

As you. Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 

Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That's my mind too. Good morrow. Lord ilSneas. 
Par. A valiant Greek, ./Eneas — take his hand — 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told how Diomed, a whole week by days 
Did haunt you in the held. 

tEne. Health to you, valiant sir. 

During all question of the gentle truce; 

But when I meet you arm’d, as black dehance 
As heart can think or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 

Our bloods are now in calm; and, so long, health! 

But when contention and occasion meet, 

By Jove, I’ll play the hunter for thy life 
With all my force, pursuit, and policy. 

./^ne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. In humane gentleness. 
Welcome to ’Troy! now, by Anchises’ life. 

Welcome, indeed! By Venus’ hand I swear. 

No man alive can love in such a sort 
The thing he means to kill more excellently. 

Dio. We sympathise: Jove, let iEneas live. 

If to my swora his fate be not the glory, 

A thousand complete courses of the sunl 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 

With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow ! 

^ne. We ^ow each other well. 

Dio. We do; and long to know each other worse. 


Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting. 

The noblest hateful love, that e’er I heard of. 

What business, lord, so early ? 

JEne. I was sent for to the king; but why, I know 
not. 

Par, His purpose meets you : ’twas to bring this 
Greek 

To Calchas’ house, and there to render him. 

For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid: 

Let’s have your company, or, if you please, 
flastc there before us: I constantly do think — 

Ur rather, call my thought a certain knowledge— 

My brother Troilus lodges there to-night: 

Itouse him, and give him note of onr approach, 

With the whole quality wherefore: I fear 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

JEne. That I assure you: 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 

Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help; 

The bitter disposition of the time 

Will have it so. On, lord ; we’ll follow you. 

ASm. Good morrow, all. [ErU with Servant. 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed, faith, tell me true. 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship, 

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best. 

Myself or Mcnelaus? 

Dio. Both alike : 

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her, 

Not making any scruple of her soilure. 

With such a hell of pain and world of charge; 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her. 

Not palating the taste of her dishonour. 

With such a costly loss of wealth and friends: 

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
Tire lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece; 

You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
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Are pleased to breed out your inheritors: 

Both merits poised, each weighs nor leas nor more; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 
Dio. She’s bitter to her country: hear me, Paris: 
For every folae drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian’s life hath sunk; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slain: since she could speak. 
She hath not given so many good words breath 
As for her Greeks and Trojans sufTer’d death. 

Par. Farr Diomed, you do as chapmen do. 
Dispraise the thirrg that you desire to buy: 

But we in silence hold this virtue well. 


We’ll but commend what we intend to sell 

Here lies our way. [Extmt. 

SCEKB II. — Th* oame. Court 0 / Pandarus’ houte. 

Enter Troilus and Cressida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself: the mom is cold. 
Ora. Then, sweet my lord, I’ll call mine rmde down; 
He shall unbdt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not; 

To bed, to bed: sleep kill those pretty eyes. 

And give as soft attachment to thy senses 
As infants’ empty of all thought! 

Ores. Good morrow, then. 



Tro. I prithee now, to bed. 

Cres. Are you a-weaiy of me? 

Tro. 0 Cressida! but that the busy day. 

Waked by the lark, hath roused the ribald crows. 

And dreaming night will hide our jojrs no longer, 

1 would not from thee. 

Cree. Night hath been too brief. 

Tro. Beshrew the witch! with venomous wights she 
stays 

As tediously as hell, but flies the grasps of love 
With wings more momentaiy>swift than thought 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Cree. Prithee, tarry: 

You men will never tarry. 


0 foolish Cressid ! I might have still held off. 

And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there’s one up. 
Pan. [Within.l What, ’s all the doors open here? 
Tro. It is your uncle. 

Cra. A pestilence on him ! now will be be mocking: 

1 shall have such a life! 

EnUr Pandarus. ^ 

Pcm. How now, how nowl hew go maideilheads? 
Here, you maid! where’s my cousin Cressid? 

Cree. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking uncle ! 
Yon bring me to and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what? let her say what: 
what have I biought you to do t 
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CW*. Come, come, beshrew your heart! you’ll ne’er be 
good, 

Nor suffer others. 

Pan. Ua, ha! Alas, poor wretch I ah, poor capocchia!^ 
hast not slept to-night ? would he not, a naughty ^ 
man, let it sleep? a bugbear take him! 

Cru. Did not I tell you ? Would he were knock'd i’ 
the head ! [Knocking within. 

Who’s that at door? good uncle, go and see. 

My lord, come you again into my chamber: 

You smile and mock me, as if 1 meant naushtilv. 

Tro. Ha, ha I 

Cna. Come, you are deceived, I think of no such thing. 

[Knocking within. 

How earnestly they knock! Pray you, come in: 

I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Pxeunt Troilus and Cresaida. 
Pan. Who’s there ? what's the matter ? will you Wt 
down the door? How now! what’s the matter? 

Enter AIneas. 

.^ne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who’s there ? my Lord iEneas ! By my troth, 

I knew you not : what news with you so early ? 
jEne. Is not Prince Troilus here? 

Pan. Here! what should he do here? 

.^ne. Come, he is here, my lord; do not deny him: 
It doth import him much to speak with me. 

Pan. Is ho here, say you? 'tis more than I know. I’ll 
be sworn : for my own part, I came in late. What should 
he do here? 

jEne. Who ! — nay, then : come, come, you’ll do him 
wrong ere you’re ’ware : you’ll be so true to him, to be 
false to him : do not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
him hither; go. 

Be-enter Troilus. 

Tro. How now! what’s the matter? 
jEne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you. 
My matter is so rash : there is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 

The Grecian Dioined, and our Antcnor 
Deliver’d to us; and for him forthwith. 

Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour. 

We must give up to Diomedes’ hand 
The Lady Cressida. 

Tro. Is it so concluded? 

jEne. By Priam and the general state of Troy : 

They are at band, and ready to effect it 
Tro. How my achievements mock me! 

I will go meet them: and, my Lord .Alneas, 

We met by chance; you did not find me here. 

’ .^M. Good, good, my lord ; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

[Exewnt Troilus and JEneas. 
Pan. Is’t possible ? no sooner got but lost ? The devil 
take Antenorl the young prince will go mad: a plague 
upon Antenor! I would they had broke’s neck! 

Ee-tnUr Cressida. 

Crea. How now! what’s the matter? who was here? 
Pan. Ah, ah! 

Ores, Why sigh you so profoundly ? where’s roy lord ? 
gone I Toll me, sweet uncle, what’s the matter ? 

Pan, Would I were as deep under the earth as I am 
above! 

Crea. 0 the gods! what’s the matter? 

Pan. Prithee, get thee in ; would thou hadst ne’er been 


born ! I knew thou wouldst be his death. 0, poor gentle- 
man ! A plague upon Antenor ! 

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my knees I 
beseech you, what’s the matter? 

Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be gone; 
thou art changed for Antenor; thou must to thy father, 
and be gone from Troilus: ’twill be his death; ’twill be 
his bane; he cannot bear it. 

Cres. 0 you immortal gods ! I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must. 

Cres. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my father, 

I know no touch of consanguinity; 

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me 
As the sweet Troilus. O j'ou gods divine I 
Make Cressid’s name the very crown of falsehood. 

If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death. 

Do to this body what extremes you can; 

But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth. 

Drawing all things to it I’ll go in and weep — 

Pan. Do, do. 

Cres. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my pmised 
cheeks. 

Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The same. Street before Pandards’ house. 

Enter Paris, Troilus, ^Eneas, Deiphobus, Antenor, 
and Diomedes. 

Par. It is great morning, and the hour prefix’d 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon. Good my brother Troilus, 

Tell you the lady what she is to do. 

And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. Walk into her house; 

I’ll bring her to the Grecian pi-esently: 

And to his hand when I deliver her. 

Think it an altar, and thy brother iSxiilus 
A priest there offering to it his own heart [ExU. 

Par. I know what 'tis to love; 

\nd would, as I shall pity, I could help! 
i 'lease you walk in, my loi^s. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — The same. Pandarus’ home. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cres. Why tell you me of moderation? 

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste. 

And violenteth in a sense as strong 

As that which causeth it: how can I moderate it? 

If I could temporise with my affection. 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate. 

The like allaymcnt could I give my grief: 

My love admits no qualifying dro»; 

No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes. 

Enter Troilus. 

Ah, sweet ducks! 

Crea. O Troilus! Troilus! [EnAraeing him. 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me em- 
brace too. ‘ 0 heart,’ as the goodly saying is, 

‘ — 0 heart, 0 heavy heart, 

Wliy sigh’st thou without breaking?’ 

where he answers again. 
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‘Because thou canst not ease thy smart 
By Mendship nor by speaking.’ 

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away nothing, 
tor we may live to have need of such a verse: we see 
it, we see it How now, lambs ? 

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain’d a purity, 

That the bless’d gods, as angry with my fancy. 

More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities, take thee from me. 

Ores. Have the gods envy? 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay; ’tis too plain a case. 

Gres. And is it true that I must go from Troy? 

Tro. A hateful truth. 

Crea. What, and from Troilus too? 

Tro. From Troy and Troilus. 

Gres. Is it possible? 

Tro. And suddenly; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles ooi* lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath: 

We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one 
Injurious time now with a robbers haste 
Crams his rich thievery up, be knows not how : 

As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 

With distinct breath and consign’d* kisses to them, 

He fumbles up into a loose adieu. 

And scants us with a sii^le famish'd kiss. 

Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

^ne. \WitkinS\ My lord, is the lady ready? 

Tro. Hark ! you aie call’d : some say the Genius so 
Cries ‘come’ to him that instantly must dii. 

Bid them have patience; she shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, or 
my heart will be blown up by the root [Exit. 

Gres. I must then to the Grecians? 

Tro. No remedy. 

Gres. A woful Cressid ’mongst the meny Greeks! 
When shall we see again? 

Tro. Hear me, my love : be thou but true of heart — 
Gres. I true ! how now ! what wicked deem is 
this ? 

Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 

For it is parting from us: 

I speak not 'be thou true,’ as fearing thee. 

For I will throw my glove to Death himself. 

That there’s no maculation in thy heart: 

But 'be thou true,’ say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation ; be thou true, 

And I will see thee. 

Gres. 0, you shall be exposed, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent! but I’ll be true. 

Tro. And I’ll grow friend with danger. Wear this 
sleeva 

Gres. And you this glova When shall I see you? 
2Vo. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 

To give thee nightly visitation. 

But yet be troa 

Gres. 0 heavens! 'be true’ again! 

Ihf. Hear why I speak it, love : 

The Grecian 3 rouths are hill of quality; 

TheyVe loving, well composed with gifts of nature 
Flowing, and swelling o’er with aits and exercise: 

How novdty may move, and parts with person, 

Alas^ a kind of godly j^ousy— 


Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin — 

Makes me afeard. 

Gres. O heavens! you love mo not 

Tro. Die I a villain, then! 

In this I do not call your faith in question 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot sing. 

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk. 

Nor play at subtle games; fair virtues all. 

To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant: 
But I can tell that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil 
That tempts most cunningly: but be not tempted. 

Gres. Do you think I will? 

Tro. No. 

But something may bo done that we will not: 

And sometimes we are devils to ourselves. 

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers. 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

./Ene. [Within.] Nay, good my lord — 

Tro. Come, kiss; and let us part 

Par. [Within!] Brother Troilus! 

Tro. Good brother, come you hither; 

And biing .£neas and the Grecian with you. 

Gres. My lord, will you be true? 

Tro. Who, I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault : 

AVhiles others fish with craft for great opinion, 

I with great truth catch mere simplicity; 

Wliilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns. 
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 

Fear not my truth: the moral of my wit 
Is ‘plain and true;’ there’s all the reach of it. 

Enter ABneas, Pabis, Aktenor, Driphobus, and 
Diomedes. 

Welcome, Sir Diomed ! here is the lady 
Which for Antenor we deliver you: 

At the port, lord. I’ll give her to thy hand; 

And by the way possess thee what she is. 

Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 

If e’er thou stand at m^rcy "of my sword. 

Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

J?io. Fair Lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thunks this prince expects: 

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek. 

Pleads your fair usage; and to Diomed 

You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously. 

To shame the zeal of my petition to thee 
In praising her: I tell thee, lord of Greece, 

She is as far high-soaring o’er thy praises 
As thou unworthy to be call’d her servant. 

I charge thee use her well, even for my charge; 

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not, 

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 

I’ll cut thy throat. 

Dio. O, be not moved, Prince Trcdlus: 

Let me be privileged by my place and message, \ 

To be a speaker free; when I am hence. 

I’ll answer to my lust: and know you, lord, ’ 

I’ll nothing do on charge: to her own worth 
She shall be prized; but that vou say, ‘be't so,’ 

I’ll speak it m my spirit and honour, ‘no.’ 

Ih’o. Come, to the port I’ll tell thee, DiomM, 

This bravo shall oA make thee to hide thy heoct 
Lady, give me your hand, and, as we walk, 

To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

>' [Esxunt Troilus, Cressida, and Diomede 

[Trumjtef within. 
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Par. Hark! Hector’s trumpet. 

.Mm, How have we spent this morning! 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 

That swore to ride before' him to the field. 

Par. ’Tis Troilua’ fault: come, come, to field with 
him. 

Dei. Let us make ready straight. 

Mm. Yea, with a bridegroom’s fresh alacrity. 

Let us address to tend on Hector’s heels: 

Tlie glory of our Troy doth this day he 

On his fair worth and single chivalr)'. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. — The Oreeian Camp. Lisle set out. 

Enter Ajax, armed; Agamemnon, Achilles, Patboclus, 
Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestob, and others. 

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair. 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 

Thou dreadful Ajax; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 

And hale him hither. 



.Ajax. Thou, trumMt, there’s niy purse. 

Now crack thy lungs, and split tliy brazen pi^ 

Blow, villain, till tny sphered biw check 

OutsweU the colic of puff’d Aquilon: . ui .1 

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy *7“ 

Thou blow’st for Hector. [Trumpd sounds. 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 
aAu Tis but early days. 

Agatii Is not yond Diomed. with Calchas’ daughter? 
muss. ’Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait; 

Ho rises on the too: that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 


Enter Diomedes, with Ceessiua. 

Is this the Lady Cressid? 

Even she. 


Agam. Most dearly wdcome to the Giwks, sweet lady. 
Etsl. Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular; 

’Twete better she were kiss’d in general 
JV«t. And very courtly counsm : I U b^in. 


» much for Nestor. , , 

AcAtf. I’ll take that winter from your hps, fair lady: 

chilles bids you wdcome. ^ ^ 

Men. I had good argument for kissmg once. 

Potr. But that’s no argument for kissing now; 
jr thus popp’d Paris in his hardiment, 
nd parted thus you and your argument 
Ulyss. 0 deadly gdl, and theme of all our scorns! 
or which we lose our heads to gild his horns. 

Pair. The first was Mendaus’ kiss; this, mine: 
atroclus kisses you. 
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Men. 0, this is trim! 

Patr. Paris and I evermote for him. 

Men. I’ll have mj kiss, sir. Lady, by your leave. 
Cres. In kissing, do you render or receive? 

Patr. Both take and give. 

Ores. I'll make match to live, 

The kiss you take is better than you give; 

Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I’ll give you boot, I’ll give yoii three for one. 
Ores. You're an odd man; give even, or give none. 
if«n. An odd man, lady! every man is odd. 

Gres. No, Paris is not; for you know 'tis true. 

That you ate odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You fillip me o* the head. 

Ores. No, I’ll be sworn. 

Ulyss. It were no match, your nail against his horn. 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you? 

Gres. You may. 

Vlyss. I do desire it 

Cres. Why, b^ then. 

Ulyss. Vfhy then for Venus’ sake, give me a kiss, 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when tis due. 

Ulyss. Never’s my day, and then a kiss of yon. 

Dio. Lady, a wora: I’ll bring you to your father. 

[Exit with CressHa. 

Neat. A woman of quick sense. 

Ulyas. Fie, fie upon her! 

Tliere's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip. 

Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her Ix^. 

0, these encounterers, so glih of tongue. 

That give accosting welcome ere it comes. 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 

And daughters of the game. [Trumpet within. 

All. The Trojans’ trumpet. 

Agam. Yonder comes the troop. 

Enter Hector, armed; .£kea8, Troilus, and other 
Trojans, with Attendanta 

aSne. Hail, all you state of Greece ! what shall be done 
To him that victory commands? or do you purpose 
A victor shall be known? will you the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other, or shall be divided 
By any voice or order of the field? 

Hector bade ask. 

Amm. Which way would Hector have it? 

.aSne. He cares not; he’ll obey conditions. 

ALehil. Tis done like Hector: but securely' done, 

A litfle proudly, and great deal mispriring onMotsetMT. 
The knight opposed. 

./Bha If not Achilles, sir. 

What is your name? 

Aehil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

sEne. Therefore Achilles: but, whate’er, know this: 
In the eztremily of great and little, 

Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector; 

The one almost as infinite as all. 

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well. 

And that which looks like pride is courtesy. 

Hiis Ajax is half made of Hector's blood: 

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home; 

Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This lidded knight, half Trojan and half Greek 
AehU. A maickn battle, then ? O, I perceive you. 


Be-enter Diomedes. 

Agam. Here is Sir Diomed. Go, gentle knight, 
Stand by our Ajax: as you and Lord Alneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight. 

So bo it; either to the uttermost. 

Or else a breath the combatants being kin 
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

[Ajax and Ifector enter the lists. 
Ulyss. They are opposed already. 

Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks so 
heavy? 

Ulyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight. 
Not yet mature, yet matchless, firm of word. 

Speaking in deeds and deedless in his tongue; 

Not soon provoked nor, being provoked, soon calm’d: 
His heart and hand both open and both free; 

For what he has he gives, what thinks he shows; 

Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty. 

Nor dignifies an impure thought with breath; 

Manly os Hector, but more dangerous ; 

For Hector in his blaze of wrath subscribes 
To tender objects, but he in heat of action 
Is more vindicative than jealous love: 

They call him Troilus, and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 

Thus says ./^eas; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and with private soul 
Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 

[Alarum. Hector and Ajax fight. 
Agam. They are in action. 
iVesf. Now, Ajax, hold thine own! 

Tro. Hector, thou sleep’st; 

Awake thee! 

Agam. His blows are well disposed: there, Ajax! 
Dio. You must no more. [Trumpets cease. 

jEne. Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet; let us fight again. 

2^. As Hector pleases. 

Meet. . Why, then will I no more : 

Thou art, great lord, my father’s sister's son, 

A cousin-german to great Priam’s seed; 

The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation ’twixt us twain: 

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so 
That thou couldst say, 'Hiis hand is Grecian all. 

And this is Trojan; the sinews of this leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy; my mother’s blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this sinister 
Bounds in my father’s;’ by Jove multipotent, 

Thou shouldst not bear from me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : but the just gods minsay 
That any drop thod borrow’dst from thy mother. 

My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drain’d! Let me embrace thee, Ajax: ^ 

% him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms; 

Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 

Cousin, all honour to thee! 

Ajax. I thank thee, Hecto^: 

Thou art too gentle and too free a man: 

1 came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence '' 

A great addition earned in thy death. ' 

Me^. Not Neoptolemus so miraUe, * 

On whose bright crest Fame with her loud’st Qyes 
Cries, ‘This is be,’ could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour tom from Hector. 

Mna. There is expectance here ficom ^th the sides, 
What further yon will do. 
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Act IV.] 

Heet. We'll answer it; 

The issue is embracement ; Aj(^> farewell. 

Ajeus. If I might in entreaties find success — 

As seld I have the chance — I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. *Tis Agamemnon's wish, and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm’d the valiant Hector. 

Htet. A£neas, call my brother Troilus to me, 

And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part; 

Desire them home. Give me thy hand, my cousin; 

I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Ammemnon comes to meet us here. 

Heel. The worthiest of them tell me name by name ; 
But for Achilles, mine own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Again. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy; 

But that’s no welcome : understand more clear. 

What’s past and what’s to come is strew’d with busks 
And formless ruin of oblivion; 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth. 

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing. 

Bids thee, with most divine integrity. 

From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Heet. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 
Agam. [To TrotZtw.] My well-famed lord of Troy, no 
less to you. 

Hen. Let me confirm my princely brother’s greeting: 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

Heel. Who must we answer ? 

^ne. The noble Menelaus. 

Heel. O, you, my lord ? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks ! 
Muck not, tW I affect the untraded oath; 

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus’ glove: 

She’s well, but bode me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, sir; she’s a deadly theme. 
Heel. 0, pardon; I offend. 

Heat. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth, and I have seen thee 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 

Despising many forfeits and subduements. 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i’ tlie air. 
Not letting it decline on the declined, 

That I have said to some my standers by, 

‘ Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life !’ 

And I have seen thee pause and take thy breath. 

When that a ring of Greeks have hemm’d thee in. 

Like an Olympian wrestling: this have 1 seen; 

But this thy countenance, still lock’d in steel, 

I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire. 

And once fought with him: he was a soldier good; 

But, by great Mars, the captain of us all. 

Never like thee. Let an old man embrace tln-e; 

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

^ne. 'lu the old Nestor. 

Heet. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 

That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time : 

Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

Heat, I would my arms could match thee in contention. 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Heet. I would they could. 

Heat. Ha ! 

By this white beard, I’ld fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! — I Ixave seen the time. 

Hiyaa. I wonder now how yonder city stands 
When we have here her base and pillar by ua 
Heet. I know your favour. Lord Ulysses, well. 


Ah, sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead. 

Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In llion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyas. Sir, 1 foretold you then what would ensue : 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet; 

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 

Yond towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds. 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Heet. I must not believe you: 

There they stand yet, and modestly 1 think. 

The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood, the end crowns all. 

And that old common arbitrator. Time, 

Will one day end it. 

Ulyas. So to him we leave it. 

Most gentle and most valiant Hector, welcome: 

After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

Achil. I shall forestall thee, Lord Ulysses, thou! 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee; 

1 have with exact view perused thee. Hector, 

And quoted joint by joint. 

Heet. Is this Achilles? 

AchU. I am Achilles. 

Heet. Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on thee. 
AchU. Behold thy fill. 

Heet. Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief: I will the second time, 

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Heet. O, like a book of sport thoult read me o’er; 
But there’s more in me than thou xmderstand’st. 

Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye? 

AehU. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his 
body 

Shall 1 destroy him ? whether there, or there, or there ? 
That 1 may give the local wound a name. 

And make distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector’s great spirit flew: answer me, heavens! 

Heet. It would discredit the blest gods, proud man. 
To answer such a question: stand again: 

Think’st thou to catch my life so pleasantly 
As to prenoininate in nice conjecture 
'iVhere thou wilt hit me dead? 

AchU. I tell thee, yea. 

Heet. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 

I’ld not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well; 

For I’ll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 

But, by the forge that stithied* Mars his helm, 

I’ll kill thee every where, yea, o’er and o’er. 

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag; 

His insolence draws folly from my lips; 

But I’ll endeavour deeds to match these words. 

Or may I never — 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin: 

And you, Achilles, let these threats idone. 

Till accident or purpose bring you to’t: 

You may have every day enough of Hector, 

If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear, 

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Heet. I pray you, let us see you in the field: 

Wo have had pelting wars, since you refused 
The Grecians’ cause. 

AchU. Dost thou entreat me, Hector? 

To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death; 

To-night all friends. 

Heet. Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent; 
There in the full convive we: aitemards. 

As Hector’s leisure and your bounties shall 
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Concur together, severally entreat him. 

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 
rhat this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[JSmuiU aU except TroUus and Ulysses. 
Tro. My Lord Ul3rs8e8, tell me, I beseech you. 

In what place of the field doth Caches keep? 

Ulyss. At Menelaus* tent, most princely Troilus; 
There Diomed doth feast with him to>night; 

Who neither looks upon the heaven nor earth. 

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Crassid. 


Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so much, 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent. 

To bring me thither? 

Ulyss. You shall command me, sir. 

.As gentle tell me, of what honour was 

This Cressida in Troy? Had she no lover there 

That wails her absence ? 

2'ro. 0, sir, to such as boasting show their scars 

A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord? 

She was beloved, slie loved ; she is, and doth : 

But still sweet love is food for fortune’s tooth. [Exennl. 





ACT V. 


Scene T. — The Oreemn camp. Jie/ore Achilles’ terU. 


Enter Achilles and Pateoclus. 

AckU. I’ll heat his blood with Greekish wine to-night, 
Which with my scimitar I’ll cool to-morrow. 

Patroclus, let us feast him to the lieight. 

Pair. Here comes Thersite.s. 

Enter Thersites. 

Achil. How now, thou core of envy ! 

'Thou crusty batch of nature, what’s the news ? 

Ther, Vhiy, thou picture of what thou seemest, and 
idol of idiot-worshippers, here’s a letter for thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragment? 

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the tent now? 

Ther. The surgeon’s box, or 'the< patient’s wound. 

Patr. Well said, adversity ! and what need these tricks ? 

Ther. Prithee, be silent, boy ; I profit not by thy talk : 
thou art thought to be Achilles’ male varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue ! what’s that ? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now the rotten 
diseases of the south, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o’ gravel i’ the back, lethaigies, cold palsies, raw 
eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of 
imposthume, sciaticas, limekilns i’ the palm, incurable 
bone-ache, and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter, take 
and take again such preposterous discoveries * 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, Avhat 
meanest thou to curse thus ? 

Do 1 curse thee? 

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt, you whoreson in- 
distijDguishable cur, no. 

Ther. No! why art thou then exasperate, thou idle 
immaterial skein of sleave-silk, thou green sarcenet flap 
for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal's purse, thou ? 
Ah, how the poor world is pesterea with such waterflics, 
diminutives of nature! 

Patr. Out, gall! 

Ther. Finch-^ ! 

Aehil. My sweet Patroclus, 1 am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow’s battle. 

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba, 

A token from her daughter, my fair love, 


Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath, that I have sworn. I will not break it: 

Fall Greeks; fail fame; honour or go or stay; 

My major vow lies here, this I’ll obey. 

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent: 

This night in banqueting must all be spent. 

Away, Patroclus I {Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. With too much blood and too little brains, 
these two may run mad; but, if with too much brain 
and too little blood they do. I’ll be a curcr of roadmen. 
Here’s Agamemnon, an honest fellow enough, and one 
that loves quails ; but he has not so much brain as ear- 
wax: and the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, 
his brother, the bull — the primitive statue, and oblique 
memorial of cuckolds ; a thrifty shocing-horn in a chain, 
banging at his brother's leg— to what form but that he 
;■ should wit larded with malice and malice-forced* 

\ ith wit turn him to ? To an ass, were nothing ; he is 
both ass and ox : to an ox, were nothing ; he is both ox 
and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, 
a lizard, an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, 
I would not care; but to be Menelaus! I would con- 
spire against destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if 
I were not Thersites; for I care not to be the louse of 
a lazar, so 1 were nut Menelaus. Hoy-day! spirits and 
fires! 

Enter Hkotor, Tkoilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulysses, 
Nestor, Menelaus, and Diomeoes, with lights. 

Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax. No, yonder ’tis; 

There, where we see the lights. 

Hect. I trouble you. 

Ajeuc. No, not a whit 

Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide you. 

Re-enter Achilles. 

Achil. Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, princes all. 

Agam. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hect. Thanks and good night to the Greeks’ general 

Men. Good night, my lord. 

ffect. Good night, sweet Lord Menelaus. 
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Ther. Sweet draught: ‘sweet/ quoth’ a I sweet sink, 
sweet sewer. 

AML Gkiod night and welcome, both at once, to those 
That go or tarry. 

Agam. Good night [Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus, 

AehiL Old Nestor tarries; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

IHo. I cannot, lord; I have important business. 

The tide whereof is now. Good night great Hector, 

Jleet. Give me your hand. 

Ulgsa. [Aside to TroUv*.] Follow his torch ; he goes 
to Calcbas’ tent: 

I’ll keep you company. 

Tro. Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Heat. And so, good night 

[Exit Diomedea; ITlyatet and Troiiua following. 

AMI. Come, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achilles, ffeetor, Ajax, and Nedor. 

Ther. That same Diomed’s a false-hearted n^ue, a 
most unjust knave; I will no more trust him when he 
leers than I will a serpent when he hisses: he will 
spend his mouth, and promise, like Brabbler the hound ; 
bnt when he performs, astronomers foretell it ; it is pro- 
digious, there will come some change; the sun borrows 
of the moon, when Diomed keeps bis word. I will rather 
leave to see Hector, than not to dog him: they say he 
keeps a Trojan drab^ and uses the traitor Galenas’ tent: 
I’ll after. Nothing but lechery ! all incontinent varlets. 

[Exit. 

Scene II . — The same. Before Calcbas’ tent. 

Enter Diohedes. 

Dio. What, are you up here, ho? speak. 

Cal. [Within.'\ Who calls? 

Dio. Diomed. Calchas, I think. Where’s your daughter? 

Cal. She comes to you. 

Enter Tboilus and Ulysses, at a distance; after them, 
Thebsites. 

Ulgss. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cbessida. 

Tro. Cressid comes forth to him. 

Dio. How now, my chaige! 

Crts. Now, my sweet guardian ! Hark, a word with 
you. [Whispers. 

Tro. Yea, so familiar! 

Ulyss. She will sing any man at 6rst sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take her 
diff; she’s noted. 

Dio. Will you remember? 

Ores. Bmnember I yea 

Dio. Nay, but do, then; 

And let your mind be coupled with your worda 

Tro. What should she remember? 

Ulyss. list 

Cres. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to 
folly. 

Ther. Bogueiyl 

Dio. Nay, then — 

Cres. I’ll tell you what — 

Dio. Fob, fohl come, tell a pin: you are forsworn. 
C^. In ibith, I cannot: what wouhl you have me do? 

Th». A ju^ing trick — ^to be secretly open. 

Dio. What ^ you swear you would bestow on me? 

Cres. I prithee, do not hold me to mine oath; 

Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 


Dio. Good night 
Tro. Hold, patience! 

Ulyss. How now, 'Trojan! 

Cres. Diomed — 

Dio. No, no, good night: I’ll be your fool no mote. 

Tro. Thy better must 

Cres. Hark, one word in your ear. 

Tro. O pUgne and madness I 
Ulyss. You are moved, prince; let us depart, I pray 
you. 

Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous; 

The time right deadly; I beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you! 

Ulyss. Nay, good my lord, go off: 

You flow to great distraction; come, my lord. 

Tro. I pray thee, stay. 

Ulyss. You have not patience; come 

Tro. I pray you, stay ; by hell and all hell’s torments, 
I will not speak a word! 

Dio. And so, good night 

Cres. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Tro. Doth that grieve thee? 

0 wither’d truth! 

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord! 

Tro. By Jove, 

1 will be patient 

Cres. Guardian ! — why, Greek ! 

Dio. Fob, fob! adieu; you puter. 

Cres. In faith, I do not: come hither once again, 
Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at something : will you go ? 
You will break out 

Tro. She strokes his cheek! 

Ulyss. Come, come. 

Tro. Nay, stay; by Jove, I will not speak a word: 
There is between my will and all ofiences 
A guard of patience: stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil Luxury, with his fat rump and 
potato-finger, tickles these toge^er ! Fry, lechery, fry I 
Dio. But wUl you, then? 

Cres. In faith, I will, la; never trust me else. 

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it 
Cres. I’ll fetch you one. [Exit. 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro. Fear me not, sweet lord; 

I will not be myself, nor Irave cognition 
Of what I feel: I am all patience. 

Re-enter Cbessida. 

Ther. Now the pledge ; now, now, now I 
Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro. 0 beauty! where is thy faith? 

Ulyss. My lord--- 

Tro. I will be patient; outwardly I will 
Cres. You look upon lliat sleeve; behold it wriL 
He loved me — 0 falM wench I— Give’t me again. . 

Dio. Whose was’t? 

Um. It is no matter, now I bave’t again. , 

I wiB not meet with you to-morrow night: i 

I prithee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens: well said, whetstonoiil 
Dio. I shall have it. ' 

CVw. What, this? 

Ay, that 

Cres. 0, all you gods! 0 pretty, pretty jdedgp! 

Thy master now lies thinking in his ued 
Of thee and me, ud sighs, and takes my gloves 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it 
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As 1 kiss ihee. Nay, do not snatch it from me; 

He that takes that doth take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it 
Tro. I did swear patfenoe. 

Cm. You shall not have it, Diomed; faith, you shall 
not; 

I'll give you something else. 

Dio. 1 will have this; whose was it? 

Cm. It is no matter. 

Dvo. Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cm. 'Twas one’s that loved me better rtmn you win. 
But, now you have it, take it 
Dio. Whose was it? 

Cm. By all Diana’s waiting-wonien yond, 

And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm, 

And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and worcst it on thy horn. 
It should be challenged. 

Cm. Well, well, ’tis done, ’tis past : and yet it is not ; 
I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why, then, farewell; 

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cits. You shall not go: one cannot speak a word, 
But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you 
pleases me best 

Dio. What, shall I come? the hour? 

Cm. Ay, come: — 0 Jove! — do come: — I shall be 
plagued 

Dio. Farewell tiU then. 

Cm. Good night: I prithee, come. 

[ExU Diomodes. 

Troilua, farewell! one eye yet looks on thee; 

But with my heart the other eye doth see. 

Ah, poor our sex! this fault in us I find. 

The error of our eye directs our mind: 

What error leads must err; O, then conclude 
Minds sway’d by eyes are full of turpitude. [Exit. 

Ther. A proof of strength she could not publish more. 
Unless she said, ‘My mind is now turn’d whore’ 

Ulyss. All’s done, ray lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulyss. Why stay we, then? 

T-fo. To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 

But if I tell how these two did co-act. 

Shall I not lie in publishing a truth? 

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 

An esperance* so oWinately strong, 

That doth invert the attest* of eyes and ears, 

As if those organs had deceptions functions. 

Created only to calumniate. 

Was Cressid here? 

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Tro. She was not, sura 

Ulyss. Most sure she was. 

JVo. Why, roy n^ation hath no taste of madness. 
Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here but now. 
Tro. Let it not be b^eved for womanhood! 

Think, we had mothers; do not give advantage 
To stubborii critics,* apt, without a theme, tCTaiM. 

For depravation, to square the general sex 
By Creasid’s rule : rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyss. What hath she done, prince, that can soil our 
mothers ? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Thtr. Wffl he swagger himself out on’s own eyes . 


Tro. This she ? no, this is Diomed’s Cressida : 

If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 

If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies. 

If sanctimony be the gods’ delight. 

If there be ^e in unity itself. 

This is not she. O madness of discourse. 

That cause sets up with and against itself! 

Bi-fold authority! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt: this is, and is not, Cressid. 

Within my soul there doth conduce a fight 
Of this strange nature that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth. 

And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifex for a point as subtle 
As is Arachne’s broken woof to enter. 

Instance, O instance! strong as Pluto’s gates; 

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven: 
Instance, 0 instance! stroqg as heaven itself; 

The bonds of heaven are slipp’d, dissolved, and loosed; 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied. 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love. 

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy relics 
Of her o’erreaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 

Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half attach’d 
With that which here his passion doth express? 

Tro. Ay, Greek; and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflamed with Venus: never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fix’d a soul. 

Hark, Greek : as much as I do Cressid love. 

So much by weight hate I her Diomed: 

That sleeve is mine that he’ll bear on his helm; 

Were it a casque composed by Vulcan’s skill. 

My sword should bite it: not the dreadful spout 
Which shipmen do the hurricano call, 

Constringed in mass by the almighty sun. 

Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune’s ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Tktr. He’ll tickle it for his concupy. 

Tro. 0 Cressid! 0 false Cressid! false, false, false! 
all untruths stand by thy stained name. 

And they’ll seem glorious. 

Ulyss. O, contain yourself; 

Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter AEneas. 

.Mne. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord: 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy; 

Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince. My courteous lord, adieu. 
Farewell, revolted fair! and, Diomed, 

Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head! 

Ulyss. I’ll bring you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt TroUus, JBntas, and Ulysses 
Ther. Would I could meet that rogue Diomed! I 
would croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would bode. 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 
this whore : the parrot wul not do more for an almond 
than he for a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery ; still, 
wars and lechery ; nothing else holds fashion : a burning 
devil take them! [Ant 

Scene III. — Troy. Before Pkum’s folaot. 

Enter Hector and Andromache. 

And. When was my lord so much ungently temper'd, 
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To stop his ears against admonishment? 

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

HtcL You train me to offend you; get you in: 

By all the everlasting gods, I'll go! 

And, My dreams w3l, sure, prove ominous to the day. 
/fecf. No more, I say. 

Elder Cassandra. 

C!m. Where is my brotlier Hector ? 

And, Here, sister; arm'd, and bloody in intent. 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition, 

Pursue we him on knees ; for 1 have di*eam'd 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 
Cos, 0, 'lis true. 

Hect, Ho 1 bid iny trumpet sound I 


Ctxs, No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet brother. 
Hed, Be gone, I say: the gods have heard me 
swear. 

Cas, The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows: 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And, O, be persuaded! do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just: it is as lawful, 

For we would give much, to use violent thefts, 

And rob in the behalf of charity, 

Cas, It is the purpose that makes strong the vow ; 
But vow*s to every purpose must not hold : 

Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Hed, Hold you still, I say; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 

Life every man holds dear ; but the brave man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. 



Enter Troilus. 

How now, young man ! mean'st thou to fight to-day ? 
And. Caasandra, call my father to persuade. 

„ . Catsandra. 

nta. Wo, faith, young IVoilus; doff thy harness, youth: 
I am to-day i’ the vein of chivalry ; 

^t grow thy sinews till their knots be strong, 

^d tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 

Unarm the^ bo, and doubt thou not, brave boy, 

111 stand to-wy for thee and me and Troy. 

Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion than a man. 

TroUus ? chide me for it 

Tro. When many times the captive. Grecian faiu 
£ven in the iiui and wind of your fiur sword. 

You hid them rise and live. 

Bud. 0, ’tis fair play. 


Fool’s play, by heaven, Hector. 
Htet. How now ! how now ! 

For the love of all the gods, 
I.et’8 leave the hermit pity with our mothers, 

And when we have our armours buckled on, 

The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords, ^ 

Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth. 

But. Fie, savage, fie! 

Hector, then ’tis wars. 

Htti. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-4ay. 
Tro. Who should withhold roe ? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire; 

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees. 

Their eyes o’ergaUed with recouise of tears; 

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn. 
Opposed to hinder me, should stop my way, 

But by my ruin. r / 
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Be-mttr Cassandra, wUh I’hiam. 

Ctu. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast: 

He is thy crutch; now if thou lose thy stay, 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 

Fall all together. 

Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back: 

Thy wife hath dream’d; thy mother hath liad visions; 
Cassandra doth foresee; and 1 myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly cnrapt 
To tell thee that this day is ominous: 

Therefore, come back. 

Hect. Aineas is a-field; 

And I do stand engaged to many Greeks, 

Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pri. Ay, but thou shalt not go. 

Heel. I must not break my faith. 

You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir. 

Lot me not shame respect; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice. 

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cas. O Priam, yield not to him I 

And. Do not, dear father. 

Heel. Andromache, I am offended with you: 

Upon the love you bear me, get you in. [Eint Andrcmache. 

Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Ca». O, farewell, dear Hector'. 

Look, how thou diest! look, how thy eye turns pale! 
I.ook, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 

Hark, how Troy roars! how Hecuba cries out! 

How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth ! 

Behold, distraction, frenzy, and amazement. 

Like witless antics, one another meet. 

And all cry. Hector I Hector's dead I O Hector ! 

I'ro. Away ! away I 

Cos. Farewell: yet, soft! Hector, I take my leave: 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [Exit. 

Heel. You are amazed, my liege, at her exclaim: 

Go in and cheer the town: we'll forth and fight. 

Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 

Pri. Farewell : the gods with safety stand about thee ! 

[Exeunt severcUly Priam and Hector. Alarums. 
Tro. They are at it, hark! Proud Diomed, believe, 

I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you hear? 

Tro. What now ? 

Pan. Here's a letter come from yond poor girl. 

Tro. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoreson tisick, a whoreson rascally tisick so 
troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this girl; and what 
ohe thing, what another, that I shall leave vou one o' 
these days: and 1 have a rheum in mine eyes too, 
and such an ache in my bones, that, unless a man were 
cursed, 1 cannot tell what to think on't What says she 
there ? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter from the 
heart; 

The effect doth operate another way. [Tearing ilie tetter. 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together. 

My love with words and errors stiU she feeds; 

But edifies another with her deeds. [Exeunt severally. 

Scene IV. — Plains between Troy and the Oreeian camp. 
Alarums: exeureions. Enter Thebbites. 

Thtr. Kow they are clapper-clawing one another; 
VOL. n. 


i'll go look on. That dissembling abominable varlet, 
Diomed, has got that same scurvy, doting, fooli^ young 
knave's sleeve of Troy there in his hdm: I would fain 
see them meet; that that same young Trojan ass, that 
loves the whore there, might send that Greekish whore- 
m istcrly villain, with the sleeve, back to the dissembling 
luxurious drab, of a sleeveless errand. O' the t'other 
side, the policy of those crafty swearing rascals, that stale 
old mouse-eaten dry cheese, Nestor, and that same dog-fox, 
Ulysses, is not proved worth a blackberry : they set me 
up, in policy, that mon^l cur, Ajax, against that dog 
of as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the cur Ajax 
prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not ann to-day ; 
whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim barbarism, 
and policy grows into an ill opinion. Soft! here comes 
sleeve, and t’other. 

Enter Diomedes, TkDilus following. 

Tro. Fly not ; for shouldst thou take the river Styx, 
I would swim after. 

Eio. Thou dost miscall retire : 

I do not fly, but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude: 

Have at thee! 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian ' — now for thy whore, 
Trojan ! — now the sleeve, now the sleeve ! 

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomedes, fighting. 

Enter Hectob. 

Hect. What art thou, Greek? art thou for Hector's 
match ? 

Art thou of blood and honour ? 

Ther. No, no, 1 am a rascal; a scurvy railing knave; 
a very filthy rogue. 

Hcrt. I do believe thee: live [Exit. 

Thtr. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but 
a plague break thy neck for frighting me ' What's 
become of the wenching rogues? I think they have 
swallowed one another: I would laugh at that miracle: 
yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself. I'll seek them. [Exit. 

Scene V. — Another part of the plains. 

Enter Diomedes and a Servant. 

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus’ horse ; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid : 

Fellow, commend my service to her beauty ; 

Tell her I have chastised the amorous Trojan, 

And am her knight by proof. 

Serv. I go, my loi-d. [Exit. 

Enter Agamemmon. 

Agam. Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamas 
Hath beat down Mcnon: bastard Maigarclon 
Hath Doreus prisoner. 

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam. 

Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius: Polyxenes is slain, 
Amphimachus and Thoas deadly hurt, 

Patroclus ta’on or slain, and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and braised : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers : haste we, Diomed, 

To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

Nest. Go, bear Patroclus’ body to Achilles; 

And bid the snail-paced Ajax arm for shame. 

There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 

9 
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Now here he 6ght8 on Galathe his horse, 

And there lacks work; anon he’s there ^oot, 

And there they fly or ^e, like scaled scnlls' 

Before the belching whale; then is he yonder. 

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge. 

Fall down before him, like the mower’s swath: 

Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes,* 
Dexterity so obeying appetite 
That what he mil he doe^ and does so much 
That proof is call’d impossibility. 

Enter Ultssks. 

VJysB. 0, courage, courage, princes! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance: 
Patroclus' wounds ^ve roused his drowsy blood. 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 

That noseless, handless, hack'd, and chipp’d, come to him. 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend 
And foams at mouth, and he is arm’d and at it. 
Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to-dny 
Mad and fantastic execution. 

Engaging and redeeming of himself 

With such a careless force and forceless care 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 

Bade him win all 

Enter Ajax. 

Ajax, Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [Exit. 

Dio. Ay, there, there. 

Nat. So, so, we draw together. 

Enter ACHILLES. 

AdvU. Where is this Hector? 

Come, come, thou boy>queller, show thy face ; 

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry : 

Hector! where’s Hector? I yriU none but Hector. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene VI . — Another part of the jiaint. 

Enter Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy head! 
Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Troilus, I say! where’s Troilus? 

Ajm. What wouldst thou? 

iko. I would correct him. 

Ajax. . Were I the general, thou shouldst have my 
office 

Ere that correction. TroUus^ 1 say! what, Troilus! 
EtUer Tboilus. 

Tro. O traitor Diomed! turn thy false face, thou 
traitor, 

And pay thy life thou owest me for my horse ! 

Dio. Ho, art thou there? 

A^ I’ll fight with him alone: stand, Diomed. 

2Ho. He is my prise; I wUl not look upon. 

Tro. Corner both you cogging Greeks; have at you 
both ! [Exeunt fighting. 

Enter Hectok 

HeeL Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my youngest 
brother! 

Enter Achillea 

A<hH. Now do I see thee, ha ! have at thee. Hector! 


Htet. Pause, if thou wilt. 

A(h,U. I do disdain thy courtesv, proud Trojan: 

Be happy that my anna are out of use: 

My rest and negligence befriends thee now. 

But thou anon shut hear of me again; 

Till when, go seek thy fortune. 

Hett. Fare thee well: * 

I would have been much more a fresher man. 

Had I expected thee. How now, my brother ! 

Ee-enter Troilua 

Tro, .Ajax hath ta’en .£neas : shtdl it be ? 

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven. 

He shall not cany him: I’ll be ta’en too. 

Or bring him off: fate, hear me what I say! 

I reck not though 1 end my life to-day. [Eani 

Enter one in eumptuoua armour. 

Hut. Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art a goodly 
mark: 

No ? wilt thou not ? 1 like thy armour well ; 

I’ll ftush it and unlock the rivets all. 

But I’ll be master of it: wilt thou not, beast, abide? 
Why, then fly on. I’ll hunt thee for thy bide. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — Another part of the plains. 

Enter Achilles, with Myrmidona 

Adiil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons ; 
Mark what I say. Attend me where I wheel: 

Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath: 

And when I have the bloody Hector found, 

Empale him with your weapons round about; 

In fellest manner execute your aims. 

Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye: 

It is decreed Hector the great must die. [Exeunt. 

Enter Menelaub and Paris, fighting : then Therbitea ' 

Ther. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at it. 
Now, bull ! now, dog ! ’Loo, Paris, ’loo ! now my double- 
henned sparrow! ’loo, Paris, ’loo! The bull has the 
game: ware horns, ho! [Exeunt Paris and Mendaus, 

Enter Margarelon. 

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther. What art thou? 

Mar. A bastard son of Priam’s. 

Ther. I am a bastard too; I love bastards: I am a 
bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, bastard 
in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear will not 
bite another, and wherefore should one basta^? Take 
heed, the quarrel’s mo|t ominous to us : if the son of a 
whore light for a whore, he tempts judgment: farewell, 
bastard. (Exit. 

Mar. The devil take thee, coward! \Exit. 

Scene VIII. — Another part of the plains. 

Elder Hectoa 

HeU. Most putrefied core, so fair without, ^ 

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. : 

Now is my day’s work done; I’ll take good brea|h: 
Rest, sword; thou hast thv fill of blood and death. 
[Puts off his hdjnet and hangs his shield bdttn4 him. 

Enter Achilles and MyrmidonA 

Aehil. Look, Rector, how the sun begins to set; 

How ugly night comes breathing at his beds: 
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Even with the vail and darking of the sun, 

To close the day up, Hector's life is done. 

I am unarm'd; fo^o this vantage, Greek. 
AdkM. Strike, fellows, strike ; this is the man 1 seek. 

[Hector falls. 

So, llion, fall thou nextl now, Troy, sink down I 
Here lies thy hearty thy sinews, and thy bone. 

On. Myrmidons, and cry you all amain, 

'Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.' [A retreat sounded. 
Hark I a retire upon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord, 
Achil. The dragon wing of night o'erspreads the earth. 
And, stickler-like, the armies separates. 


My half-supp’d sword, that frankly would have fed. 
Pleased with this damty bait, thus goes to bed. 

[Sheathes hts sword. 

Come, tie his body to my horse's tail ; 

Along the field 1 will the Trojan trail [Exeunt. 

Scene IX — Another part., of the plains. 

Enter Aoamehnon, Ajax, Memelaus, Nestob, Diomedes, 
and <dher8, marching. Shouts within. 

Again. Hark! Hark! what shout is that? 

NeA. Peace, drums ! 

[Within!\ Achilles! Achilles! Hector's slain! Achilles' 



Enter Troilus. 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

AU. Hector! the gods forbid! 

Tro. He’s dead; and at the murderer’s horse’s tail. 
In beastly sort, dragg’d through the shameful field 
Frown on, you heavens, effect your r^ with speed ' 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy! 

1 say, at once let your brief places be mercy. 

And linger not our sure destructions on! 

^ns. My lord, you do discomfort all the host 
Tro. You understand me not that tell me so: 

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death. 

But dare all imminence that gods and men 


Dw. The bruit is, Hector’s slain, and by Achilles. 
Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be ; 

Great Hector was a man as good as he. 

Agam. Match patiently along: let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent 
If in his death the gods have lu befriended. 

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

[Exeunt, marching. 

Scene X . — Another part of the plains. 

Enter .Aneas and Trojans. 

eEne. Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the field: 
Never so home : here starve we out the night 
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Address their dangers in. Hector is gone: 

Who shall tell Ptuun so, or Hecuba? 

Let him that will a screech-owl aye bo call'd. 

Go in to Troy, and st^ there. Hector’s dead: 

There is a wo^ will Priam turn to stone; 

Make weUs and Niobes of the maids and wives. 

Cold statues of the youth, and in a word, 

Scare Troy out of itself. But, march away : 

Hector is dead; there is no more to say. 

Stay yet You vile abominable tents. 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains. 

Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 

ITl through and through you! and, thou great-sized 
coward. 

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates: 

I’ll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy’s thoughts. 

Strike a free march to Troy ! with comfort go : 

Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt ^tuas and Trojans. 

As Troilvs is going ovi, enter, from the other side, 
Pandarus. 

Pan. But hear you, hear you! 


[Act V. 

Tro. Hence, broker-lackey! ignomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name! [Exit. 

Pan. A goodly medicine for my aching bones! O 
world ! world I world I thus is the poor agent despised I 
0 traitors and bawds, how earnestly are you set a-work, 
and how iU requited! why should our endeavour be so 
loved, and the performance so loathed? what verse for 
it ? what instance for it ? Let me see : 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing, 

Till he hath lost his honey and his sting; 

And being once subdued in armed tail. 

Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail. 

Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted cloths. 
As many as be here of pander’s hall. 

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pander’s fall; 

Or if you cannot weep, yet give some groans. 

Though not for me, yet for your aching Ijones. 

Brethren and sisters of the hold-door trade, 

Sonte two months hence my will shall here be made: 

It should be now, but that my fear is this. 

Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss: 

Till then 111 sweat and seek about for eases, 

And at that time bequeathe you my diseases. 
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SCENE Atubm, aocT the netghbeunng woods. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Athens. A JuUl in Timon’s hotise. 


EfUer Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant^ and ethers, at 
meted doors. 

Poet. Good day, sir. 

Pain. I am glad you’re well. 

Poet, I have not seen you long ; how goes the world ? 
Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Eod. Ay, that’s well known : 

But what puticular rarity 7 what strange. 

Which manifold record not matches? See, 

Magic of bounty I all these spirits thy power 
Haul conjured to attend. I know the merchant. 

Patn. I know them both ; th’ other's a jeweller. 
Mer. 0, ’tie a worthy lord. 

Nay, that’s most fix’d. 

Mer. A most incomparable man, breathed, as it were. 
To an untirable and continuate goodness: 

He passes.* > 

Jew. I have a jewel here — 

Mer. 0, pray, let’s see’t: for the Lord Timon, sir? 
Jew, If he will touch the estimate: but, for that — 
Pffri. [Reeitinq to himtdf.'\ ’When we for recompense 
have nraised the vile, 

It stains die glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings die go^’ 


Mer. ’Tis a good form. 

[Looking at the jetotL 

Jew. And rich : here is a water, look ye. 

Patn. Yon are rapt, sir, in some work, some dedication 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing slipp’d idly from me. 

Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence ’tis nourish’d: the fire i’ the flint 
Shows not till it be struck; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there? 

Patn. A picture, sir. When comes your book forth ? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, sir. 

Let’s see your piece. 

Pain. Tis a good pieca 

Poet. So ’tis: this comes off well and excellent 

Pain. Indifferent 

Pod. Admirable: how this grace 

Speaks his own standing! what a mental power 
Inis eye shoots forth! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the Ufa 
Here is a touch ; is’t good ? 

Pod. I will say of it, 
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It tutors nature: artificial strife 
Lives in these touches, livelier them life. 

Elder certain Senators, and past over. 

Pain. How this lord is follow’d! 

Poet. The senators of Athens : happy man ! 

Pain. Look, more! 

Poet. Tou see this confluence, this great flood of 
visitors. 

I have, in this rough work, shaped out a man, 

Wliom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With amplest entertainment: my free drift 


Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax: no levell’d malice 
Infects one comma in tlie course I hold; 

But flies an eagle flight, bold and forth on. 

Leaving no tract behind. 

Pain. How shall 1 understand you? 

Poet. I will unbolt to you. 

You see how all conditions, how all minds. 

As wdl of glib and slippery creatures as 
Of |[rave and austere quality, tender down 
Their services to Lord Timon: his lai^ fortune. 

Upon his good and gracious nature hanging. 

Subdues and properties* to his love and tendance * 



All sorts of hearts; yea, from the glass^faced flatterer 
To Apemantns, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself: even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Timon’s nod. 

Pain. I saw them speak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be throned: the b^ o' the mount 
Is rank’d with all deserts, all kind of natures, 

That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states: amongst them all. 

Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix’d, 

One do 1 personate of Lord Timou’s frame. 


Whom fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her; 
Whose present grace to present slaves and servaots 
Translates his rivals. 

Pain. Tis conceived to scope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hiU, methiiiksi 
With one man beckon’d from the rest below, ' 
Bowing his head i^inst the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well express’d 
In our condition.* » r>oMia 

Pott. Nay, sir, but hear me on. 

All those which were bis fellows but of late. 

Some better than his value, on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance. 
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Bain sacrificial whisperings in his ear, 

Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, iparry, what of these ? 

Poet. When Fortune in her shift and change of mood 
Spurns down her late beloved, all his dependants 
Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s tup. 

Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down. 

Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. ’Tis common: 

A thousand moral paintings I can show 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of Fortune’s 
More preraantly than words. Yet you do well 
'Po show Lord Timon tliat mean eyes have seen 
The foot above the head. 

Trumpda sound. Enter Lord Timon, addressing himself 
courteously to eoe^ sudor; a Messenger from Yen- 
TIOIUS talking with him; LuciUUS and other servants 
following. 

Tim. Imprison’d is he, say you? 

Mesa. Ay, my raod lord: five talents is his debt. 

His means most snort, his creditors most strait: 

Your honourable letter ho desires 
To those have shut him up; which failing, 

Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius! Well; 

I am not of that feather to shake off 

My friend when he most needs me. I do know him 

A gentleman that well deserves a help : 

Which he shall have: I’ll pay the debt, and free him. 
Mesa. Your lordship ever binds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him: I will send hia ransom; 
And being enfranchised, bid him come to me. 

’Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 

But to support him after. Fare you well. 

Mess. All happiness to your honour! [Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim. Freely, good f.ither. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant named Lucilius. 

Tim. I have so : what of him ? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man before thee. 
Tim Attends he here, or no ? Lucilius 1 
Luc. Here, at your lordship’s service. 

Old Ath. This fellow here, Lord Timon, this thy 
creature, 

By night frequents my house. I am a man 
That nom my first have been inclined to thrift; 

And my estate deserves an heir more raised 
‘Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim Well ; what further ? 

Old Aih. One only daughter have I, no km else. 

On whom I may confer what I have got: 

The maid is fair, o’ the youngest for a bride. 

And I have bred her at my dearest cost 
In qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love: I prithee, noble lord. 

Join with me to forbid him her resort; 

Mysdf have spoke in vain. 

Tm. Tire man is honest 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon: 

His honesty rewards him in itsdf; 

It must not bear my daughter. , 

ytm. Does she love him? 

Old Ath. She is young and apt : 


Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity’s in youth. 

Tim [To LueUius.'\ Love you the maid ? 

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it 
Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be missing, 

I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world. 

And dispossess her all. 

Tim How shall she be endow’d. 

If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

Old Ath. Three talents on the present ; in future, all, 
Tim This gentleman of mine hath served me long: 
To build his fortune I will strain a little. 

For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 

What you bestow, in him I’ll counterpoise. 

And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath. Most noble lord, 

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim My hand to thee ; mine honour on my promise. 
Luc. Humbly I thank your lordship: never may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping. 

Which is not owed to you! 

[Exeunt Lucilius and Old Athenian. 
Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your lordship! 
Tim I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain.. A piece of painting, which I do beseech 
Your lordship to accept. 

Tim Painting is welcome. 

The painting is almost the natural man; 

For since dishonour trafiics with man’s nature^ 

He is but outside: these pencill’d figures arc 
Even such as they give out. 1 like your work; 

And you shall find I like it: wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 

Pain. The gods preserve ye! 

Tim Well Care you, gentleman : give mo your hand ; 
Wo must needs dine together. Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffer’d under praise. 

Jew. What, my lord! dispraise? 

Tim. A mere satiety of commendationa 
If I should pay you for’t as ’tis extoU’d, 

It would unclew me quite. 

Jew. My lord, ’tis rated 

As those which sell would give: but you well know, 
Things of like value differing in the ownera 
Are prized by* their masters : believe’t, dear lord. 

You mend the jewel by the wearing it. * t*. 

Tim Well mock’d. 

Mer. No, my good lord ; he speaks the common tongue. 
Which all men speak with him. 

Tim. Look, who comes here: will you be chid? 

Enter Apemantus. 

.Tew. We’ll bear, with your lordship. 

Mer. He’ll spare none. 

Tim Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 
Apem. Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy good morrow ; 
When thou art Timon’s dog, and these knaves honest. 
Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves ? thou know’st 
them not 

Apem. Are they not Athenians? 

Tim Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not 
Jew. You know me, Apemantus? 

Apem Thou know’st I do : I call’d thee by thy name. 
7^m Thou art proud, Apemantua 
Apem. Of nothing so much as that I am not like 
Timon. 
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TtM. Whither art going? 

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian’s braina 
Tim. That's a deed thou’lt die for. 

Apem. Rights if doing nothing be death by the law 
Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apeniantus? 
Apem. The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought be not well that painted it? 

Apem. He wrought better that made the painter ; and 
yet he’s but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain. You’re a dog. 

Apem. Thy mothers of my generation : what’s she, if 
I be a dog? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus? 

Apem. No; I eat not lorda 

Tim. An thou shouldst, thou’ldst anger ladies. 

Apem. O, they eat lords; so they come by great 
bellies. 

Tim. That’s a lascivious apprehension. 

Apem So thou apprehendest it : take it for thy labour. 


[Act I. 

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Ajpemantus? 
Apem Not so well as plain-dealing, which will not 
cost a man a doit. 

Tim What dost thou think ’tis worth? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. How now, poet! 
Poet. How now, philosopher I 
Apem Thou liest. 

Pod. Art not one 7 
Apem. Yes. 

Pod. Then I lie not. 

Apem Art not a poet? 

Pod. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou liest : look in thy last work, where 
thou hast feigned him a worthy fellow. 

Pod. That’s not feigned; he is so. 

Apem Y'es, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee 
for thy labour: he that loves to be flattered is worthy 
o’ the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord! 

Tim. What wouldst do then, Apemantus? 



Apem Fen as Apemantus does now ; hate a lord with 
my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore ? 

Apem That I had no angry wit to be a lord. Art 
not tbott a merchant? 

Mier. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem Traifio confound thee, if the gods will not! 

Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it 

Apem Traffic’s thy god ; and thy god confound thee ! 

Trumpd sounds. Enter a Messenger. 

Tim What trumpet’s that? 

Mess, *Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty horse. 

All of companionship. 

Tim Pray, entertain them; give them guide to us. 

[Bemnt 'some Attendants, 

You must needs dine with me: go not you hence 


Till I have thank’d you: when dinner’s done. 

Show me this piece. 1 am joyful of your sights. 

Enter Alcibiades, vnth the rest. 

Most welcome, sir! 

Apem. So, so, there! 

Aches contract and starve your supple joints! 

That there should be small love ’mongst these sweet knaves. 
And all this courtesy! The strain of man’s bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. 

Aleib. Sir, you have saved my longing, and I feed 
Most hungerly on your sight ^ 

Tim Right welcome, sir! 

Ere we depart,* we’ll share a bounteous time »swi^ 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

[ibeeunt all except Apedantns. 

Enter two Lords. 

Fird Lord. i?97hat time o’ day is’t, Apemantus t 
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Ac?r I.] 

Apem. Time to be honest. 

First Lard. That times serves still. 

Apem. The more accursed thou, that still omitt’st it. 
Sec. Lord. Thou art going to Lord Timon’s feast? 
Apem. Ay, to see meat fill knaves and wiue heat fools. 
Sec. Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Apemu Thou art a fool to bid me farewell twice. 

Sec. Lord. Why, Apeinantus? 

A]^n. Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I mean 
to give thee none. 

First Lord. Hang thyself. 

Apem. No. I will do nothing at thy bidding: make 
thy requests to thy friend. 

Sec. Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'll spurn thee 
hence I 

Apem. I will lly, like a dog, the heels o* the ass. [Ejdt. 
First Lord. He's opposite to humanity. Come, shall 
we in. 

And taste Lord Timon's bounty ? he outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

See. Lord. He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold, 
Ts but his steward: no meed, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him, 

Ihit breeds the giver a return exceeding 

All use of quittance.* * requuti. 

First Lmd. The noblest mind he carries 

That ever govern’d man. 

Sec. Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall we in ? 
First Lord. I’ll keep you company. [Ezefiint. 

Scene II . — A hariqueting room in Timon's house. 

Hauthoys playing lovd mttaic. A great banquet served in; 
Flavius and other's attending; then enter Lord Timon, 
Alcibiades, Lords, Senators, and Ventidius. Then comes, 
dropping after all, Apemantus, discontentedly, like himself. 

Veil. Most honour’d Timon, 

It hath pleased the gods to remember my father’s age. 
And call him to long peace. 

He is gone happy, and lias left me rich : 

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return those talents. 

Doubled with thanks and service, from whose help 
I derived liberty. 

Tim. 0, by no mean.s, 

Honest Ventidius; you mistake my love: 

I gave it freely ever; and there’s none 
Can truly say he gives, if he receives ; 

If our bettere play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them; faults that are rich are fair. 

Ven. A noble spirit! 

Tim. Nay, my lords, 

[They all stand ceremoniously looking on Timon. 
Ceremony was but devised at first 
To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
llecanting goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown; 

But where there is true friendship, there needs none. 
Pray, sit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes 
Than my fortunes to mo. [Th^V 

First Lord. My lord, \i’e always have confess'd it. 
Apm,. Ho, ho, confess'd it 1 bang'd it, have you not ? 
Tim. 0, Apemantus, you are welcome. 

Apem. ^ ^ No; 

You shall not make me welcome: 

I come to have thee thrust me out of doors. 

Tim, Fie, thou'rt a churl; ye’ve got a humour there 
Does not become a man ; ’tis much to blame. 

They say, my lords, *ira furor brevis est;’ but yond man 
VOL. II. 


is ever angry. Go, let him have a table by himself, for 
he does neither affect company, nor is he fit for’t, indeed. 

Apem. Let me stay at thine apperil, Timon : I come 
to observe ; I give thee warning ou't. 

Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou’rt an Athenian, 
therefore welcome. I myself would have no power ; prithee, 
let my meat make thee silent. 

Apem. I scorn thy meat ; 'twould choke me, for I should 
ne’er flatter thee. O you gods, what a number of men 
eat Timon, and he sees 'em not! It grieves me to see 
so many dip their meat in one man’s blood ; and all the 
madness is, he cheers them up too. 

I wonder men dare trust themselves with men ; 
Methinks they should invite them without knives; 

Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 

There’s much example for't; the fellow that sits next 
him now, parts bread with him, pledges the breath of 
him in a divided draught, is the readiest man to kill 
him : *t has been proved. If I were a huge man, I should 
fear to drink at meals; 

Lest they should spy my windpipe’s dangerous notes: 
Great men should drink with harness on their throats. 

Tim. My lord, in heart ; and let the health go round. 

Sec. Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Apem. Flow this way! A brave fellow! he keeps 
his tides well. Those healths will make thee and thy 
state look ill, Timon. Here’s that which is too weak to 
be a sinner, honest water, which ne’er left man i' the mire: 
This and my food are equals; there’s no odds: 

Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

Apemantus’ grace. 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf ; 

1 pray for no man but myself: 

Grant I may never prove so fond. 

To trust man on his oath or bond; 

Or a liarlot, for her weeping; 

Or a dog, that seems a-sleeping; 

Or a keeper with my freedom; 

Or my friends, if 1 should need 'em. 

Amen. So fall to’t: 

Kich men sin, and 1 eat root. [Eats and drinks. 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in the field now. 

Aldb. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 

Tim. Y'ou had rather be at a breakfast of enemies 
than a dinner of friends. 

Alcib. So they were bleeding-new, my lonl, there’s no 
meat like 'cm: I could wish my best friend at such a 
feast. 

Aptra. Would all those flatterers were tliine enemies 
then, that then thou mightst kill 'era, and bid me to ’em ! 

First Lord. Might we but have that happiness, iny lord, 
that you would once use our hearts, whereby we might 
express some part of our zeals, we should think ourselves 
for ever perfect. 

Tim. 0, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods them- 
selves have provided that I shall have much help from 
you : how liad you been my friends else ? why have you 
that charitable title fmm thousands, did not you chiefly 
belong to ray heai*t ? I have told more of you to myself 
than you can with modesty sjieak in your own behalf; 
and thus far I confirm you. O you gods, think I, what 
need we have any friends, if we should ne’er have need of 
’em ? they were the most needless creatures living, should 
we ne’er have use for ’em, and would most resemble sweet 
instruments hung up in cases that keep their sounds to 
tliemselves. Why, I have often wished myself poorer, that 
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I might come nearer to you. We are born to do benefits ; 
and what better or properer can we call our own than the 
riches of our friends ? O, what a precious comfort ’tis, 
to hare so many, like brothers, commanding one another’s 
fortunes! O joy, e’en made away ere’t can be born! 
Mine eyes cannot hold out water, mcthinks: to forget 
their faults, 1 drink to you. 

Apem. Thou weepest to make them drink, Timon. 

See. Lord. Joy had the like conception in our eyes. 
And at that instant like a babe sprung up. 

Apem. Ho, ho 1 I laugh to think that balie a bostanl. 

Third Lord. I promise you, my luixl, you moved me 
much. 

Apem. Much !' [ Tuclcet, within. 

Tim. What means that trump? 

Enter a Serv'ant. 

How now ? 

Serv. Please you, my lord, there are cei-tain ladies most 
desirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies! what are their wills? 

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, my lord, 
which bears that office, to signify their pleasures. 

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 


Enter CuPiD. 

Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timoti, and to all 
That of his bounties taste! The live best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 
To gnitulate thy plenteous bosom: th’ ear. 

Taste, touch, and smell, pleased from thy table rise; 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 

I’im. They’re welcome all ; let ’em have kind admittance: 
Music, make their welcome ! [Exit Cupid. 

First Lord. You see, my loi^d, how ample you’re beloved. 

Music. Ee~enter Cupid, unth a tnasli of Ladies as Amazons, 
with lutes in their hands, dancing and playing. 

Apem. Hoy-day, what a sweep of vanity comes this 
way ! 

Tliey dance! they are mad women. 

Like madness is the glory of this life. 

As this pomp shows to a little oil and root. 

We luuku ourselves fouls, to disport ourselves ; 

And sjiend our flatteries, to drink those men 
Upon whose age wo void it up again. 

With poisonous spite and envy. 

Who lives that's not depraved or depravc-s ? 



Who dies, that bears not one spurn to their graves 
Of their Mends’ gift? 

I should fear those that dance before me now 
Would one day stamp upon me: 't has been «lone; 

Ken shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords rise from table, with muds adoring of Timon ; 
and to show their loves, each singles out an Amazon, and 
all donee, mm with women, a lofty drain or two to the 
havLboys, and cease. 

Tim. You have done our pleasures much grace, fair 
ladies. 

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 

Which was not half so beautiful and kind; 

You have added worth unto’t and lustre, 

And entertain’d me with mine own device; 

1 am to thank you for’t 

First My lord, you take us even at the best. 

Apem. ^ ’Faith, for the worst is filthy ; and would not 
hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. ladies, tlmre is an idle banquet attends you : 
Please you to dispose yoursdvea. 


All Ladies. Most thaukfully, my lord. 

[Eaxmtt Cvpid and Ladies. 

Tim. Flavius. 

Flav. My lord? 

Tim. Tlie little casket bring me hither. 

Flav, Yes, my loid. More jewels yet! [Aside. 

There is no crossing him in’s humour; 

Else I should tell likn well, i’ faith, I should: 

When all’s spent, he’ld be cross’d' then, an he could. 
’Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind, rthwwtad. 

That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind. [Exit. 
First Lord. Where be our men ? 

Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness. 

See. Lord. Our horses! 

Jte-enter FtAVius, wUh the casket. ^ 

Tim, 0 my friends, 

I have one word to say to you ; look you, my good lonl, 
I miut entreat you, honour me so much ^ , 

As to advance this jewel; accept it and wear it. 

Kind my lord 

Fird Lord. 1 1 am so far already in your gifts— 

All. So are We all 
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Enter a Servant. 

Strv. My loi'd, there are certain nobles of the senate 
Newly ali;;hteih and come to visit you. 

Tim. They are fairly welcome. 

Flav. I beseech your honour, 

Vouchsafe me a word; it does concern you near. 

JVm. Near! why then, another time 1*11 hear tliee: 

I prithee, let's be piovided to show them entertainment. 
Flav. [Aside.'] I scarce know how. 

Enter a second Servant. 

Sec. Strv. May it please your honour, Lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 
Four milk-white horses, trapp'd in silver. 

2Vm. I shall accept them fairly; let the presents 
Be worthily entertain'd. 

Enter a third Servant. 

How now ! what news ? 

Third Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable gentle- 
man, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-morrow to 
hunt with him, and has sent your honour two brace of 
greyhounds. 

Tim. ril hunt with him; and let them be received. 
Not without lair reward. 

Flav. [Aiddc.] What will this come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give gieat gitts, 

And all out of an empty coder : 

Nor will he know his juirse, or yield me this, 

To show him whdt a lieggar his lieart is, 

Being of no power to make his wishes good: 

His promises ily so beyond his state 
Tliat what he speaks is all in debt; he owes 
For every word ; he is so kind that he now 
Pays interest lbr*t; his land’s put to their books. 

Well, would I were gently put out of ottice 
Before I were forced out! 

Hai)pier is he that has no friend to feed 
Than such that do e’en enemies exceed. 

I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit. 

Tim. You do youraelves 

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits: 
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love. 

Sec. Lord. With more than common thanks I will 
i-eceive it 

Third Lord. 0, he’s the very soul of bounty 1 
Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave 


Good words the other day of a bay courser 
1 rode on : it is yours, because you liked it 
Sec. Lord. O, I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in 
that. 

Tim. You may take my word, my lord; I know, no 
man 

Can justly ymisQ but what he does affect: 

I weigh rny friend’s affection with mine own; 

I’ll tell you true. I’ll call to you. 

All Lai'ds. 0, none so welcome. 

Tim. I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give; 

Metliinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends. 

And ne’er be weary. Alcibiades, 

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich ; 

It comes in charity to thee: for all thy living 
Is ’mongst the dead, and all the lauds thou hast 
Lie in a pitch’d field. 

Atnb. Ay, defiled land, my lord. 

First Lord. We are so virtuously bound — 

Tim. And so 

Am I to you. 

Sec. Lord. So infiniUdy endear’d — 

Tim. All to you. Lights, more lights! 

First Lord. Tlie best of happiness, 

Honour, and fortunes, keep with you. Lord Tiinon! 

Tim. Beady for his friends. 

[Exeunt all hut Apemantus and Tvmon. 
Apem. What a coil’s here! 

Serving of becks and juttiug-out of bums ! 

I doubt whether their legs" be worth the sums 
That arc given for ’em. Friendship’s full of dregs: 
Mothinks, false hearts should never have sound legs. 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court’sies. 

7'im. Now, Apemaiiius, if thou wert not sullen, I would 
be good to thee. 

Apcvi. No, I’ll nothing: for if I should be bribed too, 
then? w^ould be none left to rail upon thee, and then thou 
wouldst sin the faster. Thou givest so long, Timon, 1 fear 
mo thou wilt give away thyself in paper* shortly : * **«»'*^ 
what need these feasts, pomps, and vaiii-glories ? 

Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail on society once, I am 
sworn not to give regard to you. Farewell; and conie 
with better music. [Exit. 

Apem. So : 

Thou wilt not hear me now; thou shalt not then: 

I’ll lock thy heaven from thee. 

0, that men's ears should be 

To counsel deaf, but not to flattery! [Exit. 




ACT 11. 

Scene 1.—A Senator's lumse. 


EtUct Senator, with papers in his hand. 

Sen. And late, five thousand : to Varro and to Isidore 
He owes nine thousand; besides my former sum, 

Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ; it will not 
If I want gold, steal but a bear’s dog. 

And give it Timcm, why, the dog coins gold. 

If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon, 

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight. 

And able horses. No porter at his gate. 

But rather one that smiles and still invites 
Ail that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho! 

Caphis, I say! 

Enter Caphis. 

Cajdk Here, sir; what is your pleasure? 

Sen. Get on your cloak, and haste you to Lord Timon ; 
Importune him for my moneys ; be not ceased 
With slight denial, nor then silenced when — 

'Commend me to your master '—and the cap 
Flays in the right hand, thus : but tell him 
My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn 
Out of mine own; his days and times are past. 

And my tdiances on his fracted^ dates * 

Have emit my credit: 1 love and honour him, 

But must not break my back to heal his finger , 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 
Must not be toss’d and turn'd to me in words, 

But find supply immediate. Get you gone : 

Put on a most importunate aspect, 

A visage of demand; for, I do fear. 

When OTety feather sticla in his own wing. 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull. 

Which fiaahes now a phoenix. Get you gone. 

CapA I go, sir. 

fiSm. Take the bonds abng with you. 

And have tire dates in compt. 

Caph. I will, sir. 

Sen. Go. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. — The same. A hall in Tihon’s house. 

Enter Flavius, with many bills in his hand. 

Flav. No care, no stop! so senseless of expense, 

That he will neither know how to maintain it, 

Nor cease his flow of riot : takes no account 
How things go from him, nor resumes no care 
Of what is to continue: never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 

What shall lie done ? he w'ill not hear, till feel : 

I must be round with him, now ho comes from hunting. 
Fie, fie, fie, fie! 

Enter Caphis, and the Servants of Isidore and Vakro. 

Cajh. Good even, Varro: what. 

You come for money? 

Far. Serv. Is't not your business too ? 

Caph. It is : and yours too, Isidore ? 

Isid. Serv. It is so 

Caph. Would we were all discharged! 

Var. Serv. I fear it. 

Caph. Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, Alcibiades, and Lords, dtc. 

Tim. So soon as dinner's done, we’ll forth ogain. 

My Alcibiades. WitR me ? what is your will ? 

Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tim. Dues! Whence a/K you? 

Caph. Of Athens here, my hnd. 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me olf 
To the succession of new days this month: 

My master is awaked by great occasion 
To call upon his own, and humbly prays you 
Tliat with your other noble parts youll suit 
In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honest friend, 

I pnthee, but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good my lord — 

Tim. i Contain thyself, good friend 

Var. Serv. One Varro’s servant, my good lord — 
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I$id. Serv. From Isidore; 

He humbly prays your speedy payment. 

CapL If you did know, my lord, my master’s wants — 

Var. Setv. Twas due^op forfeitui-e, iny lord, six weeks 
And past. 

laid. Serv. Your steward puts me off, njy lord; 

And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tim. Give me breath. 

1 do beseech you, good my lords, keep on; 

I’ll wait upon you instantly. 

[JSjceunt Alcibiadea and Lords. 

\To Flav."] Come hither : prav you. 
How goes the world, that I am thus encounter’d ' 

With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds. 

And the detention of loug-since-due debts. 

Against mj' honour? 

Flav. Please you, gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this business: 

Your importuiiacy cease till after dinner, 

'I'lmt I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do so, my Mends. See them well entertained. 

[Exit. 

Flav. Pray, draw near. [Exit. 

Enter Apehantus and Foul. 

Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Apeman- 
tus: let’s ha' some sport with ’em. 

Var. Serv. Hang him, he’ll abuse us. 

laid. Serv. A plague upon him, dog! 

Var. Seiv. How dost, fool? 

Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 

Var. Sciv. I speak not to thee. 

Apem. No, 'tis to thyself. [To the Fool!] Come away. 

laid. Serv. There’s the fool hangs on your back already. 

Apem. No, thou 8tand’.st single, thou’rt not on him yet. 

Caph. Where’s the fool now ? 

Apem. He Inst asked the question. Poor rogites, and 
usurers’ men ! bawds between gold and want I 

All Serv. What are we, Apeniantus? 

Apem. Asses. 

All Serv. Why? 

Apem. That you ask me what you are, and do not 
know yourselves. Speak to 'em, fooL 

Fool. How do you, gentlemen? 

All Serv. Graniercies, good fool : how does your mis- 
tress? 

Fool. She’s e'en setting on water to scald such chickens 
03 you are. Would we could see you at Corinth ! 

Apem Good ! gramercy. 

Enter Page. 

Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress’ page. 

. Fuffe. [To the Fool.] Why, how now, captain ! what do 
you in this wise company ? How dost thou, ^ 'lemantns ? 

Apem Would I had a rod in my mouth, that 1 
might answer thee profitably. 

Potge. Prithee, Ammantus, read me the superscription 
of these letters : I know not which is which. 

Apem Canst not read? 

Page. No. 

Apem. There will little learning die then, that day 
thou art hanged. This is to Ix)id Timon ; this to Alci- 
biades. Go ; thou wast bom a bastard, and thou’t die 
a bawd. 

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog, and thou shalt famish 
a dog’s death. Answer not ; I am gone. 

Alpem. E’en so thou outrunnest grace. Fool, I will 
go with you to Lord Timon’s. 


Fool. Will you leave me there? 

Apem If Timon stay at home. You three serve three 
usurers ? 

All *Slfm Ay: would they sei^'ed us! 

Apem. So would I — as good a trick os ever hangman 
.served thief. 

Fool. Are yoti three usurers’ men? 

All Serv. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think no usurer but has a fuol to his servant : 
my mistress is one, and I am her fool. AVhen men come 
to borrow of your masters, they approach sadly, and go 
away merry; but they enter my mistress’ house merrily, 
and go away sadly : the reason of this ? 

Var. Serv. I could render one. 

Aprm. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore- 
master and a knave; which notwithstanding, thou shalt 
be no less esteemed. 

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool? 

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something like thee. 
’Tis a spirit: sometime't appears like a lord; sometime 
like a lawyer ; sometime like a philosopher, with two 
stones rooc than’s artificial one : he is very often like a 
knight; and, generally, in all shapes that man goes up 
and down in from fourscore to thirteen, this spirit walks in. 

Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man: os much 
foolery as I have, so much wit thou lackest. 

Ape7n. That answer might have become Apemantua 

All Serv. Aside, aside; here comes Lord Timon. 

Pe-enter TiMON and Flavius. 

Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 

Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and 
woman ; sometime the philosopher. 

[Exeunt Apemantua and Fool. 

Flav. Pray you, walk near : I ’ll si>cak with you anon. 

[Exeunt Servanta. 

Tim. You make me marvel: wherefore ere this time 
Had you not fully laid iny state before me. 

That 1 might so have rated my expense, 

As I had leave of means? 

Flav. You would not hear me, 

At many leisures I proposed. 

Tim. Go to : 

Perehauce some single vantages you took, 

When my indisposition put you back; 

And that unaptness made your minister. 

Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav. O my good lord. 

At many times’ I brought in in> accounts, *»'•>«•. 

Laid them before you, you would throw them off. 

And say, you found them in mine honesty. 

When, for some trill iug present, you have bid me 
Ileturn so much, I have shook my head and wept; 

Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, pray’d you 
To hold your hand more close : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have 
Prompted you in the ebb of your estate 
And your great flow of debts. My loved loixl. 

Though you hear now, too late — yet now’s a time — 

The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Tim. ' Let all my land be sold. 

Flav. 'Tis all engaged, some forfeited and gone ; 

And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues: the future comes apace: 

What shall defend the interim ? and at length 
Ilow goes our reckoning? 

Tim To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 
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Flav. 0 my good lord, the world is but a word: 
Were it all yours to give it in a breath, 

How quickly were it gone! 

Tim. You tell me true. 

Flav. If you suspect my husbandry or falsehood. 

Call mo before the cxactest auditors 

And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me. 

When all our offices have been oppress’d 
With riotous feeders, when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine, when every room 
Hath blazed with lights and bray’d with minstrelsy, 

I have retired me to a wasteful cock. 

And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tim. Prithee, no more. 

Flav. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord I 
How many prodigal bits have slaves and peasoiits 
'I'liis night englutted ! Who is not Timou's ? 

Wliat heart, head, sword, force, means, hut is Lord 
Timon’s ? 

Great Tiinon, noble, worthy, royal Timon! 


Ah, when the means are gone that buy this praise, 

The breath is gone whereof this praise is made: 
Feast-won, fast-lost; one cloud of whiter showers. 

These flies are couch’d. 

Tim. Come, sermon me no further: 

No villanous bounty yet hath pass’d my heart; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have 1 given. 

Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou the conscience lack. 
To think I shall lack friends ? Secure* thy heaii ; * ***•'*• 
If I would broach the vessels of my love. 

And try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 

Men and men’s fortunes could I frankly use 
As I can bid thee speak. 

Flav. . Assurance bless your thoughts! 

Tim. And, in some sort, these wants of mine are 
crown’d, 

That I account them blessings; for by these 
Shall I try friends: you shall perceive how yon 
Mistake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there! Flaminius! ServiliusI 



' EnUr Flaminius, Servilius, and otJur Servants. 

Servants. My lord? my lord? 

Tim. I will dispatch you severally; you to Lord 
Lucius; to Lord Lucullus you: 1 hunted with his hon- 
our to-day: you, to Sempionius: commend me to their 
loves, and, 1 am proud, say, that my occasions have 
found time to use ’em toward a supply of money : let 
the request be fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

Flav. [A«t(2e.] Lord Lucius and Lucullus ? hum ! 

Tim. Go you, sir, to the senators — 

Of whom, even tc the state’s best health, I have 
Deserved this hearing — ^bid ’em send o’ the instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. I have been bold — 

For that I' knew it the most general way — 

To them to use your signet and your name ; 

But they do shake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 


Tim. Is’t true? can’t be? 

Flav. Tliey answer, in a joint and corporate voice. 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would; are sorry — ^you are honourable — 
But yet they could .have wish’d — they know not — 
Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — ^^vould all wore well — ’tis pity; — 
And so, intending* other serious matters, 

After distasteful looks and these hard fractious, . 

With certain half-caps and cold-moving nods 
They froze me into silence. 

Tim. You gods, reward them! 

Prithee, mtui, look cheerly. These old fellows * 

Have their ingmtitude in them hereditary: 

Tlieir blood is caked, ’tis cold, it seldom flows ; < 

Tis lack of kindly warmth they are not kind ; ' 

And nature, as it grows again toward earth, 

Is fashion’d for the journey, dull and heavy. 

[ToaServ.] Gq,to Ventidius. [ToFlav^ Prithee, be not sad, 
Thou art trueWnd honest; ingeniously* I sp^. 
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No blame belongs to thee. [To /Ser.] Ventidius lately 
Buried his father; by whose death he’s stepp’d 
Into a great estate: wh^n he was poor, 

Imprison’d, and in scarcity of irienns, 

I clear'd him with five talents: greet him from me; 

Rid him suppose some good necessity 

Touches his friend, which craves to be remember’d 


With those five talents. [Exit Ser.] [To Flav.] That had, 
give’t these fellows 

To whom ’tis instant due. Ne’er speak, or think. 

That Timon’s fortunes 'mong his friends can sink. 

Flav. I would 1 could not think it: that thought is 
bounty’s foe; 

Being free itself, it tliinks all others so. [ExmrU. 



ACT III. 

Scene I.— A room in Lucullus’ hmue. 


Flahimius toailing. Enter a Servant to him. 

Serv. I have told my lord of you ; he is coming down 
to you. 

Flam. 1 thank you, sir. 

Enter Lucullus. 

Serv. Here’s my lord. 

Lueul. [Atide.] One of Lord Timon’s men 7 a gift, I 
warrant Wh^, this hits li^ht ; I dreamt of a silver basin 
and ewer to-night Flaminius, honest Flaminius ; you are 
Very respectively welcome, sir. Fill me some wine. [Exit 
fiknwnt] And how does that houoiurable, complete, free- 
hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord 
and master. 

Flam. His health is well, sir. 

Lueul. I am right glad that his health is well, sir : and 
what hast thou tliere under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius 7 

Flam. 'Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir ; which, in 
ray lord’s behalf, I come to entreat your honour to supply ; 
who, having great and instant occasion to use fifty talents, 
bath sent to your lordship to furnish him, nothing doubting 
your present assistance therein. 

LuetU. La, la, la, lal ‘nothing doubting,’ says he 7 Alas, 
good lord! a noble gentleman ’tis, if he would not keep so 
good a house. Many a time and often I ha’ dined with 
him, and told him on’t, and come again to supper to him. 


of purpose to have him spend less, and yet he would em- 
brace no counsel, take no warning by my coming. Every 
man has his fault, and honesty is his: I ha’ told him 
on’t, but I could ne’er get him from’t. 

Be-enter Servant, vfith wine. 

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

Lueul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. 
Here’s to thee. 

Mam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lveul. 1 have observed thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit — give thee thy due — ^and one that knows 
what belongs to reason ; and canst use the time well, if 
the time use thee well: good parts in thee. [To /Sinr.] 
Get you gone, sirrah. [ExU <Sen;.] Draw nearer, honest 
Flaminius. Thy lord’s a bountiful gentleman : but thou 
art wise; and thou knowest well enough, although thou 
comest to me, that this is no time to lend money, especially 
upon bare friendship, without security. Here’s three soli- 
dares for thee: good boy, wink at me, and say thou sawest 
roe not Fare thee wdl. 

Flam. Is’t possible tbe world should so much differ. 
And we alive that lived? Fly, damned baseness. 

To him that worships thee! [Throwing (he money lade. 

Lueul. Ha I now 1 see thou art a fool, and fit for thy 
master. [ExU. 
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Flam. May these add to the number that may scald thee ! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation, 

Thou disease of a friend, and not himself! 

Has friendship such a faiut and milky heart, 

It turns in less than two nights? 0 you gods, 

I feel my master’s passion I this slave 
Unto his honour, has my lord’s meat in him: 

Why should it thrive and turn to nutriment, 

Wlien he is turn’d to poison? 

(), may diseases only work upou’t! 

And, when he’s sick to death, let not that part of nature 

Which my lord paid for, be of any power 

To expel sickness, but prolong his hour! [Exit. 

Scene II . — A public place. 

Enter Lucius, vrith three Strangers. 

£ue. Who, the Lord Tiinon? he is my very good friend, 
and an honourable gentleman. 

Fii'it Stran. We know him for no less, though we are 


but strangers to him. But I can teU you one thing, my 
lord, and which 1 hear from common rumours : now Ix>iu 
Timon’s happy hours are done and past, and his estate 
shrinks from him. 

Lue. Fie, no, do not believe it; he cannot want for 
money. 

See. Stma. But believe you this, my lord, that, net long 
ago, one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus to borrow 
so many talents, nay, urged extremely for't, and showed 
what necessity belonged to't, and yet was denied. 

Lue. How I 

See. Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Zue. What a strange case was that! now, before the 
gods, I am ashamed on’t. Denied that honourable man ! 
there was very little honour showed in’t. For my own 
part, 1 must needs confess, I have received some small 
kindnesses from him, as money, plate, jewels, and such- 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet, had he mistook 
him and sent to me, I should ne’er have denied bis 
occasion so many talents 



Enter Servilius. 

Ser. ^e, by good hap, yonder’s my lord ; I have sweat 
to see his honour. My honoured lord — [To Lueiu*. 

Lue, Servilius! you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee 
well: commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, my 
ve^ exouisite friend. 

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hath sent — 

Lue. Ha 1 what has he sent ? I am so much endeared 
to that lord ; he’s ever sending : how shall I thank him, 
thinkest thou? And what hu he sent now? 

Ser. Has only sent his present occasion now, mv lord; 
requestiB ig your lordship to supply his instant use with 
BO many talents. 

Lue. I know his lordship is but merry with me ; 

He cannot want fifty-five hundred taleota 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants Jess, my lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous, 

I should not urge it half so faithfully. 

Lue. Dost thou speak seriously, ^rvilius? 


Ser. Upon my soiu, ’tis true, sir. 

Lue. What a wicked beast was I to disfumish myself 
against such a good time, when I might ha’ shown myself 
honourable! how unluckily it happened, that I should 
purchase the day before for a little ^rt, and undo a great 
deal of honour ! Servilius, now, before the gods, I am not 
able to do — ^the more beast,-! say: — I was sending to use 
Lord Tinion myself, these gentlemen can witness; but I 
would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had done'l now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good lordship; and I hope 
his honour will conceive the fairest of me, because ^ have 
no power to be kind : and tell him this from me, I count 
it one of my greatest afflictions, say, that I cannot pltosure 
snch an honourable gentleman. Ciood Servilius, ^1 you 
hefriend me so far, as to use mine own words to him ? 

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall. 

Lue. I’ll look you out a good tom, Servilina 

[Exit SerxUiue. 

True, as you saffl, Timon is shrunk indeed; 

And he that’s once denied will hardly speed. [JErtt. 
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First Stran. Do you observe tbig, Hostilius? 

Sec. Stran. Ay, too well 

First iSfron. Why, thi^. is the world’s soul; aud just 
of the same piece 

Is every flatterer’s spirit. Who can call him 
His friend that dips in the same dish? for, in 
My knowing Timon has been this lord’s father. 

And kept his credit with his purse. 

Supported his estate ; nay, Timon’s money 
Has paid his men their wages ! he ne’er drinks, 

But Timon’s silver treads upon his lip; 

And yet — O, see the monstrousness of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape! — 

He does deny him, in respect of his. 

What charitable men affoid to beggars. 

ITtird Stran. lleligion groans at it. 

FirH Stran. i'ot mine own part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life. 

Nor came any of his bounties over me. 

To mark me for his friend; yet, I protest. 

Fur his right noble mind, illustrious virtue, 

And honourable carriage, 

Had his necessity made use of me, 

I would have put my wealth into donation, 

And the best half should have return’d' to him. 

So much I love his heart; but, I perceive. 

Men must learn now with pity to dispense; 

For policy sits above conscienca [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — A room in Seupkonius’ house. 

Enter SempKONIDB, and a Servant of TiMON’a 

Sem. Must he needs trouble me in’t^hum! — ^’bove all 
others 7 

He might have tried Lord Lucius or Lncullus; 

And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 

Whom he redeem’d from prison: these 

Owe their estates unto him. 

Serv. My lord. 

They have all been touch’d and found base metal, for 
They have all denied him. 

Sem. How! have they denied him? 

Has Ventidius and Luoullus denied him ? 

And does he send to me? Three? bum! 

It shows but little love or judfpnent in him : 

Must I be his last refuge? His friends, like physicians, 
Thrice give him over: must I take the cure upon me? 
Has much disgraced me in’t; I’m angry at him. 

That might have known my place: I see no sense for’t. 
But his occasions might have woo’d me first; 

For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
• That e’dr received gift from him: 

Aud does he think so backwardly of me now. 

That I’ll requite it last? No: 

So it may prove an argument of laughter 

To the rest, and ’mongst lords I be thought a fool. 

rid rather than the worth of thrice the sum. 

Had sent to me first, but for my mind’s sake; 

I’d such a courage to do him good. But now return. 

And with their faint reply this answer join; 

Who bates mine honour shall not know my coia [ihn?. 

Serv. Excellent! Your lordship’s a goodly villain. 
The devil knew not what he did when he made roan 
politic; ho crossed himself b/t: wd I cannot think but, 
in the end, the villanies of man will set him clear. How 
fairly this lord strives to appear foul ! takes virtuous 
copies to be wicked, like those that under hot ardent 
zeal would set whole realms on fire : 

Of such a nature is his politic love. 

YOU IL 


ATHENS. 

This was my lord’s best hope; now all are fled. 

Save only the gods: now his friends are dead. 

Doors, that were ne’er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, must be employ’d 
Now to guard sure their master. 

And this is all a liberal course allows; 

Who cannot keep his wealth must keep bis house. [Exit. 

Scene IV. — The same. A hall in Timon’s house. 

ErUer two Servants of Vxiuto, and the Servant of Lucius, 
meeting TiTUS, HOKTENSIUS, and other Servants of Tihon’s 
creditors, waiting his coming out. 

First Var. Serv. Well met ; good morrow, Titus and 
Hortensius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varra 
ffor. Lucius! 

What, do we meet together ? 

Luc. Serv. Ay, and I think 

One business does command us all; for mins 
Is money. 

Tit. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter PniLOTUS. 

Zuc. Serv. And Sir Fhilotus too! 

Fhi. Good day at once. 

Zuc. Serv. Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hour? 

Fhi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc. Serv, So much? 

Fhi. Is not my lord seen yet? 

Luc. Serv. Not yet. 

Fhi. I wonder on’t; he was wont to shine at seven: 
Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are wax’d shorter with him: 
You must consider that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun’s ; but not, like his, recoverable. 

I fear ’tis deepest winter in Lord Timon’s purse; 

Tliat is, one may teach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Fhi. I am of your fear for that 
Tit. I’ll show you how to observe a strange event 
Your lord sends now for money. 

Bor. Most true, he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon’s gift. 

For which I wait for money. 

Bor. It is against my heart 

Luc. Serv. Mark, how strange it shows, 

Timon in this should pay more than he owes: 

And e’en as if your lord should wear rich jewels. 

And send for money for ’em, 

Bor. I’m weary of this charge, the gods can witness: 
I know my lord hath spent of Timon’s wealth. 

And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

First Var. Serv. Yes, mine’s three thousand crowns : 
what’s yours? 

Ltu. Serv. Five thousand mine. 

First Var. Serv. ’Tis much deep : and it should seem 
by the sum. 

Your master’s confidence was above mine: 

Else, surely, his had equall'd. 

Enter FLa.miniu& 

Tit. One of Lord Tiinon's men. 

Luc. Serv. Flaminius ! Sir, a word : pray, is my lord 
ready to come forth? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not 

Tit. Wc attend his lordship; pray, signify so much. 
Flam. I need not tell him that; he knows you ore 
too diligent [Hnt 

11 
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Enter Flavius in a clook, mxtfflcd. 

Luc, Sen. Ha ! is not that his steward muffled so ? 
He goes au’ay in a cloud: call him, call him. 

Tu. Do you hear, sir? 

Sec. Var. Sen. By your leave, sir — 

Flav. What do you ask ot me, niy friend? 

TU, We wait for certain money here, sir. 

Flav, Ay, 

If money were as certain as your waiting, 

'Twere sure enough. 

Why then preferr’d you not your sums and bills, 

AVhen your false masters eat of my lord’s meat ? 

Then they could smile and fawn upon his debts. 

And take down the interest into their gluttonous maws. 
You do yourselves but wrong to stir me up; 

Let me pass quietly: 

Believe't, my lord and I have made an end; 

1 have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Zue. Sen. Ay, but this answer will not sen'O. 

Flav. If ’twill not serve, ’tis not so base as yon ; 

For you serve knaves. [JExit. 

First Var. Sen. How I what does his cashiered wor* 
ship mutter? 


See, Var. Sen. No matter what; he’s poor, and that’s 
revenge enough. Who can speak broader than he that 
has no house to put his head in ? such may rail against 
great buildings. 

Enter Servilius. 

Tit. O, here’s Servilius; now we sliall know some 
answer. 

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to repair some 
other hour, I should derive much from’t; for, take’t of 
my soul, my lord leans wondrously to discontent: his 
coiniortable temper has forsook him; he's much out of 
health, and keeps his chamber. 

Lue. Sen. Many do keep their chambers are not sick : 
And, if it be so far beyond his health, 

Methinks he should the sooner pay his debts. 

And make a clear way to the gods. 

Ser. Good gods ! 

Tit. We cannot take this for answer, sir. 

Flam. [Within.] Servilius, help! My lord I my lord I 

Enter Timor, tn a rage; Flaminius / olfowtn^. 

Tim. What, are my doors opposed against my passage ? 
Have I been ever free, and must my house 



Re my retentive enemy, my gaol? 

The place which I have feasted, does it now, 
like all mankind, show me an iron heart? 

Lue. Sen. Put in now, Titns. 

TU, My lord, here is my bill. 

Lue. Sen. Here’s mine. 

JYor. And mine, my lord. 

Both Var. Sen. And ours, my lord. 

Phi. All our bills. 

Titn. Knock me down with ’em: cleave me to the 
girdle. 

Lue. Sen, Alas, my lord — 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Lue. Sen. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that What yours ? — 
and yours? 

First Var. Sen. My lord — 

See. Var. Sen. My lord — 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you I 

[Ent. 

Hot. ’Faith, I perceive our masters may throw their 


caps at their money: these debts may well be called 
desperate ones, for a madman owes ’em. [Exeunt. 

Be-enter Timor and Flavius. 

Tim. Tliey have e’eii put my breath from me, the slaves. 
Creditors? devils! 

Flav. My dear lord — 

Tim. What if if should be so? 

Flav. My lord — 

Tim. I’ll have it so. My steward! 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Tim. So fitly? Go, bid all my friends agaiq, 

Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius: 

All, sirrah, all: 

I’ll once more feast the rascals. *' 

Flav. O my lord. 

You only speak from your distracted soul; I 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Be’t not in Uiy care; go, 

1 charge thee, invite them all: let in the tide_ 

Of knaves onte more; my cook and I’ll provide. 

[EctuiU. 
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Scene ^.—Tht scttnc. Hit scunte-hovse. 

The Sffiate sitting. 

First Sen. My lonl, you have iny voice to it ; the fault’s 
Bloody; ’tis necessary be should die: 

Nothing emboldens sin so much os mercy. 

See. Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him. 

Enter Alcibiades, with Attendants. 

A/ci6. Honour, health, and coinpabsiou to the senate! 
First Sen. Now, captain? 

AlcU). I am an humble suitor to your virtues; 

For pity is the virtue of the law. 

And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 

It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood. 

Hath stepp’d into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into’t. 

He is a man, sotting his fate aside. 

Of comely virtues: 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice — 

An honour in him which buys out his fault — 


But with a noble fury and fair spirit. 

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death. 

He did oppose his foe: 

And with such sober and unnoted passion 

He did behave* lus anger, ere 'twas spent, icobhoi 

As if he had but proved an argument. 

First Sen. You undergo* too strict a paradox, * 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair: 

Your words have took such pains as if they labour’d 
To bring manslaughter into form, and set quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour; which indeed 
Is valour misbcgot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were newly born: 

He’s truly valiant that can wisely suffer 
The woist that man can breathe, and make his wrongs 
His outsides, to wear them like his raiment, carelessly. 
And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart. 

To bring it into danger. 

If wrongs bo evils and enforce us kill. 

What folly ’tis to hazard life for ill? 

Alnb. My lord — 

First Sen. You cannot make gross sins look clear: 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 



Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me. 

If I speak like a captain. 

Why do fond men expose themselves to battle. 

Ana not endure all threats? sleep upon’t. 

And let the foes quietly cut their th^ts. 

Without repugnancy? If there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? why then, women are more valiant 
That stay at home, if bearing carry it. 

And the ass more captain than the lion, the felon 
Loaden with irons wiser than the judge. 

If wisdom be in suffering. 0 my lords. 

As you are great, be pitifully good: 

Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood.? 

To kill, I grant, is sin’s extremest gust; 

But, in defence, by mercy, ’tis most just. 

To be in anger is impiety; 

But who is man that is not angry? 

Weigh but the crime with this. 

See. Sen. You breathe in vain. 

Alcib. In vain! lus service done 

At lAcednmon and Byzantium 
Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

First Sen. What’s that? 


Alcib. I say, my lords, he has done fair service. 
And slain in fight many of your enemies: 

How full of valour did he brar himself 

In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds! 

Sec. Sen. He has made too much plenty with ’em; 
He’s a sworn rioter : he has a sin that often 
Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner: 

If there were no foes, that were enough 
To overcome him: in that beastly fury 
Ho aas been known to commit outrages. 

And cherish factious: ’tis inferr’d to us. 

His days are foul and his drink dangerous. 

First Sen. He dies. 

Alcib. Hard fate! he might have died in war. 

My lords, if not for any parts in him— 

Though his right arm might piuchasc his own time 
And be in debt to none — yet, more to move you. 
Take my deserts to his, and join ’em both: 

And, for I know your reverend ages love 
Security, I’ll pawn my victories, all 
My honours to you, upon his good returns. 

If by this crime he owes the law his life. 

Why, let the war receive’t in valiant gore; 

For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 
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First Sen, We are for law: ho dies; urge it no 
more, 

On height of our displeasure: friend or brother, 

Ho forfeits his own blood that spills another. 

Akib. Must it be so? it must not be. My lords, 

I do beseech you, know me. 

See. Sen. How! 

Aleib. Call me to your remembrances. 

Third Sen. What! 

Akib. I cannot think but your ago has forgot me ; 

It could not else be, I should prove so base 
To sue, and be denied such common grace : 

My wounds ache at you. 

First Sen. Do you dare our anger? 

’Tis in few words, but spacious in effect: 

We banish thee for ever. 

Akib. Banish me! 

Banish your dotage: banish usury, 

That makes the senate ugly. 

First Sen. If, after two days’ shine, Atliens contain thee. 
Attend our weightier judgment And, not to swell our 
spirit, 

He shall be executed presently. [Fxeunt Senators. 

Akib. Now the gods keep you old enough ; that you 
may live 

Only in bone, that none may look on you! 

I’m worse than mad: I have kept back their foes. 

While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon laige interest, I myself 
Rich only in large hurts. All those for this? 

Is this the balsam that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains’ wounds? Banishment! 

It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish’d ; 

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury, 

That I may strike at Athens. I’ll cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

’Tis honour with most lands to be at odds ; 

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as gods. [Exit. 

Scene VI . — The same. A banquefing-room in Timon’s 

house. 

Musk. Tables set out: Servants attending. Enter divers 
Lords, Senators, and others, at several doors. 

First Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

See. Lord. I also wish it to you. I think this honour- 
able lord did but try us this other day. 

Fird Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring,* when 
we encountered: I hope it is not so low with **“»">»• 
him as he made it seem in the trial of his several friends. 

See. Lord. It should not be, by the perauasion of his 
new feasting. 

First Lord. I should think so: he hath sent me an 
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did uige 
me to put off^ but he hath conjured me beyond them, 
and I must needs appear. 

See. Lord. In like manner was I in debt to iny im- 
portunate business, but he would not hear my excuse. 

I am sorry, when be sent to borrow of me, that my 
provision was out 

First Lord, I am sick of that grief too, as I under- 
stand how all things ga 

See. Lord. Every man here’s so. What would he have 
borrowed of you ? 

First Lord. A thousand pieces. 

See. Lord. A thousand pieces! 

First Lord. What of you? 

See. Lord. He sent to me, sir — Here he comes. 


ATHENS. [Act iu. 


Enter Timon and Attendauta 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both; and how 
fare you? 

Fird Lord. Evei' at the best, hearing well of your 
lordship. 

See. Lord. The swallow follows not summer more will- 
ing than we your lordship. 

Tim. [Aside.'\ Nor more willingly leaves winter ; sucli 
summer-birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompense this long stay : feast your ears with the music 
awhile, if they will fare so harshly o’ the trumpet’s sound ; 
we sh^ to't presently. 

Fird Lord. I hope it remains not unkindly with your 
lordship that I returned you an empty messenger. 

Tim. 0, sir, let it not trouble you. 

Sec. lard. My noble lord — 

Tim. Ah, my good friend, what cheer? 

Sec. Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e’en sick 
of shame, that, when your lordship this other day sent 
to me, I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think not on’t, sir. 

Sec. Lord. If you had sent but two hours before — 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
[The banquet brought tn.] Come, bring in all together. 

Sec. Lord. All covered dishes. 

Fird Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

Third Lord, Doubt not that, if money and the season 
can yield it. 

Fird Lord. How do you? "What’s the news? 

Third Lord. Alcibiades is banished: hear you of it? 

Fird and See. Lord. Alcibiades banished! 

Third Lord. ’Tis so, "be sure of it. 

Fird Lord. Howl how! 

See. Lord. I pray you, upon what? 

Tim, My worthy friends, will you draw near? 

Third Lord. I’ll tell you more anon. Here’s a noble 
feast toward. 

See. Lord. This is the old man still. 

Third Lord. Will’t h61d? will’t hold? 

See. Lord. It does: but time will — and so — 

TTitnf Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim Each man to his stool, with that spur as he 
would to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be in 
all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to let the 
meat cool ere we can agree upon the first place: sit^ 
sit. The gods require our thanks. 

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with thank- 
fulness. For your own gifts, make yourselves praised: 
but reserve still to give, lest your deities be despised. 
Lend to each man enough, that one need not lend to 
another ; for, were yOur graheads to borrow of men, men 
w'ould forsake the gods. Make the meat be beloved more 
than the man that gives it. Let no assembly of twenty 
be without a score of villains : if there sit twelve women 
at the table, let a dozen of them be — as they are.' The 
rest of your fees, 0 gods — the senators of Athens, together 
with the common lag of people — what is amiss in '.them, 
you gods, make suitable for destruction. For tlieio my 
present friends, as they are to me nothing, so in nothing 
bless them, and to nothing are they welcome. 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

[The dishes are uncovered and seen to be full of warm water. 

Some speak. What does his lordship mean? 

Some dher. ^ know not 

Tim. May you a better feast never behold, 
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You knot of mouth > friends ! smoke and luke-warm 
water 

Is your perfection. This is Timon’s last; 

Who, stuck and spangled with your flatteries, 

Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

Your reeking villany. [Throwiiig the water in that faces. 

lave loathed and long, 

Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites. 

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 

You fools of fortune, trencher*friends, time’s flies. 


Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks! 

Of man and beast the infinite malady 
Crust you quite o’er! What, dost thou go? 

Soft! take thy physic first — thou too— and thou; — 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none. 

[Throws the dishes ai them, and drives them out. 
What, all in motion? Henceforth be no least, 

Whereat a villain’s not a welcome guest. 

Bum, house ! sink, Athens I henceforth hated be 
Of Timon man ond all humanity ! [Exit. 



Re-enter the Lords, Senators, &c. 

First Lord. How now, my lords! 

Sec. Lord. Know you the quality of Lord Timon’s 
fury? 

Third Lord. Push ! did you see my cap i 
Fourth Lord. I have lost my gown. 

First Lord. He’s but a mad lord, and nought but 
humour sways him. He gave me a jewel th’ other day. 


and now he has beat it out of my hat : did you see my 
jewel ? 

Third Lord. Did you see my cap ! 

See. Lord. Here ’tis. 

Fourth Lord. Here lies my gown. 

First Lord. Let’s make no stay. 

See. Lord. Lord Timon’s mad. 

Third Lord. I feel’t upon my bones. 

Fourth Lord, One day he gives us diamonds, next day 
stones. [Exeunt. 





ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Without the vxtlU of Athens. 


Enter TiMON. 

Tim. Let me look back upon thee. 0 thou wall, 
That girdlest in those wolves, dive in the earth. 

And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent! 
Obedience fail in children ! slaves and fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench. 

And minister in their steails ! to general filtlis 
Convert o’ the instant, green viiginity, 

Do’t in your parents’ eyes! bankrupts, hold fast; 
Bather than render back, out with your knives. 

And cut your trusters’ throats ! bound servants, steal ! 
Large-handed rubbers your grave masters are, 

And pill by law. Maid, to thy master’s bed; 

Thy mistress is o’ the brothel! Son of sixteen. 

Pluck the lined crutch from thy old limping sire. 
With it beat out his brains! Piety, and fear, 

Beligion to the gods, peace, justice, truth. 

Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades. 

Degrees, observances, customs, and laws, 

Decline to your confounding contraries. 

And let confusion live! Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infections fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke! Thou cold sciatica. 
Cripple our senators, that their limln may halt 
As lamely as their manners! Lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth, 

That ’gainst the stream of virtue they may strive. 
And drown themselves in riot! Itches, blains, 

Sow all the Athenian bosoms; and their crop 
Be gentral leprosy! Breath infect breath. 

That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison! Nothing I’ll bear from thee. 

But nakMness, thou detestable town! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying bans! 

Timon will to the woods; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 

The gods confound — ^hear me, you good gods aU — 


The Athenians both within and out that wall! 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high and low! 

Amen. [A'j*. 

Scene II. — Athens. A room, in Timon’s Imise. 

Enter Fl,vvh;s, with two or three Servants. 

First Srrv. Hear you, master steward, where’s our niasterT 
Are we undone? cast off? nothing remaining? 

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what should I say to you ? 
Let me be reconled by the righteous gods, 

I am as poor as you. 

FirU Serv. Such a house broke! 

So noble a master fall’n ! All gone ! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm. 

And go along with him! 

See. Serv. As we do turn our back.H 

From our companion thrown into his grave. 

So his familiars to his buried fortunes 

Slink all away, leave their false vows with him. 

Like empty purses pick’d ; and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar to the air, 

With his disease of* all-shunn’d poverty. 

Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

F'/av. All broken implements of a ruin’d house. 
Third Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon’s livery; 
That see I by our faces; wo are fellows still. 

Serving alike in sorrow: leak’d is our bark. 

And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck. 

Hearing the surges threat: we must all part 
Into this sea of air. 

Flav. Good fellows all, 

The latest of my wealth I'll share amongst yon. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon’s sake. 

Let’s yet be fallows; let’s shake our heads, and say. 

As ’twere a kbell unto our master's fortones. 
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•We have seen better days.’ Let each take some; 

Nay, put out all your bauds. Not one word more: 

Thus part we rich iu sorrow, parting poor. 

\SerwiiitU embrace and part acoeral toays. 

0, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us! 

Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 

.Since riches point to misery and contempt? 

Who would Iw so mock'd with glory ? or to live 
But in a dream of firiendahip? 

To have his pomp and aU what state compounds 
But only painted, like his varnish’d friends? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart, 

Undone by goodness! Strange, unusual blood,* • ■’npamtj 
When man's worst sin is, he does too much good! 

Who, then, dares to be half so kind again? 

For bounty, that makes gods, docs still mar men. 

My dearest lord, bless'd, to be must accursed, 

Itich, only to be wretched, thy great fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord I 
He's flung in rage from this ingrateful seat 
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Of monstrous friends, nor has he with liim to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it 
I'll follow and inquire him out : 

I’ll ever servo his mind with my best will ; 

Whilst I have gold. I'll be his steward still \ExU. 

Scene III. — Woods and cave, near the tea-shore. 
Enter TiMON, frem the cam. 

Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the earth 
Botten humidity; below thy sister’s orb 
Infect the air! Twmn’d brothers of one womb. 

Whoso procreation, residence, and birth. 

Scarce is dividant, touch them with several fortunes; 
The greater scorns the lesser: not nature, 

To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune. 

But by contempt of nature. 

liaise mo this beggar, and demit’ that lord; lattean 
The senator shall bear contempt heieditary. 

The beggar native honour. 

It is the pasture lords the rother's sides. 



The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares. 
In purity of manhood stand upright. 

And say, ‘!^i8 man’s a flatterer’? if one be. 

So are they all; for every grise* of fortune 
.Is smooth’d by that below: the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool: all is oblique; 

There’s nothing level in our cursed natures. 

But direct villany. Tlierefore, be abhorr’d 
AU feasts, societies, and throng of men! 

His somblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains: 

Destruction fang mankind! Earth, yield me roots! [Eifftpng. 
Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 
With thy most operant poison! What is here? 

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gods, 

I am no idle* votarist: roots, you clear heavens! 

Thus much of this will make black white, foul fair 
Wrong right, base noble, old young, coward valiant 
Ho, you gods I why this ? what this, you gods ? Why, this 
Will lug your priests and servants from your sides. 
Pluck stout men’s pillows from below their heads: 


Tliis yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions, bless the accursed. 

Make the hoar leprosy adored, place thieves. 

And give them title, knee, and approbation. 

With senators on the bench : this is it 
That makes the w’appen’d widow wed again ; 

She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 
To the April day agaia Come, damned earth. 

Thou common whore of mankind, that piit’st odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. \Mar:h afar off.^ Ha! a drum? 
Thou’rt quick. 

But yet I’ll bury thee: thou’lt go, strong thief. 

When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand. 

Nay, stay thou out for earnest [Ke^ng some gold. 

Enter Alcibiadks, wUh drum and fife, in vmrlike manner; 
Phrynia and Timandra. 

Alcib. What art thou there? speak. 
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Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy heart. 
For showing mo again the eyes of man ! 

Alcih. What is thy name ? Is man so hateful to thee. 
That art thyself a man? 

Tim. I am Miaauthropo.s, and hate mankind. 

For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog. 

That I might love thee something. 

Aleib. I know thee well; 

But in thy fortunes am uulearu'd and strange. 

Tim 1 know thee too ; and more than that I know thee, 
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum; 

With man’s blood paint the ground, gules, gules: 
Ileligious canons, civil laws are cniel ; 

Then what should war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword. 

For all her cherubin look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off! 

Tim. I will not kiss thee; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Aleib. How came the noble Timon to this change? 
Tim As the moon does, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew I could not, like the moon; 

There were no suns to borrow of. 

Aleib. Noble Timon, 

What friendship may I do thee? 

Tim None, but to 

Maintain my opinion. 

Aleib. What is it, Timon ? 

Tim Promise me friendship, but perform none : if thou 
wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for thou art a man! 
if thou dost perform, confound thee, for thou art a man ! 
Akib. I have heard in some sort of thy miseries. 
Tim Thou saw’st them, when I had prosperity. 
Aleib. I see them now; then was a blessed time 
Tim As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 
Timum. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voiced so regardfully? 

Tim Art thou Timandra? 

Timan. Yes. 

Tim Be a whore still : they love thee not that use thee ; 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 

Make use of thy salt hours: season the slaves 
For tubs and baths; bring down ixwe-cheeked youth 
To the tub*fast and the diet 

Timan. Hang thee, monster! 

Aleib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra; for his wits 
Are drown’d and last in his calamities, 

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 

The want whereof doth daily make revolt 

In my penurious band: I have heard, and grieved. 

How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth. 

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states. 

But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them — 

Tim 1 prithee, beat thy drum, and get thee gona 
AleA. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim How dost thou pity him whom thou dost trouble ? 
1 had rather be alona 
Aleib. Why, fare thee well: 

Here is some gold for thea 
Tim Keep it, I cannot eat it. 

AleA. When I have laid proud Athena on a heap — 
Tim WarFst thou ’gainst Athens? 

AleA. Ay, Timon, and have causa 

Tim The gods confound them all in thy conquest; 
And thee after, when thou hast conquer'd! 

AUeA. Yfhy me, Timon! 

Tim That, by killing of villains. 

Thou wast bom to conquer my country. 

Put up thy gold: go on— here's gold— go on; 


Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 

Will o’er some high-viced city hang his poison 

In the sick air: let not thy sword skip one: 

Pity not honour’d age for his white beard; 

He is an usurer: strike me the counterfeit matron; 

It is her habit only that is honest, 

Herself’s a bawd: let not the virgin’s cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword; for those milk-paps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men’s eyes. 

Are not within the leaf of pity writ. 

But set them down horrible traitors : spare not tlie babe. 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their mercy; 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced thy throat shall cut. 

And mince it sans remorse: swear against objects; 

Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes; 

Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes. 

Nor sight of priest in holy vestments bleeding. 

Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy soldiers: 
Make large confusion; and, thy fury spent. 

Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone. 

AleA. Hast thou gold yet? I’ll take the gold thou 
givest me. 

Not all thy counsd. 

Tim Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven’s curse upon 
thee! 

Phry. and Timan. Give us some gold, good Timon: 
hast thou more? 

Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her trade. 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, yon sluts. 

Your aprons mountant: yon are not oathable — 

Although, I know, you’ll swear, terribly swear. 

Into strong shudders and to heavenly agues 

The immortal gods that hear you — spare your oaths. 

I’ll trust to your conditions: be whores still; 

And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you. 

Be strong in whore, allure him, bum him up; 

Let your close* fire predominate his smoke, * 

And be no turncoats; yet may your pains, six montlis,'*' 
Be quite contrary: and thatch your poor thiu roofs 
With burthens of the dead; — some that were bang’d. 

No matter: wear them, betray with them: whore still; 
Paint till a horse may mire upon your face: 

A pox of wrinkles! 

Phry. and Timan. Well, more gold: what then? 
Believe’t, that we’ll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Consumptions sow 

In hollow bones of man; strike their sharp shuis. 

And mar men’s spurring. Crack the lawyer’s voice. 

That he may never more false title plead. 

Nor sound his quillets shrilly: hoar* the flamen, 

That scolds against the quality of flesh, •i«fae**iifcu»iwr. 
And not believes himself: down with the nose, 

Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him that, his particular to foresee. 

Smells from the general weal : make curl’d-pate ruffians bald; 
And let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you: plague all; 

That your activity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection. There’s more gold : 

Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 

And ditches grave you all! 

Phry. and Timan. More counsel with more money, 
bounteous Timoa 

Tim More whore, more mischief first; I have given 
you earnest. 

AkA. Strike up the drum towards Athens I Fare- 
well, Tim(m: 

If I thrive weO, I'll visit thee again. 
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Tim. If I hope well. I’ll never see thee more. 

Alcib. I never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou spokest well of me. 

Akib. ' Cali’st thou that harm? 

Tim. Men daily find it Get thee away, and take 
Thy beagles with thee. 

Alcib. We but ofiend him. Strike! 

[Drum beats. Exeunt Aleibiades, Phrynia, and Timandra. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s unkindness. 
Should yet be hungry 1 Common mother, thou, [Digying. 
Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 

Teems, and feeds all; whoso self-same mettle, 

Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff’d. 
Engenders the black toad and adder blue. 

The gilded newt, and eyeless venoni’d worm. 

With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven 
Whereon Hyperion’s quickening fire doth shiiic; 

Yield him, wno all thy human sons doth hate. 

From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root! 

Eiisear thy fertile and conceptions womb. 

Lot it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 

Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears; 

Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented! — O, a root— dear thanks! — 

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind. 

That from it all consideration slips! 

Enter Apemantus. 

More man? plague, plague! 

A^pem. I was directed hither: men report 
'rhou dost affect iny manners, and dost use them. 

Tim. ’Tis, then, because thou dost not keep a dog, 
Whom I would imitate: consumption catch thee! 

Aftem. This is in thee a nature but infected; 

A poor unmanly melancholy sprung 

From change of fortune. Why this spade? this place? 

This slave-like habit? and these looks of care? 

Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft; 

Hug their diseased perfumes, and have foigot 
That ever Tiinon wa.s. Shame not these woods, 

By putting on the cunning of a carper. 

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee: hinge thy knee, 

And let his very breath, whom thou’lt observe. 

Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain, 

And call it excellent: thou wast told thus; 

Thou gavest thine ears like tapsters that bid welcome 
To knaves and all approachers: 'tis most just 
That thou turn rascal ; hadst thou wealth again, 

Bascals should have’t. Do not assume my likeness. 

■ Tim. Vi eta I like thee, I ’Id throw away myself. 

Apem. ^ou hast cast away thyself, being ''ke thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fool. What, think’st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain, 

\\rill put thy shirt on warm? will these moss’d trees, 
Itat have outlivwl the eagle, page thy heels. 

And skip where thou point’st out? will the cold brook. 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste. 

To cure thy o’er-night’s surfeit? Call the creatures 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakful heaven, whose bare unhoused trunks. 

To the conflicting elements exposed. 

Answer mere nature; bid them flatter thee; 

O, thou shalt And — 

Tim. A fool of thee : depart 

Apem I love thee better now than o’er I did. 

VOL n. 


Tim. I hate thee worse. 

Tim. Thou flattei'st misery. 

Apem. I flatter not; but say thou art a caitiff. 

Tim. Why dost thou seek mo out? 

Apem. To vex thee 

Tim. Always a villain’s office or a fool’e 
Dost please thyself in’t ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim What ! a knave too ? 

Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, ’twere well: but thou 
Dost it enforcedly; thou’ldst courtier be again, 

Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown’d before: 

The one is filling still, never complete ; 

The othei', at high wish: best state, contentless. 

Hath a distracted and most wretched being. 

Worse than the worst, content 

Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable. 

Tim. Not by his breath that is more miserable. 

'Tlion art a slave, whom Fortune’s tender arm 
With favour never clasp’d; but bred a dog. 

Hadst thou, like us from our first swath, proceeded 
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs* of it •imri***. 

Freely command, thou wouldst have plunged thyself 
In general riot; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust ; and never leam’d 
The icy precepts of respect, but follow’d 
The sugarid game before thee. But myself. 

Who had the world as my confectionary. 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
At duty, more than 1 could frame employment. 

That numberless upon me stuck as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter’s brush 
Fell from their boughs and left me open, bare. 

For every storm that blows: I, to bear this. 

That never knew but better, is some burden: 

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 

Hath made thee hard in’t. Why shouldst thou hate meu? 

They never flatter’d thee: what hast thou given? 

If thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor rag. 

Must be thy subject, who in spite put stuff 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence, be gone ! 

If thou hadst not been born the worst of men. 

Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud yet? 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 

No prodigal. 

Tim. I, that I am one now : 

Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee, 

I ’Id give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. 

That the whole life of Athens were in tliis! 

Thus would I eat it. [Eating a root. 

Apem. Here; I will mend thy feast. 

[Offering him a root. 

Tim First mend my company, take away thyself. 
Apem So I shall mend mine own, by the lack of thine. 
Tim 'Tis not well mended so, it is but botch’d; 

If not, I would it wero. 

Apem What wouldst thou have to Athens? 

Tim Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt^ 
Tell them there I have gold; look, so I have. 

Apem Here is no use for gold. 

Tim The best and truest; 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

12 
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Apem. Where liest o’ nights, Timon? 

Tim. Under that's above me. 

Where feed’st thou o’ days, Apemantus? 

Apan. Where my stomach finds meat; or, rather, where 
I eat it. 

Tim. Would poison were obedient and knew my imnd ! 

Apem. Where wouldst thou send it? 

Ttm. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem The middle of humanity thou never knewest, 
but the extremity of both ends : when thou wast m thy 
gilt and thy perfume, they mocked thee for too much 
curiosity;^ in thy rags thou knowest none, but ' naummt 
art despised for the contrary. There’s a medlar for thee, 
eat it. 


2\m On what I hate I feed not 

Apem Dost hate a medlar? 

Ttm. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner, thou 
shouldst have loved thyself better now. What man didst 
thou ever kuow uuthrift that was beloved aiter his 
means ? 

Ttm. Who, without those moans thou talkest of, didst 
thou ever know beloved ? 

Apenu Myself. 

Ttm I understand thee; thou hadst some means to 
keep a dog. 

Apem What things in the world canst thou nearest 
compare to thy flatterers? 



Tim. Women nearest ; but men, men are the things 
themselves. What wouldst thou do with the world, Ape- 
mantus, if it lay in thy power? 

Apem Give it the bewta, to be rid of the men. 

Tim Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the confusion 
of men, and remain a beast with the beasts? 

Apem Ay, Timon. 

TVm. A b^tly ambition, which the gods grant thee 
t’ attain to ! If thou wcrt the lion, the fox would beguile 
thee: if thou wert the lamb, the fox would ^t thee: if 
thou wert the fox, the lion would suspect thee, when per- 
adventure thou wert accused by the ass : if thou wert the 
ass, thy dulness would torment thee, and still thou livedst 


but as a breakfast to the wolf : if thou wert the wolf, tliy 
greediness would afflict thee, and oft thou shouldst hazard 
thy life for thy diuner: wert thou the unicorn, pride and 
wrath would confound thee, and make thine own tylf the 
conquest of thy fuiy : wert thou a bear, thou wowdst be 
killed by the norse : wert thou a horse, thou woiudst be 
seized by the leopard: wert thou a leopard, thon wert 
l^cnnan to the lion, and the spots of thy kindred were 
jurors on thy life : all thy safety were remotion, and thy 
defence absence. What beast couldst thou be, that were 
not subject to a beast ? and what a beast art thou already, 
that seest not thy loss in transformation ! 

Apem If tlfou couldst please me with speaking to me. 
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thou raightet have hit upon it here: the commonwealth 
of Athens is become a forest of beasts. 

Tim. How has the ass broko the wall, that thou art 
out of the city ? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet and a painter : the plague 
of company light upon thee 1 I will fear to catch it and give 
way : when 1 know not what else to do, I’ll see thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou shalt 
be welcome. I had rather be a teggar’s dog than Apemantus. 
Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to spit upon! 
Apem A plague on thee! thou art too had to curse. 
Tim. All villains that do stand by thee are pure. 
Apem. There is no leprosy but what thou spcak’st. 
Tim. If I name thee. 

I'll beat thee, but I should infect my hands. 

./fpem. 1 would my tongue could rot them off! 

Tim Away, thou issue of a mangy dog! 

Choler does kill me that thou art alive; 

I swound to see thee. 

Apem. Would thou wouldst burst! 

Tvm. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue! I am sorry I shall lose 
A stone by thee. {Throm a stone at him. 


Apem Beast ! 

Tim Slave ! 

Apem. Toad ! 

Tim. Borne, rogue, rogue! 

I am sick of this false world, and will love nought 
But even the mere necessities upon’t. 

Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave; 
lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily: make thine epitaph. 

That death in me at others’ lives may laugh. 

[ly pu gold^ 0 thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
’Twixt natural son and sire! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen’s purest bed! thou valiant Mars! 

Thou ever young, fresh, loved, and delicate M'ooer, 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated sno^ 

That lies on Dian's lap ! thou visible god. 

That solder'st close impossibilities. 

And makest them kiss! that speak’st with eveiy 
tongue. 

To every pui'pose ! O thou touch of hearts ! 

Think, thy slave man rebels, and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire! 

Apem Would ’twere sol 



But not till I am dead. I'll say thou’st gold: 

Thou wilt be throng'd to shortly. 

Tim Throng’d to! 

Apem Ay. 

Tim Thy back, I prithee. 

Apem Live, and love thy misery 

Tim. Lon^ live so, and so die. [Act< Apemantus.] 
I am qum 

Moe things like men! Eat, Timon, and abhoi them. 
ErUer Banditti. 

FirU Ban. Where should he have this gold 7 It is 
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his remainder: 
the mere want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends, 
drove him into this melancholy. 

See. Ban. It is noised he hath a mass of treasure. 
Third Ban. Let us make the assay upon him: if ho 
care not for’t, he will supply us easily; if he covetously 
reserve it, how sball's get it? 

See. Bam True ; for he bears it not about him, ’tis hid. 
First Ban. Is not this he? 

Banditti. Where ? 

See. Ban. Tis his description. 


Third Ban. He ; I know him. 

Banditti. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim Now, thieves 7 
Banditti. Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim. Both too; and women's sons. 

Banditti. We are not thieves, but men that much 
do want 

Tim Your greatest want is, you want much of meat. 
Why should you want? Behold, the earth hath roots; 
Witliin this mile break forth a hundred springs; 

The oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips: 

The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want! why want? 

First Ban. We cannot live on grass, on berries, water, 
As beasts and birds and fishes. 

Tim Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and fishes ; 
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con 
That you are thieves profess’d, that you work not 
In holier shapes: for there is boundless theft 
In limited professions. Bascal thieves. 

Hero’s gold. Go, suck the subtle blood o’ the grape. 
Till the high fever seethe your blood to froth. 

And so 'scape hanging: trust not the physician; 
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His antidotes are poison, and he slays 

More than you rob: take wealth and lives together; 

Do villany, do, since you protest to do't, 
like worlmen. I'll example you with thievery: 

The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction 
Kobe the vast sea: the moon’s an arrant thief. 

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun: 

The sea’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears: the earth’s a thief. 

That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 
From general excrement: each thing’s a thief: 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck’d theft Love not yourselves: away. 

Bob one another. There’s more gold. Cut throats: 

All that you meet are thieves: to Athens go. 

Break open shora; nothing can you steal. 

But thieves do lose it : st^ no less for this 
I give you; and gold confound you howsoe’er! 

Amen. 

Third Ban. Has almost charmed me from my pro- 
fession, by persuading me to it 
First Ban. Tis in the malice of mankind that he 
thus advises us ; not to have us thrive in our mystery. 

See. Ban. I’ll believe him as an enemy, and give 
over my trade. 

First Ban. Let us first see peace in Athens: there is 
no time so miserable but a man may be true* 

[Exemt Banditti. 

Enter Ftaviua 
Flav. 0 you gods! 

Is yond despised and ruinous man my lord? 

Full of decay and failing? 0 monument 
And wonder of good de^ evilly bestow’d! 

What an alteration of honour 
Has desperate want made! 

What vder thing upon the earth than Mends 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends! 

How rarely does it meet with this time’s guise. 

When man was wish’d to love his enemies ! 

Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 

Those that would mischief me than those that do! 

Has caught mo in his eye: I will present 
honest ^rief unto him ; end, as my lord, 

Still serve mm with my life. My dearest master! 

Tim. Away! what art thou? 

Flav. Have you forgot me, sir? 

Tim. Why dost ask that? 1 have forgot all men; 
Then, if thou grant’st thou’rt a man, I have foigot thee. 
Flav. An honest poor servant of yours. 

Tm. Then I know thee not: 

I never had honest man about me, 1 ; all 
I kept were knaves, to serve in meat to villains. 

FUm. The gods ate witness, 

Ne’er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord than mine eyes for you. 

Tim What, dost thou weep? Come nearer. Then 
I love thee. 

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim’st 
Flinty mankind; whose eyes do never give 
But thorough lust and laughter. Pity’s sleeping: 

Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with weeping! 

FUtv. 1 beg of you to know me, good my lord. 

To accept my grief, and whilst this poor wealth lasts 
To entertain me as your steward stilt 
Tim. Had I a steward 
So true, BO just, and now so comfortable? 

It almost turns my dangerous nature mild. 


Let me behold thy face. Surely, this man 
Was born of woman. 

Foigivo my general and exceptless rashness. 

You perpetum-sober gods 1 1 do proclaiui 
One honest man — mistake me not — but one; 

No more, I pray — and he’s a steward. 

How fain would I have hated all mankind! 

And thou redeem’st thyself: but all, save thec^ 

I fell with curses. 

Methinks thou art more honest now than wise; 

For, by oppressing and betraying me. 

Thou mightst have sooner got another service: 

For many so arrive at second masters, 

Upon their first lord’s neck. But tell me true — 

For I must ever doubt, though ne’er so sure — 

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous. 

If not a usuring kindness, and, as rich men deal gifts. 
Expecting in return twenty for one? 

Flav. No, my most worthy master; in whose breast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, are placed too late: 

You should have fear’d false times when you did feast: 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 

That which I show, heaven knows, is merely love. 

Duty and zeal to yoitr unmatched mind. 

Care of your food and living; and, believe it. 

My most honour’d lord. 

For any benefit that points to me. 

Either in hope or present, I'ld exchange 

For this one wish, that you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

IKm Look thee, ’tis so! Thou singly honest man. 
Here, take: the gods out of my misery 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich and happy; 

But thus condition’d: thou shalt build from men: 

Hate all, curse all, show charity to none, 

But let the famish’d flesh slide from the bone. 

Ere thou relieve the beggar; give to dogs 
What thou deny’st to men; let prisons swallow 'em, .. 
Debts wither ’em to not^g; be men like blasted 
woods. 

And may .diseases lick up their false bloods! 

And so farewell and thrive. 

Flav. 0, let me stay. 

And comfort you, my master. 

Tim If thou hatest curses. 

Stay not; fly, whilst thou art blest and free : 

Ne’er see thou man, and let me ne’er see thee. 

[Exit Flavius. Timon retires to his eave. 




ACT V. 


SCEMK I. — Th* vjoodt. 


Enter Poet and Painter; Tihon vmtching them from 

hia cave. 

Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be far 
where he abides. 

Poet. What’s to bo thought of him? does the rumour 
hold for true, that he’s so full of gold? 

Pain. Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia and 
Timandra luul gold of him: he likewise enriched peer 
straggling soldiers with great quantity: ’tis said he gave 
unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a try 
for his fnen&. 

Pain. Nothing else: you shall see him a palm in 
Athens again, and flourish with the highest. Therefore 
'tis not amiss we tender our loves to him, in this sup- 
posed distress of his : it will show honestly in us ; and 
IS very likely to load our purposes with what they tra- 
vail for, if it be a just and true report that goes of his 
having. 

Poe^ What have you now to present unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation : only 
I will promise him an excellent piece. 

xW. I must serve him so too, tell him of an intent 
that’s coming toward him. 


Before Timon’s eave. 

Pain. Good as the best Promising is the veiy air 
o’ the time: it opens the eyes of expectation: perfor- 
mance is ever the duller for his act; and, but in the 
plainer and simpler kind of people, the deed of saying* 
is quite out of iise. To promise is most 
courtly and fashionable: performance is a kind of will 
or testament which argues a great sickness in his 
judgment that makes it 

[Timon eomta from his cave, behind. 

Tim, [Aside.'] Excellent workman! thou const not 
paint a man so bad as is thyself. 

Poet. I am thinking what I shall say I have pro- 
vided for him: it must be a personating of himself; 
a satire against the softness of prosperity, with a dis- 
covery of the infinite flatteries that follow youth and 
opulency. 

Tim. [Aside!] Must thou needs stand for a villain in 
thine own work? wilt thou whip thine own faults in 
other men? Do so, I have gold for thea 

Pod. Nay, let’s seek him: 

Then do we sin against our own estate, 

Wben we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain. True ; 

When the day serves, before black-comer'd night. 

Find w'hat thou want’st by flree and offered light 
Coma 
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Tim. [Aside.'] I'll meet you at the tuni. 'What a 
god’s gold, 

That he is worshipp’d in a baser temple 
Than where swine feed! 

'Tis thou that rigg’st the bark and plough’st the foam, 
Settlest admired reverence in a slave: 

To thee be worship! and thy saints for aye 
Be crown’d with plagues that thee alone obey! 

Fit I meet them. [Coming forward. 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon! 

Pain. Our late noble master! 

Tim. Have I once lived to see two honest men? 
Poet. Sir, 

Having often of your open bounty tasted. 

Hearing you were retired, your friends falTn oiT, 

Whose thankless natures — 0 abhorred spirits! — 

Not all the whips of heaven are large enough: 

What! to you. 

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being! I am rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may see’t the better: 


You that aro honest, by being what you are, 

Make them best seen and known. 

Pain. He and myself 

Have travail’d in the great shower of your gifts. 

And sweetly felt it. 

2'%m. Ay, you are honest men. 

Pain. We are hither come to offer you our service. 
Tim. Most honest men! Why, how shall 1 requite 
you? 

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 

Both. What we can do, we’ll do, to do you service, 
Tim. Ye’re honest men: ye’ve heard that 1 have 
gold? 

1 am sure you have : speak truth ; ye’re honest men. 

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord; but therefore 
Came not my friend nor I. 

Tim. Good honest men I Thou draw’st a counterfeit 
Best in all Athens: thou’rt, indeed, the best; 

Thou counterfeit’st most lively. 

Paul. So, so, my lord. 

Tim. E’en so, sir, as I say. And, for thy Action, 
Why, tiiy verse swells with stuff so Anc and smooth 
That thou art even natural in thine art. 



But, for all this, my honest-natured friends, 

I must needs say you have a little fault: 

Many, 'tis not monstrous in you, neither wish I 
You take much pains to mend. 

PotA. Beseech your honour 

To make it known to us. 

Tim. You’ll take it ill 

Both. Most thankfully, my lord. 

7Sm Will you, indeed? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim There’s never a one of you but trusts a knave. 
That mightily deceives you. 

Btdh. Do we, my lord? 

Tim Ay, and you bear him cog, see him dissemble. 
Know his gross patchmy, love him, feed him. 

Keep in your bosom: ^et remain assured 
That he’s a made-up villain. 

Pain. I know none such, my lord. 

Poa. Nor I. 

Tim. Look you, I love you well; I’ll give you 
gold. 

Bid me these vQlains from your companies: 

Hang them or stab them, drown them in a draught 


Confound them by some course, and come to me. 

I’ll give you gold enough. 

Both. Name them, my lord, let’s know them. 

Tim. You that way and you this, but two in company ; 
Each man apart, all single and alone. 

Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 

If where thou art two villains shall not be. 

Come not near him. * If thou wouldst not reside 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. 

Hence, pack ! there’s gold ; you came for gold, ye 
slaves : 

[To Painter.] You have work’d for me ; there’s payment 
for you: hence! 

[To Poet.] You are an alchemist; make gold of ibat. 
Out, rascal dogs! 

[Beats them out, and then retires to hik cave. 

Enter Ftavios and turn Senators. 

Flav. It is in vain that you would speak with 
Timon; 

For he is set so only to himself, 

That nothing b|!t himself which looks like man 
Is friendly with him. 
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FirU Sen. Bring us to his cave: 

It is our part and promise to the Atlienians 
To speak with Timon. 

Sec. Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not still the same: 'twas time and griefs 
That framed him thus : time, with his fairer hand. 
Offering the fortunes of his former days. 

The former man may make him. Bring us to him. 
And chance it as it may. 

Flav. Hero is his cave. 

Peace and content be here I Lord Timon I Timon ! 
Look out, and speak to friends: the Athenians, 


By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee: 

Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Timok cornea from, hia cave. 

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, bum ! Speak, and 
be bang’d : 

For each tme word, a blister 1 and each false 
Be as a cauteiizing to the root o' the tongue. 
Consuming it with speaking! 

Firat Sen. Worthy Timon — 

Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of Timon. 



Firat Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim. I thank them; and would send them back the 
plague. 

Could I but catch it for them. 

Firat Sen. O, foiget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 

The senators with one consent of love 
Entreat thee back to Athens; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy best use and wearing. 

Sec. Sen. They confess 

Toward thee foigetfulness too general, gross: 

Which now the public body, which doth seldom 
Play the recanter, feeling in itself 


A lack of Timon’s aid, hath sense withal 
Of its own fail, restraining aid to Timon; 

And send forth us, to make their sorrow’d render. 
Together with a recompense more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 

Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth 
As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 

Ever to read them thine 

Tim. You witch me in it; 

Surprise me to the very brink of tears : 

Lend me a fool’s heart and a woman’s eyes. 

And I’ll bewcep these comforts, wortliy senators. 

Firat Sen. Tnerefore, so please thee to return with us, 
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And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take 
The captainship, thou shalt bo met with thanks. 
Allow’d with absolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority : so soon we shall drive bock 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild. 

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country’s peace. 

Sec. Sen. And shakes his threatening sword 

Against the walls of Athens. 

First Sen. Therefore, Tiinon, — 

Tim. Well, sir, I will ; therefore, 1 will, sir ; thus : 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen. 

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 

That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards. 

Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beMtly, mad-brain’d war. 

Then let him know, and tell him Timon speaks it. 

In pity of our aged and our youth. 


I cannot choose but tell him, that I core not, 

And let him take’t at worst; for their knives care not, 
Wliile you have throats to answer: for myself. 

There’s not a whittle in the unruly camp 
But 1 do prize it at my love before 
The revereud’st throat in Athens. So 1 leave you 
To the protection of the prosperous gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph; 

It will be seen to>morrow : my long sickness 
Of health and living now begins to mend. 

And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still; 

Be Alcibiades your pla^rae, you his. 

And last so long enou^i! 

First Sen. We speak in vain. 

Tim But yet 1 love my country, and am not 
One that rajoices in the common wreck. 

As common bruit doth pat it 



FirU Sen. That’s well spoke. 

7m. Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 

First Sen. These words become your lips as they pass 
thorough them. 

See. Sen. And enter in our ears like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim Commend me to them. 

And tell them that, to ease them of their griefs. 

Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses. 

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature’s ftagile vessel doth sustain 
In life’s uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do 
them: 

I’ll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades’ wrath. 

First Sen. I like this well; he will return again. 
Tim ^ I have a tree, which grows here, in my close. 
That mine own use invitee me to cut down. 

And shortly must I fell it: tell my friends. 

Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree 


From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste,* » 

Come hither, ere my ^e hath felt the axe. 

And hang himself. I pray you, do my greeting. 

Flav. Trouble him no further ; thus you still shall find 
him. 

Tim Come not to me again: but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 

Who once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover: thither come. 

And let my grave-stone be your oracle. 

Lips, let sour words go bv and language end: 

What is amiss plague and infection mend! 

Graves only be men’s works, and death their gain 1 
Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his re^ 

[Retires to nis eavs. 

First Sen. Hi| discontents are untemoveably 
Coupled to nature. 
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See. Sen. Our hopo in him is dead: let us return, 
And strain what other means is left unto us 
In our dear periL 

First Sen. It requires swift foot. [ExeurU. 

Scene II . — Before the totUls of Athena. 

Enter two Senators and, a Messenger. 

First Sen. Thou hast painfully discover'd : are his files 
As full us thy report? 

Afesa. I have spoke the least: 

llesidcs, his expedition promises 
Present approacli. 

See. Sen. We stand much hazard, if they bring not 
Timon. 

Mesa. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend; 
Whom, though in general part we were opposed. 

Yet our old love made a particular force, 

And made us speak like friends: this man was riding 
Fram Alcibiades to Timon's cave. 


With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i’ the cause against your city. 

In part for his sake moved. 

First Sen. Here come our brothers. 

Enter the Senators from Timon. 

Third Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect. 
The enemies' drum is heard, and fearfid scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust; in, and prepare: 

Ours is the fall, I fear; our foes the snare. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The woods. Timon's cave, and a rude tomb seen. 

Enter a Soldier, aeddng Timon. 

Sold. By all description this should l)e the place. 
Wlio's here? speak, ho! No answer! What is this? 
[Beads.'] ' Timon is dead 1 who hath outstretch’d his span : 
Some beast — read this; there does not live a man.’ 
Dead, sure; and this his grave. What’s on this tomb 
I cannot read; the character I’ll take with wax: 



Our captain hath in every figure* skill, iunntn 

An aged interpreter, though young in days: 

Before proud Athens he’s set down by tliis. 

Whose fall the mark of his ambition ia [Exit. 

Scene IV. — Before the walls of Athens. 

Tiumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades with his powers. 

Alcib. Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Ou^ terrible approach. [A parley sounded. 

Enter Senators on the walls. 

Till now you have gone on and fill’d the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice ; till now myself and such 
As slept within the shadow of your power 
Have wander'd with our traversed arms, and breathed 
Our sufferance vainly: now the time is flush. 

When crouching marrow in the bearer strong 
Cries of itself; ‘No more:’ now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease, 
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And pursy insolence shall break his wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 

Fira Sen Noble and young. 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit. 

Ere thou hadst power or we had cause of tear. 

We sent to thee, to give thy rages balm. 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 

See. Sen. So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city’s love 
By humble message and by promised means: 

We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

FHrat Sen These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their hands from whom 
You have received your griefs; nor are they such 
That these great towers, trophies, and schools should fall 
For private faults in them. 

Sec. Sen. Nor arc they living 

Who were the motives that you first went out ; 

Shame that they wanted cunning,* in excess »r<»«iii*. 
13 
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Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 

Into our city with thy banners spread: 

By decimation, and a tithed death — 

If thy revenges hunger for that food 
Which nature loathes — take thou the destined tenth, 
And by the hazard of the spotted die 
Let die the spotted. 

First Sin. All have not offended; 

For those that were, it is not square^ to toke * 
On those that are, revenges: crimes, like lands. 

Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 

Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage: 
Spate thy Athenian cradle and those kin 
'V^ich in the bluster of thy wrath must full 
With those that have offended: like a shepherd, 
Approach the fold and cull the infected forth, 

But kill not all together. 

See. Sen. What thou wilt. 

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile 
Than hew to’t with thy sword. 

First Sen. Set but thy foot 

Against our rampired gates, and they shall ope; 

So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before. 

To say thoult enter friendly. 

Sec. Sen. Throw thy glove^ 

Or any token of thine honour else. 

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress 
And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal'd thy full desire. 

Aleib. Then there’s my glove; 

Descend, and open your uncharged ports: 

Those enemies of Timon's and mine own 
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof 
Fall and no more: and, to atone your fears 


With my more noble meaning, not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city’s bounds, 

But shall be render’d to your public laws 
At heaviest answer. 

Both. Tis most nobly spoken. 

Alcib. Descend, and keep your words. 

[The Stnaiors descend, and open the gates. 

Eater Soldier. 

Sold. My noble general, Timon is dead; 

Entomb’d iipon the very hem o’ the sea; 

And on his grave-stone this insculpture, which 
AVith wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Aleib. [Beads the epitaph^ ‘Here lies a wretched corse, 
of wretched soul bereft; 

Seek not my name: a plague consume you wicked cait- 
iffs left! 

Here lie I, Timon; who, alive, all living men did hate: 
Pass by and curse thy fill, but pass and stay not here 
thy gait.’ 

These well express in thee thy latter spirits: 

Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human griefs, 
Scom’dst OUT brain’s flow, and those our droplets which 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon: of whose memory 
Hereafter more. Bring me into your city. 

And I will use the olive with my sword. 

Make war breed peace, make peace stint war, make each 
Prescribe to other ns each other’s leech. 

Let our drums strike. [ExemL 
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ACT I. 


Scene I. — Elsinore. A plat/onn before the castle. 


Fkancisco oct his post. Enter to him Bernardo. 

Ber. Wlio’s there? 

Fran. Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold yourself. 
Ber. lA)ng live the king! 

Fran. Bernardo? 

Sev* I £0. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon your hour. 

Ber. ’Tis now struck twelve ; got thee to bed, Francisco. 
Fran. For this relief much thanks ; ’tis bitter cold, 
And I am sick at heart. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard? , . 

Pran. Not » mouse stirnng. 

• Ber. Well, good night. 

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 

The rivals’ of my watch, bid them make haste. * 

Fran. I think I hear them. Stand, ho ! Whos there? 


Enter Horatio and Marcellos. 

Hot. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 

Fran. Give you good night. 

Mar. farewell, honest soldier: 

Who hath relieved you? , , 

Fran. Bernardo has my place. 

Give you good night. L"®* • 

Mar. Holla! Bernardo! 

Bor. Say, 

What, is Horatio there? 


I CooBnn. 


Mffr. A piece of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio: welcome, good Marcellus. 
ifar. What, has this thing appear’d again to-night? 
Ber. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says ’tis but our fantasy. 

And will not let belief take hold of liini 
Fouchiiig this dreaded sight, twice seen of us: 
riierefore I have entreats him along _ 

With us to watch the minutes of this night; 

That if again this apparition come, 

He may approve* our eyes and speak to it. 

Hor. Tush, tush, ’twiU not appear. 

Sit down awhile; 

And let us once again i^ail your ears. 

That are so fortified against our story 
What we have two nights seen. 

jjor. Well, sit we down, 

An d let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. Last night of all, , . *1. 1 

When yond same star that’s westward from the pole 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself, 

The hell then Wtin" one — 


Enter Ghost 

Mar. Peace, break thee off ; look, where it comes again 1 
Ber. In the same figure, like the king that s dead. 
Mar. Thou art a scholar; speak to it, Horatio. 
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Btr. Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio. 
Hot. Most like : it burrows me with fear and wonder. 
Btr. It would be spoke to. 

Mar. Question it, Horatio. 

Har. What art thou that usurp’st this time of night. 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee, speak ! 
Mar. It is offended. 

Btr. Sec, it stalks away! 

Hot. Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee, speak! 

[Emt Ghott. 

Mar. ‘Tis gone, and will not answer. 


[Act I. 

Ber. How now, Horatio ! you tremble and look pale : 
Is not this something more than fantasy? 

What think you on't? 

Hot. Before my God, I might not this believe 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king? 

Hor. As thou art to thyself: 

Such was the very armour ho had on 
When he the ammtious Norway combated; 

So frown’d he once, when, in an angry parle. 

He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice. 

Tis strange. 



Mar. Thiu twice before, and jump at this dead hour, 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Hot. In what particular thought to work I know not: 
But in the gross and scope of my opinion. 

This bodes some strange eruption to our state 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that 
knows. 

Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land. 

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 

And foreign mart for implements of war; 

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday ftom the week; 

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 


Doth make the night joiptdabourer with the day: 
Who is’t that can inform me? 

Hor. That can I ; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king. 

Whoso image even but now appear'd to us, 

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 

Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride. 

Dared to the combat; in which our valiant Hamlet — 
For so this side of our known world esteem'd hhn — 
Did slay this Fortinbras; who, by a seal’d compact. 
Well ratified by law and heraldry. 

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands 
Which he sto^ seized of, to the conqueror: 

Against the which, a moiety competent 
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Was ga^d by our king; which had return’d 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been vanquisher; as, by the same covenant. 
And carnage of the artMe design’d, 

His fell to Hamlet, Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 

Of unimproved* mettle hot and full, i uniOTan»«bia. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Shark’d up a list of lawless resolutes. 

For food and diet, to some enterprise 

That hath a stomach in't; which is no other — 

As it doth well appear unto our state — 

But to recover of us, by strong hand 
And terms compulaatory, those foresaid lands 
So by his father lost: and this, I take it. 

Is the main motive of our preparations. 

The source of this our watch, and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

Ber. I think it be no other but e’en so : 

Well may it sort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king 
That was and is the (lucstion of these wars. 

Ilor, A mote it is to trouble the mind’s eye. 

In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 

The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets: 

As stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 

Disasters in the sun; and the moist star. 

Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands. 

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse: 

And even the like precurse of fierce events, 

As harbingers preceding still the fates, 

And prologue to the omen coming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our climatures and countrymen. — 

But soft, behold! lo, where it comes again! 

Re-enter Ghost. 

1 ’ll cross it, though it blast me. Stay, illusion ! 

If thou liast any sound, or use of voice. 

Speak to me: 

If there be any good thing to be done. 

That may to thee do ease and grace to me, 

Speak to me : [Cock crews. 

If thou art privy to tliy country’s fate. 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

0, speak! 

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth, 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 
Speak of it: stay, and speak! Stop it, Marcellas. 

Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partisan? 

. Hor. Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber, ’Tis here! 

Hor. ’Tis here ! 

Mar. ’Tis gone! [Exit Ghost 

We do it wrong, being so majestical. 

To offer it the show of violence; 

For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber. It was about to speak when the cock crew. 
Hor. And then it started like a a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning, 

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or wr, 

The extravagant and erring spirit hies 


To his confine: and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation. 

Mar, It faded on the crowing of the cock. 

Some say that ever ’gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated, 

The bird of dawning singeth all night long: 

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad; 

The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 

No fairy takes,^ nor witch hath power to charm, * 

So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. 

Hor. So have I heard and do in part believe it. 

But, look, the morn in russet mantle clad, 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastward hill: 

Break we our watch up; and by my advice, 
lAii us impart w’hat we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life, 

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him. 

Do you con.scnt we shall acquaint him with it, 

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar, Let's do’t, I pray; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most conveniently. [Exeunt, 

Scene II . — A room of state in the castle. 

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, 
VoLTiMAND, Cornelius, Lords, and Attendants. 

King, Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother’s death 
The memory be green, and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe, 

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 

Together with remembrance of ourselves. 

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 

The imperial jointress to this warlike state, 

Have we, as ’twere with a defeated joy — 

With an auspicious and a dropping eye, 

With mirth in funeral and with dirge in marriage, 

In equal scale weighing delight and dole — 

Taken to wife: nor have we herein barr’d 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along. For all, our thanks. 

Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras, 

Holding a weak supposal of our worth, 

Or thinking by our late dear brother’s death 
Our state to ^ disjoint and out of frame, 

Colleogued with the dream of his advantage, 
lie hath not fail’d to pester us with message, 

Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by liis father, with all bonds of law. 

To our most valiant brother. So much for him. 

Now for ourself and for this time of meeting: 

Thus much the business is: we have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras — 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew’s purpose — to suppress 
His further gait herein; in that the levies, 

The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject: and xve here dispatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

For bearers of this gi-eeting to old Norway ; 

Giving to you no further personal power 
To business with the king, more than the scope 
Of these delated articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your haste commend your duty. 

Cor 1 

j- In that and all things 'will we show our duty. 

King. We doubt it nothing: heartily farewell. 

{Exeunt Voltimand and Comdiua. 
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And now, I.aertes, what’s the news with you? 

You told us of some suit; what is’t, Laertes? 

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 

Aud lose your voice: what wouldst thou beg, Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more instrumental to the mouth. 

Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 

What wouldst thou have, Laertes? 

Laer. My dread lord, 

Y'our leave and favour to return to France; 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 

To show my duty in your coronation. 

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 

My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and panlon. 

King. Have you your father’s leave? What says 
Polonius ? 


Pal. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave 
By laboursome petition, and at last 
Upon his will 1 seal’d my hard consent: 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be thine. 
And thy best graces spend it at thy will! 

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son — 

Ham. [Asidt^ A little more than kin, and than 
kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on you? 
Ilam. Not so, my lord; 1 am too much i' the sun. 
Quten. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off. 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 

Do not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust: 

Thou know’st ’tis common; all that lives must die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 



Qtutn. If it be, 

Why seems it so particular with thee? 

Ham. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not 'seems.’ 
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 

Nor customary suits of solemn black. 

Nor windy suspination of forced breath. 

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye. 

Nor the dejected ’haviour of the visage. 

Together with all forms, moods, shapes of grief. 

That can denote me touly: these indeed seem. 

For they are actions that a man might play: 

But I bve that within which passeth show; 

These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King. Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet, 

To give tiiese monming duties to your father : 

But, yon must know, your father lost tf father; 

That father lost, lost his, and the survivor bound 


In filial obligation for some term 
To do obsequious* sorrow: but to persever *' 
In obstinate condolegienl is a course 
Of impious stubbomess; ’tis unmanly grief; 

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven, 

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient. 

An understanding simple and onschool’d: 

For what we know must bo and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 

Why should we in our peevish opposition 
Take it to heart ? Fie ! 'tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reason most absurd; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried. 
From the first corse till he that died to^ay, 

'This must be so.’ We pray ^ou, throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us 
As of a father ( for let the world take note. 
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You are the moat immediate to oar throne; 

And with no less nobility of love 

Than that which deareat father bears his son, 

Do 1 impart toward yofi. For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 

It is most retrograde to our desire: 

And we beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet: 
I pray thee, stay with us; go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, madam. 
King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply: 

Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam, come; 


This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof. 

No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day. 

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell. 

And the king's rouse* the heavens shall bruit again, 
Be-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. . 

{Exeunt all but Hamlet. 

Ham. 0, that this too too solid flesh would melt. 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew! 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 

His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God! 

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable. 

Seem to me all the uses of tins world ! 

Fie on’t 1 ah lie ! 'tis an unweeded garden. 



That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in nature 
Possess it merely. Tliat it should come to this! 

But two months dead : nay, not so much, not two : 

So excellent a king; that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother 
That he might not teteem* the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth! 

Must I remember? why, she would bang on him. 

As if increase of appetite had ^wn 

By what it fed on : and yet, within a month — 

Let me not think on’t — ^Frailty, thy name is woman! — 
A littie month, or ere those shoes were old 
With which she follow’d my poor father's body. 

Like Niobe, all tears: — why she, even she— 


0 God! a beast, that wants discourse of reason. 
Would have mourn’d longer — married with my uncle. 
My father’s brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules : within a month : 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes. 

She married. O, most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 

It is not nor it cannot come to good: 

But break, my heart; for I must hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marceuus, and Berkardo. 
Hot. Hail to your lordship! 
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Ham. I am glad to see you well: 

Horatio — or I do foiget myself. 

Her. The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good friend; I’ll change that name witli you: 
And what make you from Wittenbeig, Horatio ? 
Marcellus ? 

Mar. My good lord — 

Ham. I am very glad to see you. Good even, sir. 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 

Hot. a truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so, 

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence. 

To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself : 1 know you arc no truant. 

But what 13 your affair in Elsinore? 

We’ll teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 

Hot. My lord, I came to see your father’s funeral. 
Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student; 
I think it was to see my mother’s wedding. 

Hot. Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard upon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! the funeral baked meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tablea 


Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven 
Or ever 1 had seen that day, Horatio! 

My father! — methinks I see my father. 

Hot. Where, my lord? 

Ham. In my mind’s eye, Horatio. 

Hor. I saw him once; he was a goodly king. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in ell> 

I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

Ham. Saw ? who ? 

Hor. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham. The king my father 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear, till I may deliver, 

Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 

Tliis marvel to you. 

Ham. For God’s love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 

In the dead vast and middle of the night. 

Been thus encounter’d. A figui'e like your father. 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-a-pe. 



Appears before them, and with solemn march 
G^ slow and stately by them: thrice ho walk’d 
By their oppress’d and fear-surprised eyes, 

Withiu his truncheon’s length; whilst they, distilled 
Almost to jeUy with the act of fear. 

Stand dumb and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did; 

And I with them the third night kept the watch : 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 

Form of the thing, each word made true and good. 

The apparition comes: I knew your father; 

These hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this? 

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we watch’d. 
Ham. Did you not speak to it? 

Hm. My lord, I did; 

But answer made it none : pret once methought 
It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak; 

But even then the morning cock crew, loud. 

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away. 

And vanish'd from our sight. 


Ham. Tis very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honour’d lord, 'tis true; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night? 

Mar. ' 

Btr. 

Arm’d, say yon? 


'■} 

:•} 


We do, my lord. 


Arm’d, my lord. 


From top to toe? 


Ham. 

Mar. 

Btr. 

Ham. 

I My lord, from head ^ foot 

Horn. Then saw you not hiS face ? 

Hor. 0, yes, my lord; he wore his beaver uft 
Ham. What, look’d be frowningly? 

Hor. A countenance more in sorrow than in Unger. 
Ham, Pale or red? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix’d his eyes upon you? 

Hor. Most t^constantly. 
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Hanu I would 1 had been there. 

Ifor. It would have much amazed you. 

Ham. Very like, very like. Stay'd it long? 

Hm'. While one with moderate haste might tell a hundred. 

1 Longer, longer. 

Hm', Not when 1 saw’t. 

Ilam, His beard was grizzled — no? 

Hor, It was, as 1 have seen it in his life. 

A sable silver'd. 

Ham, 1 will watch to-night; 

Perchance 'twill walk again. 

Hor, I warrant it will. 

Ham, If it assume my noble father’s person, 
ril speak to it, though hell itself should gape," 

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal'd tins sight, 

Let it be tenable in your silence still; 

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 

Give it an understanding, but no tongue: 
r will requite your loves. So, fare you well : 

Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve. 

I’ll visit you. 

All, Our duty to your honour. 

Ham, Your loves, os mine to you: farewell. 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet, 
My father’s spirit in arms! all is not well; 

I doubt some foul play: would the night were come! 
Till then sit still, my soul: foul deeds will rise. 

Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes. 

[Exit. 

SCKNE HI. — A room in Polonius' house. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 

Laer, My necessaries are einbark’d : farewell: 

And, sister, as the winds give benefit 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep, 

But let me hear from you. 

Oph, Do you doubt that ? 

Laer, For Hamlet and the trifling of’ his favour. 
Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute; 

No more. 

Oph. No more but .so ? 

Laer. Think it no more: 

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk, but, as this temple waxes, 

The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now. 

And now no soil nor cautel* doth besmirch » 

The virtue of his will : but you must fear, 

His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his own ; 

For he himself is subject to his birth : 

He may not, as unvalued persons do, 

Carve for himself; for on his choice depends 
ThQ safety and health of this whole state; 

And therefore must his choice be circumscril)e(l 

Unto the voice and yielding of that body 

Whereof ho is the head. Then if he says he loves you. 

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it 

As he in his particular act and place 

May give his saying deed; which is no further 

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain, 

If with too credent ear you list his songs. 

Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open 
To li^ unmaster'd importunity. 

VOL n. 


Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister. 

And keep you in the rear of your affection. 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon: 

Virtue itself 'scapes not calumnious strokes: 

The canker galls the infants of the spring, 

Too oft before their buttons be disclosed. 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastinents are most imminent. 

Be wary then; best safety lies in fear: 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Oph, I shall the effect of this good lesson keep 
As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother. 

Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven; 

Whiles, like a puff'd and reckless libertine, 

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 

And recks not his own rede.^ icouii*ei 

Laer, O, fear me not. 

I stay too long: but here my father comes. 

Enter POLONIUS. 

A double blessing is a double grace; 

Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

Pol, Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for shame! 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail. 

And you are stay'd for. There; my blessing with thee! 

And these few precepts in thy memory 

See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any unproportioned thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried. 
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel ; 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledged comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel, but being in, 

Bear't that the opposed may beware of thee. 

Give every man thy ear, but few thy voice ; 

Take each man’s censure,* but reserve thy judgment 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, lAdTic* 

But not express’d in fancy ; rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 

And they in France of the best rank and station 
Arc of a most select and generous sheaf* in that. 
Neither a borrower nor a lender be ; 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend. 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

This above all: to thine ownself be true. 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man. 

Farewell: my blessing season this in thee! 

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 
Pol. The time invites you; go; your servants tend. 
Laer, Farewell, Ophelia; and remember well 
What I have said to you. 

Oph, 'Tis in my memory lock’d. 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it 

Laer. Farewell. [Exit. 

Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you? 

Oph, So please you, something touching the Lord 
Hamlet. 

Pol. Marry, well bethought: 

’Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and bounteous: 
If it be so, as so ’tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution, I must tell you. 

You do not understand yourself so clearly 

14 
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As it behoves my daughter and your honour. 

What is between you? give me up the truth. 

Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol. Affection ! pooh ! you speak like a green girl, 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ? 

Oph. I do not know, my lora, what 1 shoidd think. 
Pol. Marry, I’ll teacli you: think yourself a baby; 
That you have ta’en these tenders for true pay. 

Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more dearly: 
Or — not to ciuck the wind of the poor phrasi*, 

Kunuing it thus — you’ll tender me a fooL 
Oph. My lord, he hath importuned me with love 
In lionourable fashioa 

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it; go to, go to. 

Oph. And hath given countenance to his speech, my 
lord, 

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the ton<|^e vows: these hkzes, daughter. 

Giving more light than heat, extinct in both. 


Even in their promise, as it is a-niaking. 

You must not take for fire. From this time 
Ue somewhat scunter of your maiden presence; 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley. For Lonl Hamlet, 

Believe so much in him, that ho is young. 

And with a larger tether may he walk 
Thau may be given you: in few, Ophelia, 

Do not believe his vows; for they are brokers. 

Not of that dye which tlieir investments show. 

But mere iinplorators of unholy suits, 

Breatlung like sanctified and pious bawds. 

The better to beguile. This is for all : 

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth. 

Have you so slander* any moment leisure, 4 *ta.fc 

As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet. 

Ix)ok to’t, I charge you : come your ways. 

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — The platform. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 

Ham. The air bites shrewdly;* it is very cold. 



Ifor. It i.s a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham. What hour now ? 

Hot. 1 think it lacks of twelve. 

Ham. No, it is struck. 

Hot. Indeed ? I heard it not : then it draws near 
the season 

'Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

[A fUnurisJi of trumpets, and ordnance shat off, within. 
What does this mean, my lord? 

Ham. The king doth wake to*night, and takes his 
rouse. 

Keeps wassail, and the swaggering up-spring reels ; 

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down. 

The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hot. Is it a custom? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is’t: 

But to my mind, though I am native here. 

And to the manner bom, it is a custom 

More honour’d in the breach than the observance. 

This heavy-headed revel east and west 
Makes us traduced and tax’d of other nations : 

Th^ olepe drunkards, and with swinisli phrase 
Soil our addition; and indeed it takes 


From our achievements, though performed at height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So, oft it chances in particular men. 

That for some vicious mole of nature in them. 

As, in their birth — wherein they are not guilty. 

Since nature cannot choose his origin — 

By the o’ergrowth of some complexion. 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason. 

Or by some habit that too much o’er-lenveus 
The form of plausive manuers, that these men. 
Casing, I say, the stamp of one defect. 

Being nature’s livery, or fortune’s star — 

Their virtues else — be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may undergo — 

Shall in the general censure take corruption i 

From that particular fault: the dram of eale ^ 

Doth all the noble substance of a doubt 
To his owu scandal. 

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes! ‘ 

Enter Ghost. 

Ham. Angids and ministera of grace defend us I 
Be thou a apitit of health or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from hell, 
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Bo tliy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou coinest in such a questionable shape 
That I will speak to thee: I'll call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royal Dane: 0, answer me! 

Let me not burst in ignorance; but tell 
Why thy canonized bones, hearsed in death, 

Have burst their cerements; why the sepulchre. 

Wherein we saw thee quietly inurri'd, 

Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To cast thee up again. What may this mean, 

That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel 
Uevisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, 

Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature 

So horridly to shake our disposition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 

Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ? 

[Ghost beckons HamhL 
If or. It beckons you to go away with it, 

As if it some iinpartmont did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 

It wave.s you to a more removed gi*ound : 

But do not go with it. 

Ilor. No, by no means. 

Ifam. It will not speak ; then I will follow it. 

Hnr Do not, my lord. 

Ham Why, what should he tlie fear ? 

1 do not set my life at a pin's fee ; 

And for my soul, what can it do to that, 

Being a thing immortal as itself? 

It waves me forth again; I’ll follow it 
Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood, my 
lord, 

Or to the drcndful summit of the cliff 
That beetles o’er his base into the sea, 

And there assume some other horrible form, 

Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason 
And draw you into madness? think of it: 

The very place puts toys of desperation. 

Without more motive, into every brain 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 

And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It weaves me still. 

Go on; ril follow thee. 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham. * Hold otf your hands 

Hor. Be ruled ; you shall not go. 

Ham. " My fate cries out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion’s nerve. 

Still am I call’d. Unhand ino, gentlemen. 

By heaven, 1*11 make a ghost of him that lets me! 

I say, away 1 Go on ; I ’ll follow thco. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes desperate with imaginati ui. 

Mar, I.iet'e follow ; 'tia not fit thus to obey him. 

Hor. Have after. To what issue will this come? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direct it 

Mar. ' Nay, let's follow him. [Exeunt 

Scene V. — Aiwther part of the platform. 

Enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me ? speak ; I ’ll go no 
further. 

Ghost Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ohost 


When 1 to sulpliurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up my.self. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost! 

Ohost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak ; I am bound to hear. 

Ghost So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 
Ham. What ? 

Ghost I am thy father’s spirit. 

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 

.\nd for the day confined to fast in fires, 

Till the foul crimes done in iny days of nature 
Are burnt and purged away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 

I could a talc unfold whoso lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood. 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part 
And each particular hair to stand on end, 

Like quills upon the fretful porpentinc : 

But tliis eternal blazon must not be 

To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list' 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love — 

Ham. O God! 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder 
Ham. Murder I 

Ghost Murder most foul, as in the best it is; 

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know't, that I, with wings as swift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 

May sweep to iny revenge. 

Ghmt I find tbee apt; 

And duller shoiildst thou be than the fat weed 
That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 

Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 

’Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard, 

A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 

Is by a forged process of my death 

Rankly abused: but know, thou noble youth. 

The serpent that did sting thy father's life 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. O my prophetic soul! 

‘ My uncle! 

Ghost Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate bea.st. 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts — 

0 wicked wit and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce! — won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen: 

0 Hamlet, what a falling-off was there ! 

From me, whose love was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine! 

But virtue, as it never will be moved, 

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven. 

So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd, 

Will sate itself in a celestial bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft! methinks I scent the morning air; 

Brief let me be. Sleeping within iny orchard. 

My custom always of the afternoon, 

Upon my secure* hour thy uncle stole, •unfuanitd 

With juice of cursed hebenon^ in n vial. ^ 

And in the porches of my ears did pour 
The leperous distilment; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man 
That swift os quicksilver it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body, 


My hour i.s almost come, 
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And with a sudden virour it doth posset 
And curd, like eager* droppinm into milk. 

The thin and whdesomo blood: so did it mine; 
And a most instant tetter bark’d* about. 

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 
All iny smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch’d : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
Unhousel’d, disappointed, imanel’d. 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head: 

O, horrible ! 0, horrible ! most Wrible ! 

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 


Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursuest this act. 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught: leave her to heaven 
And to those thorns tliat in her bosom lodge. 

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once! 

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 

And ’gins to pale his unelfectual fire : 

Adieu, adieu ! Hamlet, remember me. [ihtl. 

ffam. 0 all you host of heaven ! 0 earth ! what else I 
And shall I couple hell? 0, fiel Hold, hold, my heart 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 

But bear me stiffly up. Hemember thee I 



Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
In this distracted globe. Bemember thee! 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
I’ll wipe away all trivial fond records. 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past. 

That youth and observation copied there; 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmu^d with baser matter: yes, by heaven I 
0 most pernicious woman! 

0 villain, villain, smiling, damned villain! 

My tables — ^meet it is I set it down, 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain; 

At least Pm sure it may be so in Denmark: [fTritinff. 


So, uncle, there you are. Kow to my word ; 

It is 'Adieu, adieu! remember me.’ 

I have swora't. 

JYw*} My lord, my lord — 

Mer. [Within.} Lord Hamlet 

ffor. [Within.) Heaven secure him I 

ffam. So be it! 

ffor. [Within.} Hillo, ho, ho, my lord! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come. 

Enter Hobatio and Marcellus. 

Mar. How is’t, my noble lord? 

Hot. * What news, my lord? 
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Ham. 0, wonderful! 

Hot. Good my lord, tell it. 

Ham. No; you’ll rev|al it 
Hot. Not I, my lord,' by lienven. 

Nor I, my lord. 

Ham. How say you, then ; would heart of man once 
think it? 

But you’ll be secret? 

Sot 1 

Mar.\ heaven, my lord. 

Ham. There’s ne’er a villain dwelling in all Denmark 
But he’s an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the 
grave 

To tell us thia 

Ham. Why, right; you are i’ the right; 

And so, without more circunistaiico at all, 

I hold it fit that we shake hands and part : 

You, as your business and desire shall point you; 

For every man has business and desire. 

Such as it is; and for mine own poor part, 

Ijook you, I’ll go pray. 

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, my 
lord. 

Ham. I’m sorry they offend yon, heartily ; 

Yes, ’faith, lieartily. 

Hor. There’s no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And mucli offence too. Touching this vision here, 

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you : 

For your desire to know what is between us, 
O’ermaster't as you may. And now, good friends, 

As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 

Give me one poor request. 

Hor. What is’t, my lord ? we will. 

Ham. Never make known what you have seen to-night. 

^ar }■ 

Ham. Nay, but swear’t 

Hor. In faith, 

My lottl, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, niy lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

GhoM. [Beneath.^ Swear. 


Ham. Ah, ha, boy 1 say’st thou so ? ait thou there, 
truepenny ? 

Gome on — you hear this fellow in the cellarage — 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen, 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost. [Beneath.'] Swear. 

Ham. Hie et ubique? then we’ll shift our ground. 
Come hither, gentlemen, 

And lay your hands again upon my sword; 

Never to speak of this that you have heard, 

Swear by my sword. 

Gho^. []^eoih.] Swear. 

Ham. Well said, old mole! canst work i’ the earth 
so fast? 

A worthy pioner ! Once more remove, good friends. 

Hor. 0 day and night, but this is wondrous strange ! 
Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
Theie are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
'Phan are dreamt of in your philosophy. 

But come; 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy. 

How .strange or odd soe’er I bear myself. 

As I perchance hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on. 

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall. 

With arms encumber’d thus, or this head-shake, 

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 

As, ‘ Well, well, we know,’ or, ‘ We could, an if wo would,’ 
Or, ' If we list to speak,’ or, ' There be, an if they might,’ 
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me : this not to do, 

So grace and mercy at your most need help you. 

Swear. 

Ghost. [BeneaUi!] Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! [They swear!] So, 
gentlemen. 

With all my love I do commend me to you; 

And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 

May do, to express his love and Mending to you. 

God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together: 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 

The time is out of joint: 0 cursed spite, 

'That ever I was bom to set it right! 

Nay, come, let’s go together. [Exeunt 





ACT II. 

Scene I . — A room in Polonius’ house. 


Enter PoLONIUS and Keynaldo. 

/W Give him this money and these notes, Keynaldo. 
Rey I will, my lord. 

Pd. You shall do marvellous wisely, good Reynaldo, 
Before you visit him, to make inquire 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey. My lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. Mairy , well said ; very well said. Look you, sir. 
Inquire me first what Danskers* are in Paris ; • 

And how, and who, what means, and where they keep. 
What company, at what expense; and fitiding 
By this encompassinent and drift of question 
That they do know iny son, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands wiU touch it: 

Take you, as ‘twere, some distant knowledge of him; 

As thus, 'I know his father and his friends. 

And in part him do you mark this, Keynaldo 7 
Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. 

Pol. ' And in part him ; but,’ you may say, ‘ not well : 
But, ift be he I mean, he’s very wild ; 

Addicted so and so:’ and there put on him 
What forgeries you please; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour lum; take heed of that; 

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

As gaming, my lord. 

Pd. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quarrelling, 
Drabbing: you may go so far. 

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pd. 'Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him. 

That ho is open to incontinency ; 

That’s not my meaning: but breathe his faults so quaintly 
That tiiey may seem the taints of liberty. 

The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind, 

A savageness in unreclaimed blood. 

Of general assault 

But, my good lord — 

Pd. Wherefore should you do this? 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Pd. Marry, sir, here’s my drift; 


And, 1 believe, it is a fetch of wit: 

You laying these slight sullies on my son. 

As ’twere a thing a little soil’d i’ the working, 

Mark you. 

Your party in converse, him you would sound. 

Having ever seen in the pi'unuminute crimes 
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assured 
He closes with you in this consequence; 

‘Good sir,’ or so, or ‘friend,’ or ‘gentleman,’ 

According to the plirase or tlic addition 
Of man and country. 

Rey. Very good, niy lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this — ho does — what was 
I about to say ? By the mass, 1 was about to say soiRb- 
thing: where did I leave? 

R^. At ‘ closes in the consequence,’ at ‘ friend or so,’ 
and ‘gentleman.’ 

Pd. At ‘closes in the consequenre,’ uy, marry. 

He closes thus : ‘ I know the gentleman - 
I saw him yesterday, or t’other day. 

Or then, or then ; with such, or such ; and, as you say 
There was a’ gaming; there o’ertook in’s rouse; 

There falling out at tennis :’ or perchance, 

‘I saw him enter such a house of sale,’ 

Videlicet, a brothel, or so forth. 

See you now; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp* of truth: 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach. 

With windlasses aftd with assays of bins. 

By indirections find directions out: 

So by my former lecture and .advice. 

Shall you my son. You have me, have you not ? 

Rey. My lord, I have. 

Pd. God be wi’ you ; fare you well. 

Rey. Good my lord! 

Pd. Observe his inclination in yourself. 

Rey. I shall, my lord. 

Pd. And let him ply his music. 

Rey. Well, my loid. 

Pol. Farewell! [Exit Reynaldo. 

Enter OPHELIA. 

How now, Ophelia! what’s the matter? 
Oph. 0, my lord, my lord, I have been so affrighted I 
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PoL With what, i’ the name of God ? 

Oph, My lord, as I was sewing in my closet. 

Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced; 

No hat upon his bead ; liis stockings fouVd * 

Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle; 

Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each other; 

And with a look so piteous in purport 
As if he had been loosed out of hell 
To speak of horroT8~he comes before me. 

PoL Mad for thy love ? 

Opli- My lord, I do not know ; 

But truly, 1 do fear it. 

PoL What said he? 

^ Oph, He took me by the wrist and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 

And, witli his other hand thus o'er his brow, 

He falls to such perusal of iny face 
As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so ; 

At ln.st, a little shaking of mine arm 

And thrice his head thus waving up ami down. 

He raised a sigh so piteous and profound 
That it did seem to shatter all his hulk 
And end his being: that done, he lets me go; 

And. with his head over his shoulder turn'd, 

He seem'd to find his way without his eyes; 

For out o' doors he went without their help, 

And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

PoL Come, go with me: I will go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstasy of love, 

Whoso violent property foredoes itself, 

And leads the will to desperate undertakings 
As ofb as any passion under heaven 
'riiat does afflict our natures. I am soiTy. 

What, have you given him any hanl words of late ? 

Oph, No, my good lord, but, as you <lid coniinaiul, 

I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me 

Pol. That lialh made him mad. 

r am sorry tliat with better heed and judgment 
I had not quoted’ him : I fear’d he did but trifle, ’ 

And meant to wreck thee; but, Ixjshrew my jealousy! 
By heaven, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger sort 

d'o lack discretion. Come, go we to tlie king: 

'fhis must be known ; which, being kept close, might move 
More grief to hide than hate to utter love. \Exctmt. 

Scene II. — A room in the ensile. 

Enter King, Queen. Rosencilvntz, (jUILdenstern, 
and Attendants. 

Kintj. Welcome, dear Kosencrantz and Guildensteni ! 
Moreover that we much did long to see >ou, 

The need we have to use you did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you hc>ird 
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so call it, 

Sith not the. exterior nor the inward man 
llesembles that it was. What it should be. 

Moi'e than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself, 

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 

That, being of so young days brought up with him. 
And sith so neighbour’d to his youth and 'haviour 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our couit 
Some little time: so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather, 

So much as from occasion you may glean. 

Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 

That, open'd, lies within our remedy. 


Ill 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you; 
And sure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry^ and good will 4 Co«rt«j. 
As to expend your time with us awhile, 

For the supply and profit of our hope, 

Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king’s remembrauce. 

Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, 

Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

GuiL But we both obey, 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent 
To lay our service freely at your feet. 

To be commanded. 

King. Thanks, Kosencrantz and gentle Guildenstern. 
Queeyi. Thanks, Guildenstern and gentle Rosencraiitz : 
And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. Go, some of you, 

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

GniL Heavens make our presence and our practices 
Pleasant and helpful to him 1 
Queen. Ay, amen 1 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and some Attcmlanip, 

Enter Polonius. 

PoL The ambassadors from Norway, my good loid, 
Are joyfully return'll. 

King. Thou still hast been the father of good news. 
PoL Have I, my lord? I assure my good liege, 

I hold my duty, as 1 hold iny soul, 

Both to my God and to my gracious king: 

And I do think, or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath used to do, that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. 0, speak of that; that do 1 long to hear. 

Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassadors; 

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them in 

[Exit Polonius. 

I He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath louud 
The head and source of all your son's distemper. 

Quetn. I doubt it is no other but* the main, 

His father's death, and our o'erhasty marriage. 

King. Well, we shall sift him. 

Re-enter PoLONius, with VOLTIMAND and CORNELIUS. 

Welcome, my good friends! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway? 

Volt. Most fair return of greetings and desires. 

Upon our firat, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew’s levies; which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack; 

But, better look’d into, he truly found 

It was against your highness: whereat grieved, 

That so his sickness, age, and inq>otcnce 
Was falsely borne in hand, sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras; which he, in brief, obeys; 

Keceives rebuke from Norway, and in fine 
Makes vow before his uncle never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 

Gives him three thousand crowns in aimual fee. 

And his commission to employ those soldiers. 

So levied as before, against the Polack: 

With an entreaty, herein further shown, [Giving a paper. 
That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enterprise, 
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On such rogards of safety and allowance 
As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well; 

And at our more consider’d time well resd, 

Answer, and think upon this business. 

Meantime we thank you for your well-took labour: 

Go to your rest; at nisht we’ll feast toother: 

Most welcome home! xKtmnt VoUimand and Cornelius. 

Pol. This business is well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time. 

Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore, since brevity is the eoul of wit. 

And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes 
I will be brief: your noble son is mad: 

Mad call 1 it; for, to define true madness. 

What is’t but to be nothing else but mad ? 

But let that go. 

Queen. More matter, with less ait. 

Pol, Madam, 1 swear 1 use no art at all. 

That he is mad, ’tis true: ’tia true ’tis pity; 

And pity 'tis ’tis true: a foolish figure; 

But farewell it, for 1 will use no art 

Mad let us grant him, then: and now remains 

That we find out the cause of this effect. 

Or rather say, the cause of this defect 
For this effect defective comes by cause: 

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus.. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter — have while she is mine — 

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark. 

Hath given me this: now gather, and surmise. [Seads. 

‘To the celestial and my soul’s idol, the most beautified 
Ophelia’ — 

That’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase: ‘beautified’ is a vile 
phrase : but you shall hear. Thus : — [Seads. 

‘In her excellent white bosom, these, &c.’ 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

Pol. Good madam, stay awhile; I will be faithful. 

[Beads. 

‘Doubt thou the stars are fire; 

Doubt that the sun doth move; 

Doubt truth to be a liar; 

But never doubt I love. 

‘0 dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers; 1 have 
not art to reckon my groans: but that I love thee best, 
0 most best, believe it. Adieu. 

‘Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this 
machine is to him, Hamlet,’ 

Tin's, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me, 

And more above, batli his solicitings. 

As they fell out by time^ by means and place, 

All ^ven to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 

Received his love? 

Pol. What do you think of me? 

King. As of a^ man faithful and honourable. 

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might you think. 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing — 

As I perceived it, 1 must tdl you tl^t. 

Before my daughter told me — what might you. 

Or mv dear majesty your queen here, think. 

If I had play'd the <usk or table-book, 

Or nven my heart a winking, mute a^ dumb. 

Or look’d upon this love with idle si^t; 

What might you think? Ko. 1 went nmnd to work. 


And my young mistress thus I did bespeak: 

‘ Lord Hamlet is a prince out of* thy star ; • '•*«*» 

This must not be:’ and then 1 precepts gave her. 

That she should look herself firom his resort. 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokena 
Which done, she took the fhiits of my advice; 

And he, repulsed — a short tale to make— 

Fell into a sadness, then into a fast. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakness. 

Thence to a lightness, and, by this declension. 

Into the madness wherein now he raves, 

And all we mourn for. 

King. Do you think 'tis this? 

Queen. It may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been such a time — I'd fain know that— 
That I have positively said "Tis so,’ 

When it proved otherwise? 

King. Not that I know. 

PU. Take this from this, if this be otherwise: 

[Pointing to his head and Shoulder. 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four hours together 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed. 

Pol. At such a time I’ll loose my daughter to him ; 
Be you and I behind an arras then ; 

Mark the encounter: if he love her not 
And be not from his reason fall’n thereon, 

Let me be no assistant fur a state. 

But keep a farm and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly tlio poor wretch comes 
reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away : 

I'll board him presently. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and AttendanST 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

O, give me leave: 

How does iny good Lord Hamlet? 

Ham. Well, God-’a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well; you are a fishmonger. 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord! 

Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world goes, is 
to be one man picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol. . That’s very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead dog, 
being a god kissing <icarrion — Have you a daughter? 

Po/. I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i’ the sun: conception is a 
blessing; but not as your daughter may conceive. Friend, 
look to’t 

Pol. [Aside.] How say you by that ? Still harpbg on 
my daughter: yet he knew me not at first ; he said' 1 was 
a fishmonger: he is far gone, far gone: and truly 4n my 
youth 1 suffered much extremity for love ; very neir thia 
I'll speak to him again. What do you read, my dord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord? t 

Ham. Between who? 

Pol. I mean, tiie matter that you read, my load. 

Ham. Slanders, sir: for tiie satirical logne says hers 
that old men ^ have grey beards, that their faces are 
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wrinkled, their eyes poi-giug thick amber and plum-tree 
gum, and that they have a plentiful lack of wit, together 
with most weak hams: all which, sir. though I most 
powerfully and potently' believe, yet I hold it not hon- 
esty to have it ^us set down, for yourself, sir, should 
be old as I am, if like a crab you could go b^kward. 

P<A. [Ande.'l Though this be madness, yet there is 
method in’t Will you walk out of the air, my lord ? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

PoL Indeed, that is out o' the air. {AMde.'\ How 
pregnant sometimes his replies are ! a happiness that often 
madness hits on, which reason and sanity could not so 
prosperously be delivered of. I will leave him, and sud- 


denly contrive the means of meeting between him and 
my daughter. — My honourable lord, 1 will most humbly 
take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing that 
I will more willingly part withal : except my life, except 
my life, except my life. 

PoL Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools! 

Enter BosENCRAMTZ and Guildenstebn. 

Pol. You go to seek the Lord Hamlet; there he is. 

Ros. [To Poloniw.'] God save you, sir I [Exit Polonius. 

OuU. My honoured lord! 



Eos. My most dear lord! 

Ham. My excellent good friends I How dost thou, Guil- 
denstem ? Ah, Rosencrautz I Good lads, how do ye both ? 
Eos. As the indifferent^ children of the earth, ’o***^- 
QuU. Hkppy, in tlwt we are not over-happy; 

On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham Nor tno soles of her shoe? 

Eos. Neither, my lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the mid- 
dle of her favours? 

Chtil. 'Faith, her privates we. 

Ham In the secret parts of fortune ? 0, most true; 
she is a strumpet "WmA’s the news? 

Eos. None, my lord, but that the world’s grown honest 
Ham Then is doomsday near : but your news is not 
VOL. n. 


tme. Let me question more in particular: what have 
you, my good friends, deserved at the hands of fortune, 
that she sends you to prison hither? 

Guil. Prison, my lord! 

Ham. Denmark's a prison. 

i2o«. Then is the world one? 

Ham. A goodly one; in which there are many con- 
fines, wards, and dungeons, Denmark being one o' the worst 

iZo*. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham Why, then, 'tis none to you ; for there is nothinjg 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so: to me it 
is a prison. 

Eos. Why, then, your ambition makes it one ; 'tis too 
narrow for your mind. 

Ham O God, I could be bounded in a nut>shell, and 
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count myself s king of infinite space, 'were it not that 
I have md dreams. 

OuU. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition, for the very 
substance of the ambitious is merely the shadow of a dream. 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Boa. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and light 
a quality, that it is but a shadow’s shadow. 

Ham. Then are our beggars bodies, and our monarchs 
and outstretched heroes the b^^rs' shadows. Shall we 
to the court ? for, 1^ my fay, T cannot reason. 

^ J We’U wait upon you. 

Ham. No such matter : I will not sort you with the 
rest of my servants, for, to speak to you like an honest 
man, I am most dreadfully attended. But, in the beaten 
way of friendship, what make you at Elsinore? 

Boa. To visit you, my lord; no other occasioa 

Ham. Beggar that 1 am, I am even poor in thanks; 
but 1 thank you : and sure, dear friends, my thanks are 
too dear a halfpenny. Were you not sent for? Is it 


[Act XL 

your own inclining ? Is it a firee visitation ? Come, deal 
justly with me: come, come; nay, speak. 

Ouil. What should we say, my lord ? 

Ham Why, any thing, but to the purpose. You- were 
sent for ; and there is a land of confession in your looks, 
which your modesties have not craft enough to colour: 
I know the good king and queen have scut for. you. 

Bos. To what end, my lord? 

Ham That you must teach me. But let me conjure you, 
by the rights of our fellowship, by the consonancy of our 
youth, by the obligation of our ever-preserved love, and by 
what more dear a better proposer could charge you withal, be 
even and direct with me, whether you were sent for, or no? 

Bos. [Aside to (Tut/.] What say you? 

Ham. [Aside."] Nay, then, I have an eye of you. — 
If you love me, hold not off. 

Chtii. My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham I will tell you why; so shall my anticipation 
prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to the king and 
queen moult no feather. I have of late — but wherefore 



I know not — lost all my mirth, foregone all custom of 
exercises ; and, indeed, it goes so heavily with my dis- 
position that this gpodly mme, the earth, seems to me 
■a sterile promontory ; this most excellent canopy, the air, 
look you, this brave o’erhanging firmament, this roryestical 
roof fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other 
thing to me than a foul and pestilent congregation of 
vapouTS. What a piece of work is a man I how noble 
in reason I how infinite in faculty I in form and moving 
how express and admirable I in action how like an angel I 
in apprehension how like a god 1 the beauty of the world ! 
the paragon of animals! And yet, to me, what is this 
quintessence of dust? man delights not me: no, nor woman 
neiUier, lliough by your smiling you seem to say so. 
i2o«. My fold, there was no such stuff in my thoughts. 
Ham YThj ^d you laugh thmi, when I said 'man 
delights not me’? 

MS. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, 
what lenten* entertainment the players shall receive *»•«'«• 
from yon: we coted* them on the wajr; and **""*"'• 
hither are they coming, to offer yon service. 

Ham He that plays the king shall be welcome; his 


majesty shall have tribute of me ; the adventurous knight 
shall use his foil and target; the lover shall not sigh 
gratis ; the humorous man shall end his part in peace ; 
the clown shall make those laugh whose lungs are tickled 
o’ the sere; and the lady shall say her mind freely, or 
the blank verse shall halt for’t. What players are they ? 

2los. Even thosa^you were wont to twe delight in, 
the tragedians of the city. 

Ham How chances it they travel? their residence, 
both in reputation and profit, was better both vn,fa. 

Bos. I think their inhibition comes by the meins of 
the late innovation. 

Ham Do they hold the same estimation they did when 
I was in the city? are they so followed? ^ 

Bos. No, ind^, are they not 

Ham How comes it ? do they grow rusty ? • 

Bos. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace : 
but there is, sir, an aery of children, little eyases, that cry 
out on the top of question, and are most tyrannically dapped 
foi't : these are now the fitshion, and so limttle the c^mon 
stages — so they call them — ^that many wearing rapiers are 
afrud of goos^uilk, and dare scaroe come thither. 
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Ham, Wha^ are they children ? who maintains ’em ? 
how are they eacoted Will they pursue the quality* 
no longer than they can sing ? will they not say ■ 
afterwards, if they should grow themselves to common 
players — as it is most like, if their means are no better 
— their writers do them wrong, to make them exclaim 
against their own succession? 

Bos, ’Faith, there has been much to do on both sides ; 
and the nation holds it no sin to tarre them to controversy : 
there was, for a while, no money bid for argument, unless 
the poet and the player went to cuffs in the question. 

Ham, Is't possible? 

GuU, 0, there has been much throwing about of brains. 

Ham, Do the boys carry it away? 

Bos. Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules and his 
load too. 

Ham, It is not very strange ; for mine uncle is king 
of Denmark, and those that would make mows at him 
while my father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, an hundred 
ducats a-piece for his picture in little. ’Sblood, there is 
something in this more than natural, if philosophy could 
find it out. [Flourish of trumpets within, 

Guil, There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. Your 
hands, come then : the appm'tenance of welcome is fashion 
and ceremony: let me comply with you in this garb;* 
lest my extent to the playera, which, I tell you, • 
must show fairly outward,. shoidd more appear like enter- 
tainment than yours. You are welcome: but my uncle- 
lather and aunt-mother are deceived. 

0ml, In what, xiiy dear lord? 

Ilam, I am* but mad north-north-west : when the wind 
is southerly I know a hawk from a handsaw.* * iiemuitw, heron. 

Enter POLONIUS. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern ; and you too : at each 
ear a hearer: that great baby you see there is not yet 
out of his swaddling-clouts. 

Bus. Happily he’s the second time come to them ; 
for they say an ohl man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophesy he comes to tell me of the 
players ; mark it. You say right, sir : o’ Monday morning ; 
’twas so indeed. 

Pol, My lord, I have nows to tell you. 

Ham, My lord, 1 have news to tell you. When Ros- 
cius was an actor in Rome — 

Pol, The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham, Buz, buz I 

Pol. Upon mine honour — 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass — 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tra^dy, 
comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, historical- 
pastoral, tragical-historical, tragical-comical-historical-pas- 
toral, scene individable, or poem unlimited : Seneca cannot 
be too heavy, nor Plautus too light. For the law of writ 
and the Ube^, these are the only men. 

Ham. 0 Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a treasure 
hadst thou! 

P<A. What a treasure had he, my lord? 

Ham. Why, 

'One fair daughter, and no more. 

The which he loved passing welL’ 

Pol. [jlsufe.] Still on my daughter. 

Ham Am I not i’ the right, old Jephthah? 

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a 
daimhter that 1 love passing M’ell. 

Sam Nay, that follows not 


Pol. What follows, then, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, 

'As by lot, God wot,’ 
and then, you know, 

‘ It came to pass, as most like it was ' — 

the first row of the pious chanson will show you more 
for look, where my abridgment* comes. • 

Enter four or five Players. 

You arc welcome, masters; welcome, all. I am glad to 
see thee well. Welcome, good friends. 0, my old friend I 
thy face is valanced since I saw thee last : comest thou 
to beard me in Denmark ? What, my young lady and 
mistress! By'r lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven 
than when I saw you last, by the altitude of a chopine.* 
Play God, your voice, like a piece of uncur- • 
lent gold, be not cracked w;thin the ring. Masters, you 
are all welcome. We’ll e'en to’t like French falconers, fly 
at any thing we sec : we’ll have a speech straight : come, 
give us a taste of your quality ; come, a passionate speech. 
First Play, What speech, my lord? 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once, but it 
was never acted; or, if it was, not above once; for the 
play, I remember, pleased not the million ; 'twas caviare 
to the general : but it was — as 1 received it, and others, 
whose judgments in such matters cried in the top ol 
mine — an excellent play, well digested iu the scenes, set 
down with as much modesty as cunning. I remember, 
one said there were no sallets^ in the lines to make 
the matter savouiy, nor no matter in the phrase that 
might indict the author of affectation; but called it an 
honest method, as wholesome as sweet, and by very much 
more handsome than fine. One speech in it I chiefly loved : 
'twas Aineas' tale to Dido; and thereabout of it especially, 
wliere he speaks of Priam's slaughter: if it live in your 
memory, begin at this line: let me see, let mo see — 
'The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beast*— 
it is not so ; — it begins with Pyrrhus : — 

'The rugged Pyrrhus, he whose sable arms, 

Black OB his purpose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse, 

Hath now this dread and black complexion smear'd 
With heraldry more dismal , head to foot 
Now is be total gules; horridly trick’d 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons. 

Baked and impasted with the parching streets, 

That lend a tyrannous and damned light 
To their lord’s murder : roasted in wrath and fire. 

And thus o’ersized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like carbundea, 'the hellish Pyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seeks.’ 

So, proceed you. 

Pol. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with good accent 
and good discretion. 

First Play. ’Anon he finds him 

Striking too short at Greeks : his antique sword, 

Rebellious to his anii, lies where it fall^^ 

Repugnant to commwd : unequal match'd, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage strikes wide ; 

But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base, and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus’ car ; for, lo ! his sword, 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem’d i' the air to stick : 

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood, 

And like a neutral to his will and matter. 

Did nothing. 

But, as we often see, against some storm, 

A ^enco in the heavens, the rack stand still, 

The bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
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As bush as death, anon the dnadfhl thunder 
Doth rend the region ; so, after Pyrrhus' pause, 

Aroused vengeance sets him new a>work ; 

And never did the Qyclons' hammers fidl 
(te Man's armour, forged for proof eteme, 

With leas remone than Pyrrhus' bleeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune I AU you gods. 

In ^enl synod, take away her power ; 

Break all the spokes and fmlies nom her wheel. 

And bowl the round nave down the hill of heaven. 

As low as to the fiends I' 

Pol. This is too lone. 

Ham. It shall to the barber’s, with your beard. Prithee, 
say on : he’s for a jig or a tale of bawdry, or he sleeps : 
say on: come to Hecuba. 

Firri Play. ‘ But who, 0, who had seen the mobled queen— 

Ham. 'The moUed' queen?’ 

Pol. That’s good ; ' mobled queen ' is good. 

Firtt Play. * Run barefoot up and down, threatening theflames 
With biason* rheum ; a clout upon that head tsuatiac. 

Where late the diadem stood, im for a robe^ 

About her lank and all o’er-teemed loins, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up ; 

Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steep’d, 

’Gainst Fortune's state would treason have pronounced : 

But if the gods themselves did see her then 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sp^ 

In mincing with his sword her husband’s limbs. 

The instant burst of clamour that she made, 

Unlem things mortal move them not at all, 

Would have made milch* the burning syss of heaven, 

And paanon in the gods.’ 

Po/. Look, whether he .has not turned his colour and 
lias tears in’s eyes. Pray you, no more. 

Ham Tis well ; I’ll have thee speak out the rest soon. 
Good my lord, will you see the players well bestowed? Do 
you hear, let them be well used ; for they are the abstract 
and brief chronicles of the time : after your death you were 
better have a bad epitaph, than their ill report while you liva 

Pd. My lord, I will use them according to their desert 

Ham God’s body kins, man, much better: use every 
man after his desert, and who should ’scape whipping? 
Use them after your own honour and dignity: the less they 
deserve, the more merit is in your botmty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, sirs. 

Ham Follow him, friends I we’ll hear a play to>inorrow. 
[ExU Polonitta with all the Players but the First.] Dost thou 
Wr me, old friend ; can you play the Murder of Gonzago? 

First Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham We’ll lia’t to-raorrow night You could, for a 
need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, 
which I woidd set down and insert in’t, could you not ? 

First, Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well Follow that lord; and look you mock 
him not ^eScU First Player.] My go^ friends. 111 leave 
you till night: you are welcome to Ebinore. 

Ros. G^ my lordl 

jETom. Ay, so, Qbd be wi’ ye I IJ^eewnt Bosmeranbt and 
OusIdmMtem\ Now I am alone. 

0, what a rqgue and peasant slave am I ! 


Is it not monstrous that this player here. 

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion. 

Could force his soul so to his own conceit 
That from her working all his visage wann’d. 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in’s aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit? and all for nothing! 

For Hecuba I 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her? What would he do. 

Had he the motive and the cue for passion 

That I have? He would drown the stage with tears. 

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech. 

Make mod the guilty and appal the free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak,* "'***- 

like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 

Aud can say nothing; no, not for a king. 

Upon whose property and most dear life 
A damn’d defeat was made. Am I a coward? 

Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across? 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 

Tweaks roe by the nose ? gives me Uie lie i’ the tliroat. 
As deep as to the lungs? who does me this? 

Ha! 

’Swouuds, I should take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon-liver’d and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter, or, ere this, 

I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave’s offal: bloody, bawdy villain! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain! 

0, vengeance! 

Why, what an ass am I ! This is roost brave. 

That I, the son of a dear father murder’d. 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell. 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words. 

And fall a-cutsing, like a very drab, " 

A scullion! 

Fie upon’t! foh! About, my brain! I have heard 
That guilty creatures sitting at a play 
Have, by the very cunning of the scene. 

Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have proclaim’d their malefactions; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. I'll have these players 
Play something like the murder of my father 
Before mine uncle: I’ll observe his looks; 

I’ll tent him to the quick : if he but blench, 

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen 
May be the devil: and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and ^rhaps 
Out of my weaknes* and my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with such spirits. 

Abuses me to damn me: I’ll have grounds 
More relative than this; the play’s the thing 
Wherein I’ll catch the conscience of the king. '[Exit. 




ACT III. 


SCBNB I . — A room in the castle. 


EfUer King, Quben, Folonius, Ophelia, Bobencrantz, 
<md Guildbnstebn. 

King. And can you, by no drift of circumstance. 

Get from him vhy he puts on this confusion. 

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent <£nd dangerou lunacy? 

Sot. He does confess he feels himself distracted ; 

But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

OuU. Nor do we find him forward to be sounded, 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof, 


When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

Queen. Did he receive you well? 

Roe. Most like a gentleman. 

Owl. But with much forcing of his disposition. 
Roe. Niggard of question; but, of our demands, 
Most free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you assay liim 

To any pastime? 

Roe. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o’er>raught on the way: of these we told him; 
And there md seem in him a kind of joy 



To hear of it : they are about the court. 

And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pof. Tis most true: 

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties 
To hear and see the matter. 

King. With all mv heart; and it doth much content me 
To hear him so inclined. 

Good gentlemen, give him a further edg^ 

And drive his purpose on to these delighta. 

Rot. We shall, my lord. 

[Sxemt Roeenerantx and Guildenetem. 


King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too; 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither, 

That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront* Ophelia: 

Her father and m 3 rself, lawful espials, 

Will so bestow ourselves that, seeing, unseen. 

We may of their encounter frankly judge, 

And gather by him, as he is behav^ 

Ift be the affliction of his love or no 
Ihat thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall ob^ you. 

And for your part^ Ophelia, 1 do wish 
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That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet’s wildness: so shall I hope your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 

To both your honours. 

Ofh. Madam, I wish it may. [Exit QiweA. 

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, so please you, 
We will bestow ourselves. [To Ophtlia.'\ Read on this 
book; 

That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. We are oft to blame in this — 

’Tis too much proved — that with devotion’s visage 
And pious action we do sugar o’er 
The devil himself. 

King. [Aside.] 0 , ’tis too true I 
How smart a lash that speech doth give my conscience ! 
The harlot’s cheek, beautied with plutering art, 


Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it. 

Than is my deed to my most painted word: 

0 heavy burthen! 

Pol. I bear him coming: let’s withdraw, my lord. 

[Exeunt King and Poloniua. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be: that is the question: 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slinm aud arrows of outrageous fortune. 

Or to t^e arms against a sea of troubles. 

And by opposing end them T To die : to sleep ; 

No more; and by a sleep to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to? — ^’tis a coasuinmation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to sleep. 



To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there’s the rub; 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil. 

Must give 08 pause: there’s the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life; 

For who would hear the whips and scorns of time. 

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely. 

The pangs of deapisM love, the law’s delay, 

'Hie insolence of ofiice, and tiie spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 

When he himself might his quietus make, 

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels* bear, * ■«*** 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 

But that the dread of something after death — 

The undiscover’d country from whose bourn 
No tcavdler returns — puzslea the will. 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all; 


Aud thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought. 

And enterprises of great pith and moment 
With this regard t]^r currents turn awry. 

And lose the name of action. — Soft you now< 

The fair Ophelia I Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember’d. 

Oph. Good my lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day? 

Ham. I humbly t^nk you; well, well, welL< 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of youny 
That I have Imiged long to re-deliver; 

I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I; 

1 never rave you aught. 

Oph. My honour’d lord, you know right well you did; 
AnA with them, words of so sweet breath oompeaed 
As made the things more rich: their perfume lost, 
Take these a^fain: for to the noble mind 
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Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind. 

There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha I are you honest? 

My lord? 

Ham. Are yon fair? 

OpK. What means your lordship ? 

Ham. That if you be honest and fair, your honesty 
should admit no discourse to your beauty, 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce than 
with honesty? 

Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will sooner 
transform honesty from what it is to a bawd, than the 
force of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness : 
this was sometime a paradox, but now the time gives it 
proof. I did love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

Ham. You should not have believed me; for virtue 
cannot so inoculate our old stock but we shall relish of 
it: I loved you not. 

Oph. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery: why wouldst thou be 
a breeder of sinners ? I am myself indifferent honest ; but 
yet I could accuse me of such things, that it were ^tter 
iny mother had not borne me. I am very proud, revengeful, 
ambitious, with more offences at iny b^k than 1 have 
thoughts to put them in, imagination to give them shape, 
or time to act them in. What should such fellows as 1 
do crawling between earth and heaven? We are arrant 
knaves, all ; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nun- 
nery. Where’s your father? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let lire doors be shut upon him, that he may 
play the fool no where but in's ovm house. Farewell. 

Oph. 0, help him, you sweet heavens I 

Ham. If thou dost marry. I’ll give thee this plague for 
thy dowry: be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, 
thou shaft not escape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery, 
go : farewell. Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool; 
for wise men know well enough what monsters you make 
of them. To a nunnery, go, and quickly too. Farewell. 

Oph. O heavenly powers, restore him! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well enough ; 
God has given you one face, and you make yourselves 
another : you jig, you amble, and you lisp, and nick-name 
God’s creatures, and make your wantonness your ignorance. 
Go to. I’ll no more on’t; it hath made me mad. 1 say, 
we will have no more marriages : those that are marriM 
already, all but one, shall live ; the rest shall keep as they 
are. To a nunnery, go. [ExU. 

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o’erthrowni 
The courtier^s, soldier’s, scholar’s, e^e, tongue, sword; 
'Fire expectancy and rose of the fair state. 

The gla<» of fashion and the mould of form, 

.'i'he observed of all observers, quite, quite down! 

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 

That suck’d the honey of his music vows. 

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 

Tliat unmatoh’d form and feature of Uown youth 
Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me. 

To have seen what I have seen, see what I see! 

Rt-emUr Kikq and Poi<OHlU8. 

King. Love! his affections do not that way tend; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack’d form a little, 

^yas not like madness. There’s something in his soul. 
O’er which his melancholy sits on br^; 

And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose 
Will be some danger: which for to prevent. 


I have in quick determination 

Tims set it down : he shall with speed to England, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute: 

Haply the seas and countries different. 

With variable objects, shall expel 

Tliis something-settled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his brains still beating puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on’t? 

Pol. It shall do well : but yet do I believe 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia! 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said; 

We heard it all My lord, do as you please; 

But, if you hold it fit, after the play 

Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 

To show his grief: let her be round* with him; 

And I’ll be placed, so please you, in the car 
Of all their conference. If sire find* him not, 

To England send him, or confine him where 
Your wisdom best shalt think. 

King. It shall be so: 

Madness in great ones must not uuwatch’d go. [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — A hall in the castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Players. 

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced 
it to you, trippingly on the tongue : hut if you mouth it, 
as many of your players do, 1 had as lief the town-crier 
spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much with 
your hand, thus, but use all gently ; for in the very torrent, 
tempest, and, as I may say, the whirlwind of passion, you 
must acquire and beget a temperance that may give it 
smoothnesa O, it offends me to the soul to hoar a robust- 
ious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to veiy* 
rags, to split the ears of the groundlings, who, for the most 
part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable durob-shows 
and noise : I would have such a fellow whipped for o’erdo- 
ing Termagant; it out-herods Herod : pisy you, avoid it 

First Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own dis- 
cretion be your tutor : suit the action to the word, the word 
to the action ; with this special observance, that you o’erstep 
not the modesty of nature: for any thing so ovenlone is 
from the purpose of playing, whose end, both at the first 
and now, was and is, to hold, as t’were, the mirror up to 
nature; to show virtue her own feature, scorn her own 
image, and the very age and body of the time his form and 
pressure. Now this overdone, or come tardy off, though it 
make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious 
grieve ; the censure of the which one must, in your allow- 
ance, o’erweigh a whole theatre of others. 0, there be 
players that I have seen play, and heard others praise, wd 
that highly, not to speak it profanely, that, neither having 
the accent of Christians, nor the gait of Christian, pagan, 
nor man, have so strutted and bellowed, that I have thought 
some of nature’s joume 3 rm 6 n had made men, and not mMe 
them well, they imitated humanity so abominably. 

First Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently 
with us, sir. 

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those that ploy 
your clowns speak no more than is set down for them; 
for there bo of them that will themselves laugh, to set on 
some quantity of barren spectators to laugh too; though, 
in the mean time, some necessary question of the play be 
then to be considered : that’s villainous, and shows a most 
pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it Go, make you 
ready. [Burnt Playm. 
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Enter PotONius, Roskmcrantz, and GuiLDKNSTBnir. 

How now, my lord ! will the king hear this piece of work 7 
F<d. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Hom. Bid the players make haste. [BxH Pclonins^ 
Will you two help to hasten them? 

^.} We will, my lord. 

[Exeunt Boeenerantz and Ouildenetem. 
Ham. What hoi Horatio! 

Enter Hobatio. 

Hot. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 


Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just a man 
As e’er my conversation coped withal 
Hot. 0, my dear lord — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter; 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 
That no revenue hast but thy oom spirits. 

To feed and clothe Uiee? Why should the poor be 
flatter’d 7 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp, 

And crook the pregnant’ hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice. 

And could of men distinguish, her election 



Hath seal’d thee for herself; for thou hast been 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing, 

A man that fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Hast ta’en with eq^ual thanks; and blest are those 
Whose blood and judgment are so well commingled. 
That they are not a pipe fat fortune’s finger 
To sound what stop she plea s e . Give me that man 
That is not passion’s sUve, and I will wear him 
In my heart s core, ay, in my heart of heart. 

As I do thee. — Somrthing too much of this.— 
There is a play to-night before the king; 

One scene of it comes near the eircomstanoe 
Whi^ 1 have told thee of my father's ^th: 

I ptittiee, when thou seest that act dfoot, 


Even with the very comment of thv soul 
Observe mine uncle: if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 

It is a damned ^ost that we have seen. 

And my imaginations are as foul 

As Vulcan’s stithy. Give him heedful note: ; 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face; 

And, after, we will both our judgments join ’ 

In censure of his seeming. , 

Hot, Well my lord: ’ 

If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing; 

And ’scape detecting, I will pay the theft 
Ham. They are coming to the play; I must be idle:* 
Get you a ^loe. 
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Danuih march. A JUmriah. Enter King, Queen, Polonius, 
Ophelia, Bosencbantz, Guildenstebn, and others. 

King. How fares oar cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, i' faith ; of the chameleon’s dish : I 
eat the air, proinise-crararoed : you cannot feed capons so. 

King. I nave nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; these 
words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. [To Polvniua.] My loi-d, 
you played once i’ the university, you say ? 

Pid. That did I, my lord; and was accounted a good 
actor. 

Ham. What did you enact? 


Pol. I did enact Julius Cosar: I was killed i* the 
Capitol; Bratus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill so capital 
a calf there. Be the players ready ? 

Mos Ay, my lord; they stay upon your patience. 
Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 
Ham No, good mother, here's metal more attractive. 
Pol. [To the King!\ O, hot do you mark that? 
Ham. Lady, shall 1 lie in your lap? 

[Lying down at Ophelia’s feet. 

Oph. No, my lord. 

Ham. 1 mean, my bead upon your lap? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 



Ham Do you think I meant country matters? 

Oph. 1 think nothing, my lord. 

Ham That’s a fair thought to lie between maids’ legs. 
0^ Wliat is, my lord? 
ifam. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I ? 

S ih. Ay, my lord. , , , 

am. O God, your only jig-maker. What should a 
man do but be merry? for, look you, how cheerfully my 
mother looks, and my father died within these two hours. 
Oph. Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham So long ? Nay then, let the devil wear black, 
for I’ll have a suit of sables. O heavens! die two 
VOL. n. 


months ago, and not forgotten yet? Then there’s hope 
a great man’s memory may outlive his life half a year: 
but, by’r lady, he must build churches, then ; or else 
shall he suffer not thinking on, with the hobby-horse, 
whose epitaph is, 'For, 0, for, 0, the hobby-horse is 
forgot’ 

Hautboys play. The dumh-ehtne enters. 

Enter a King and a Queen aery lovingly; the Queen embracing him, 
andheher. She kneels, ana makes tkom of protedaiiiM unto him. 
He teikes her up, and deelines his head upon her nedt: lays him 
down upon a Sank of Jtoteers: the, teeing him asleep, leaves him. 
Anon comet in a fellow, takes ojf his crown, kittet it, and pours 
poison tn the Kings ears, and eat. The Queen returns; /indt the 
mug dead, and makes paesionate action. The Pimmet, with tome 
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iw> or three Mutes, comee in agaii^ seeming to lament with her. 
The dead My is carried away. The Poisoner wooes the Queen . 
wUh gifts: she seems loads and unwUling awhile^ hut in tlU end 
accepts his love. [Exeunt. 

Oph. What moans this, my lord? 

Ham. Marry, this is miching mallechoi* • nuiici. 
it means mischief. 

Oph. Belike tliis show imports the argument of the 
play. 

Enter Prologue. 


Ham. We shall know by this fellow: the players 
cannot keep counsel; they'll tell all. 

Will he tell us what this show meant? 

Ham. Ay, or any show that you’ll show him: be not 
you ashamed to show, he’ll not shame to tell you what 
it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught: I’ll mark the 
play. 


Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

We beg your hearing patiently. [Exit. 


Ham. 

Oph. 

Ham. 


Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring? 
'Tis brief, iny lord. 

As woman’s love. 


Enter two Players, King and Queen. 

P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoobus’ cart gone round 
Neptune’s salt wash and Tellus* orbed ground, 

And tliirty dozen moons with borrow’d sheen 
About the world have times twelve thirties been, 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 

Unite commutual in most sacred bands 
P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and moon 
Make us again count o’er ere love be done ! 

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late, 

So far from cheer and from your former state, 

That I distrust you. Tet, though I distrust, 

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must: 

For women’s fear and love holds quantity ; 

In neither aught, or in extremity. 

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know ; 

And as my love is sized, my fear is so: 

Where love is great, the liwest doubts are fear ; 

Where little fears mw great, great love grows there. 

P. King. ’Faith, I must leave thee, love, and sbortiy too ; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do: 

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 

Honour'd, beloved ; and haply one as kind 
For husband shalt thou — 

P. Queen. 0, confound the rest ! 

Such love must needs be treason in my breast : 

In second husband let me be aoouiat ! 

None wed the second but who Idll’d the first 

Havi. [Aside^ Wormwood, wonnwood. 

P. Queen. The instances that second marriage move 
Are hiae respecta of thrift, but none of love : 

A second time I kill mv husband dead. 

When second husband kisaes me in bed. 

P. King. 1 do believe you think what now you speak ; 
But what we do determine oft we break. 

Pnnm is but the slave to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poor validity : 

Which now, like fhiit unripe^ sticks on the tree; 

But fall, unimken, when they mellow be. 

Moat neoeamiy ’tia that we forget 

To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 

What to ourselves in passion we propose, 

The pssskm ending; doth the fmiposs lose. 

The violence of either grief or joy 

Their own emctures with themselves destroy: 

Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament ; 

joys, jqy grieves; on slender accident 
nia wmd is not for aye, nor ’tis not strange 
That even our lovea should with our fortunes change ; 
ra *tu a queation left ua yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortunei or else fortune love. 


The great roan down, you mark hia favourite flies ; 

The pror advanced n^es friends of enemiea 
And Hitherto doth love on fortune tend ; 

For who not needs shall never lack a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wills and fates do so contrary run 
That our devices still are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 

8o think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light ! 
Sport and repose lock from mo day and night ! 

To desperation turn my trust and nope ! 

An anchor's! cheer in prison be my scope I 
Each opposite that blanks the face of joy 
Meet wnat I would have well and it destroy ! 

Both here and hence pursue me lasting strife, 

If, once a widow, ever I be wife ! 

Ham. If she should break it now ! 


P. King. ’Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here awhile ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps. 

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain ; 

And never come mischance between us twain ! [Exit. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play? 

QuecTL The lady protests too much, methinks. 

Ham. O, but she’ll keep her word. 

King, Have you heard the argument. Is there no 
offence in't? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest; no 
offence i’ the world. 

King. What do you call the play? 

Ham. The Mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tropically.* 
This play is the image of a murder done in • 

Vienna: Gonzago is the duke's name ; his wife, Ba])tista: 
you shall see anon; *tis a knavish piece of work: but 
what o’ that ? your majesty and we that have free souls, 
it touches us not : let the galled jade wince, our withers 
are unwrung. ^ 

Enter Lucianus. 


Tliis is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

2 9h. Vou are as good as a chorus, iny lord. 
am. I could interpret between you and your love, 
if I could see the puppets dallying. 

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you arc keen. 

Ham. It would cost you a groaning to take off my 
edge. 

Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Ham. So you must take your husbands. Begin, mur- 
derer; pox, leave thy damnable faces, and begin. Come: 
’the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge.’ 


Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing; 
Confederate seaaon^lse no creature seeing ; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected. 

With Hecate’s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected, 

Thy natural magic and dire property 
On wholesome life usurp hnmeuiatdy. 

[Pours the poison into the sUeptfs ears. 


Ham. He poisons him i’ the garden foFs estatfi. His 
name's Gonzago: the story is extant, and writ w choice 
Italian: you shall see anon bow the murderer gflts the 
love of Gonzago’s wife. k 

Oph. The king rises. 

Ham. What, frighted with false Orel 
Queen. How fores my lord? 

Pol. Give o'er the play. 

King. Give me some light: away: 

AIL Lights^ lights, lights I 

^ [Exewni aU but Hamlet and Horatio. 
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Ham. Why, let the stricken deer go weep, 

The hart ungalled play; 

For some must watch, while some must sleep : 
So runs thd world away. 

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers — if the rest 
of my foiiunes turn Turk with me — with two Provincial 
roses on iny razed shoes, get me a fellowship in a cry of 



Ham. A whole one, I. 

For thou dost know, O Damon dear. 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 
A very, very — pajock. 

Hor. You might have rhymed. 

Ham. O good Horatio, I’ll take the ghost's word for 
a thousand pound. Didst perceive? 

Hor. Very well, my lord. 

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning? 

Hor. I did very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ha! Come, some music 1 Come, the recorders! 

For if the king like not the comedy. 

Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy. 

Come, some music! 

Be-enter Eosencrantz and Guildenstkrk. 

Gail. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

Gail. The king, sir — 

Ham. Ay, srr, what of him ? 

Gail. Is in his retirement marvellous distempered. 

Ham. With drink, sir? 

Gail. No, my lord, rather with choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more richer to 
signify this to his doctor; for, for me to put him to his 
purgation would perhaps plunge him into far more choler. 

Gail. Good my lord, put your discourse into some 
frame, and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, sir: pronounce. 

Gail. The queen, your mother, in most great affliction 
of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

OuU. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the right 
breed. If it shall please you to make mo a wholesome 
answer, I will do your mother’s commandment: if not, 
your pardon and my return shall be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Gail. Whet, my lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer; my wit’s dis- 
eased: but, sir, such answer as I can make, you shall 
command; or, rather, as you say, my mother: therefore 
'no more, but to the matter: my mother, you say — 

Ro$. Then thus she says; your behaviour hath struck 
her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfiil son, that can so astonish a mother . 
But is there no sequel at the heels of this mother s 
admiration ? 

Bos. She desires to speak with you in her closet, ere 
you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were ehe ten times our mother. 
Have you any further trade with us? 

Bos. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So I do still, by these pickers end stealers. 

Bos. Good my lord, what is your cause of distemiwr ? 
you do, surely, bar the door upon your own liberty, if 
you deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ram. Sir, I lack advancement. 


Bos. How can that be, when you have the voice of 
the king himself fur your succession in Denmark ? 

Ham. Ay, but sir, ‘While the grass grows’ — the pro- 
verb IS something musty. 

Be-mtvr Players with recorders. 

0, the recorders ! let me see one. To withdraw with you : 
— why do you go about to recover the wind of me, as 
if you would drive mo into a toil? 

Gail. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love 
is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you play 
upon this pipe? 

Gail. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Gail. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech you. 

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. ’Tis as easy as lying: govern these ventages 
with your finger and thumb, give it breath with your 
mouth, and it will discourse most eloquent music, look 
you, these are the stops. 

Guil. But these cannot I command to any utterance 
of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me! You would play upon me; you would 
seem to know my stops : you would pluck out the heart of 
my mystery ; you would sound me from my lowest note 
to the top of my compass : and there is much music, ex- 
cellent voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot you make it 
speak. ’Sblood, do you think I am easier to be played on 
than a pipe ? Call me what instrument you will, though 
you can fret me, yet you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonios. 

God bless you. sir! 

Bol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, and 
presently. 

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud that’s almost in shape 
of a camel? 

Po/. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 
Ham. Methinks it is like a weasel 
Pol It is backed like a weasel 
Ham. Or like a whale? 

Pol Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then I will come to my mother by and by. They 
fool me to the top of my bent. I will come by and by. 
P<d. I will say so. 

Ham. By ami by is easily said. [Exit Polontvs.] Leave 
me, friends. [Exeunt all but Hamlet. 

’Tis now the very witching time of night. 

When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to this world: now could I drink hot blood, 
And do such bitter business as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft! now to my mother. 

0 heart, lose not thy nature; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural: 

1 will speak daggera to her, but use none: 

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites; 

How in my words soever she be snent. 

To give tliein seals never, my soul, consent! [ExU. 

Scene III. — A room in the castle. 

Enter King, Rosencbantz, and Goildenstebh. 
Jftny. I like him not, nor stands it safe with us 
To let his madness range. Therefore prepare you: 

I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 

And he to England shall along with you: 
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The terms of otir estate may not endure 
Hazard so dangerous as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies. 

Ouil. We will ourselves provide: 

Most holy and religious fear it is 
To keep those many-many bodies safe 
That live, and feed, upon your majesty. 

Rat. ^e single and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the strength and armour of the mind. 
To keep itself from 'noyance; but much more 
That spirit upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What’s near it with it: it is a massy wheel. 
Fix’d on the summit of the highest mount, 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortised and adjoin’d; which, when it falls. 
Each small annexment, petty consequence, 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Kever alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general gronn. 


King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed. 

j- We will baste us. 

[Exeunt RosenmunU and GuUdenatem. 

Enter POLONlua 

Pol. My lord, he’s going to his mother’s closet: 
Behind the arras I’ll convey myself. 

To hear the process; I’ll warrant she’ll tax him home: 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 

’Tis meet that some more audience than a mother. 

Since nature makes them partial, should o’erhear 
The speech, of vantage. Fare yon well, my liege : 

I’ll call upon you ere you go to bed, 

Aud tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

[Exit Foloniua. 

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven; 



It hath the primal eldest curse upon’t, 

A brother’s murder. Pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as sharp as will: 

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 

And, like a man to doable business bound, 

I stand in pause where 1 shall first begin. 

And both neglect What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood. 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy 
But to confront the visage ot offence 7 
And what’s in prayer but this two-fold force. 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon’d being down ? Then I’ll look up ; 

My fault is past But 0, what form of prayer 
Can serve my tom? 'Forgive me my foul murder’? 
That cannot be; since 1 am still possess’d 
Of those effects for which I did the nfntder, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

May one be pardon’d, and retain the offence ? 


In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice; 

And oft ’tis seen the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law. But ’tis not so above; 

There is no shufHinS^ there the action lies 
In bis true nature; and we ourselves compell’d. 

Even to the teeth and foiehead of our faults. 

To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 

Try what rqwntance can: what can it not? 

Yet what can it when one can not repent? 

0 wretched state! 0 bosom black as death I 
0 limed soul, that, struggling to be free. 

Art more engaged! Hdp, angels! Make assay! 

Bow, stubborn knees; anA heart with strings of steel, 
Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe! 

AU may be well [Bdira amd knede. 

Enter Hamlst. 

Ham. Now^ might I do it pat^ now ho is praying; 
And now I’ll do’t And so he goes to heaven; 
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And 80 am I revenged. That would be scann'd : 

A villain kills my father; and for that, 

I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. ' 

0, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 

He took my father grossly, full of bread; 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as klay; 

And bow his audit stands who knows, save Heaven? 

But in our circumstance and course of thought, 

Tis heavy with him: and am I then revenged. 

To take him in the purging of his soid. 

When he is fit and season'd for his pasjage? 

No! 

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid bent :* * 
when he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage. 

Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed; 

At gaming, swearing, or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in’t; 

'i'hen trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven, 

And that his soul may be as damn’d and black 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 

This physic but prolongs thv sickly days. [ExU. 

King. [Rmng!\ My words fly up, my thoughts remain 
below: 

Words without thoughts never to heaven go. [ExU. 

ScKNE IV. — The Queen’s doaet. 

Enter QUEEN and PoLONius. 

Pol. He will come straight Look you lay home to him: 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your g^aoe hath screen’d and stood between 
Much heat and him. I’ll sconce me even here. 

Fray you, be round with him. 

Ham. [Within!\ Mother, mother, mother! 

Queen. I’ll warrant you. 

Fear mo not: withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[PoUmiua hides behind the arrae. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, mother, what’s the matter? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 
Quern. Why, how now, Hamlet I 
Ham. What’s the matter now? 

Queen. Have you forgot me? 

Ham. No, by the rood, not so: 

You are the queen, your husband’s brother's wife; 

And — would it were not so! — ^you are my mother. 
Queen. Nay, then. I’ll set those to you that can speak. 
Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you shall not 
budge ; 

You go not till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wUt thou do ? thou wilt not murder me ? 
Help, help, hoi 

PoZ. [PeAtnd.] What, ho ! hdp, help, help ! 

Ham. [Draviing.^ How now! a rat! Dead, for a 
ducat, dead ! [Mcihee a paaa through thz arras. 

PoZ. \Bdwnd.\ O, I am slain! [FaUa and dies. 

Queen, O me, what hast thou done? 

Ham. Nay, I know not: 

Is it the king? 

Quern. 0, what a rash and bloody deed is this! 
Ham. A bloody deed 1 almost as bad, good mother, 
As kill a king, and many with his brother. 

Queen, As kill a king! 


Ham. Ay, lady, ’twas my word. 

[Lifts up the arras, and discovers Pdonius. 
Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell! 

I took thee for thy. better: take thy fortune; 

Thou find’st to be too busy is some danger, 
leave wringing of your hands: peace! sit you down. 
And let me wring your heart; for so 1 shall. 

If it be made of penetrable stuff. 

If damned custom have not brass'd it so 
That it is proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen. What have I done, that thou darest wag thy 
tongue 

In noise so rude against me? 

Ham. Such an act 

'That blurs the grace and blush of modesty. 

Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love 
And sets a blister there, makes marriage-vows 
As false as dicers’ oaths: 0, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul, and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words: heaven’s face doth glow; 

Yea, this solidity and compound mass. 

With tristful visage, as against the doom. 

Is thought-sick at the act 
Queen. Ay me, what act, 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index? 

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this. 

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

See, what a grace was seated on this brow; 

Hyperion’s curls ; the front of Jove liimself ; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 

A station like the herald Mercury 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill; 

A combination and a form indeed, 

Where every god did seem to set his seal. 

To give the world assurance of a man: 

This was your husband. Look you now, what follows: 
Here is your husband; like a mildew’d ear. 

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed. 

And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes? 

! You cannot call it love; for at your age 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment 
Would step from this to this? Sense, sure you have, 
Else could you not have motion; but sure, that sense 
Is apoplex’d; for madness would not err. 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne’er so thrall’d 
But it reserved some quantity of choice. 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was't 
That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-blind ? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight. 

Earn without hands or eyes, smelling sams all. 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope. 

O shame! where is thy blush? Bebellious hell. 

If tliou canst mutine in a matron’s bones, 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax. 

And melt in her own fire: proclaim no shame 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge. 

Since frost itsdf as actively doth bum. 

And reason panders will. 

Queen. 0 Hamlet, speak no more: 

Thou tum'st mine eyes into my very soul; 

And there I see such black and grained spots 
As will not leave their tinct 
Ham. Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed, 
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stew’d in corraption, honeying and making love 
Over the nasty sty — 

QiiceTi. O, speak to me no more; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears; 

No more, sweet Hamlet! 

ffam. A murderer and a villain ; 

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord; a vice* of kings; * 

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule. 

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 

And put it in his pocket! 

Queen. No more! 

ffam. A king of shreds and patches — 


Enter Ghost. 

Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings. 

You heavenly guards ! What would your gracious figure t 
Queen. Alas, he’s mad! 

ffatn. 1)0 you not come your tardy son to chide. 
That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command? 

0, say! 

Ohoet. Do not foiget: this visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 

But, look, amazement on thy mother sits: 



O, step between her and her fighting soul: 

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works: 

Speak to her, Hamlet. 

ffam. How is it with yon, lady? 

Queen. Alas, how is't with yon, 

That you do bend your e^e on vacancy 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse? 

Yorth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, 

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements, 

Starts up, and stands on end. 0 geqtle son. 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 
ffam. On him, on him 1 Look yon, mw pale he glares ! 


His form and cause coiyoin’d, preaching to stonts. 
Would make them capabla Do not look upon pie; 
Lest with this piteous action you convert 
My stem effects: then what 1 have to do 
Will want true colour; tears perchance for blou|9. 

Queen. To whom do you speak this? 
ffam. Do you see nothing there? 

Queen. Nothing at all; yet all that is I see.' 
iTam. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing but ourselves. 

Sam. Why, look you there I look, how it steals away ! 
My father, in his habit as he lived! 

Look, where lie goes, even now, out at the portal I 

\ExU Ohoet. 
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Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 

This bodiless creation ecstasy* iiiida««. 

Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy ! 

My pulse, ns yours, doth temperately keep time, 

And makes as healthful music; it is not madness 
That 1 have utter'd: bring me to the test, 

And I the matter will re-word; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace. 

Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 

That not your trespass, but my madness, speaks: 

It will but skin and film the ulcerous place, 

Whilst rank corruption, mining all within, 

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven; 
llcpent what’s past; avoid what is to come; 

And do not aprciid the compost on the weeds. 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue; 

For, in the fatness of these pursy times, 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg, 

Yea, curb* and woo for leave to do him good. »»*««•• 
Queen. 0 Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart in twain. 
Ham. 0, throw away the worser part of it^ 

And live the purer with the other half. 

Good night: but go not to mine uncle’s bed; 

Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat. 

Oft habits’ devil, is angel yet in this. 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock or livery, 

'Tiiat aptly is put on. Refrain to-night. 

And that shalt lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy ; 

For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 

And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night: 

And when you are desirous to be bless’d. 

I’ll blessing beg of you. For this same lord, 

[Pointing to Pdonius. 

I do repeut: but heaven hath pleased it so. 

To punish me with this and this with me, 

Tliat I must bo their scourge and minister. 

1 will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night. 


I must be cruel, only to be kind: 

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. 

One word more, good lady. 

Queen. What shall I do? 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do: 

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed; 

Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you his mouse; 

And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses. 

Or paddling in your neck with his danm’d fingers. 

Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That 1 essentially am not in madness. 

But mad in craft. ’Twerc good you let him know; 

For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise. 

Would from a paddock,^ from a bat, a gib,* 

Such dear concernings bide? who would do so? 

No, in despite of sense and secrecy. 

Unpeg the ba.skct on the house’s top. 

Let the birds fly, and, like (he famous ape. 

To try conclusions* in the ^sket creep, 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assured, if words be made of breath. 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to England ; you know that ? 

Queen. Alack, 

I had forgot: ’tis so concluded on. 

Ham. There’s letters seal’d : and my two schoolfellows. 
Whom I Vr’ill trust as 1 will adders fang’d, 

They bear the mandate; they must sweep my way. 

And marshal me to knavery. Let it work; 

For ’tis the sport to have the enginer 

Hoist with his own (letar: and 't shall go hard 

But I will delve one yard below their mines. 

And blow them at the moon: 0, 'tis most sweet. 

When in one line two crafts directly meet. 

This man shall set me packing: 

I’ll lug the guts into the neighbour room. 

Mother, good night. Indeed, this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave. 

Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night, mother. 

[Pxeunt severally; Hamid dragging in Polonius. 




ACT IV. 

ScEKK I . — A room in the easUe. 


Enter King, Queen, Rosenceantz, and Guildbnstern. 

Kinff. There’s matter in these sighs, these profound 
heaves: 

You must trandate: ’tis fit we understand them. 

Where is your son? 

Qu^n. Bestow this place on us a little while. 

[Exeunt Roeencrantz and OuUdensUm. 
Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night I 
King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 

Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when Iratii contend 
Which is the mightier: in his lawless fit^ 

Behind the arras hearing something stir. 

Whips out his rapier, cries, ‘A ra^ a rat!' 

And, in his brainish apprehension, IHlls 
The unseen good old man. 

King. 0 heavy deed ! 

It had been so with us, had we been there : 

His liberty is full of threats to all; 

To you yourself, to us, to every ona 

Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answered? 

It wfll be laid to us, whose providence 

Should have kept short, restrain'd, and out of haunt,* 

This mad young man : but so much was our love, * 

We w^d not understand what was most fit; 

But, like the owner of a foul disease. 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Evra on the pith of lifts. Where is he gone? 

Quma. To draw apart the body he hath kill’d : 

Oer whom his very madness, like some ore* 

Among a mineral* of metals base, tAioto. 

Shows itself pure; he weeps for what is done. 

King. 0 Gertrude, come away! 


The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch. 

But we will ship him hence: and this vile deed 
We must, with all our mejssty and skill, 

Both countenance and excuse. Ho, Guildenstem! 

Be-*nitr Bosencbantz and Guildenstebn. 

Friends both, go join you with some further aid : 
Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, 

And from his mother's closet bath bo dragg'd him: 

Go seek him out; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel I pray you, haste in this. 

[Exeumt Roeencrantz and OuUdensttrn. 
Come, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wisest friends; 

And let them know, both wW we mean to do. 

And what's untimely done; so, haply slander — 

Whose whiq>er o'er the world’s diameter. 

As levd as the cannon to his blank. 

Transports his poisoafd shot — may miss our name. 

And hit the woundless air. O, come away! 

My soul is full of discord and dismay. [SxeuiU. 

Scene II . — Another room in the eaxAU. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Kam. Safely stowed. 

Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! 

Ham. What noise? who calls on Hamlet? 0, here 
they come. 

Enter Bosbncrantz and Guildensteen. 

Roe. What have you done, my lord, with the dead 
body? ’ 
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Ham. Compounded it -with dust, whereto 'tie kin. 

Bob. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it 
And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it 

Boa. Believe what 1 

Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and not mine 
own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge I what repli- 
cation should be made by the son of a king? 

Boa. Take you me for a sponge, my lord? 

Ham. Ay, sir, that soaks up the king's countenance, 
his rewards, his authorities. But such oflicers do the 
king best service in the end : he keeps them, like an ape 
doth nuts, in the comer of his jaw ; first mouthed, to be 
last swallowed : when he needs what you have gleaned, it 
IS but squeezing you, and, sponge, you shall be dry again. 

Boa. 1 understand you not, my lord. 

Ham. 1 am glad of it : a knavish speech sleeps in a 
foolish ear. 

Boa. My lord, you must tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is 
not with the body. The king is a thing — 

Ouil. A thing, my lord ! 


Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him. Hide fox, and 
all after. [Ahsimf. 

ScEKE III. — Another room in the eaaUe. 

Enter King, attended. 

King. 1 have sent to seek him, and to find the body. 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loose 1 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him : 

He’s loved of the distracted mutitude. 

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 

And where *tis so, the offender’s scourge is weigh’d. 

But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even. 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause: mseases desperate grown 
By desperate appliance are relieved. 

Or not at all 

Enter Bosencraetz. 

How now! what hath befall'n? 

Boa. Where the dead body is bestow’d, my lord, 

We cannot get Irom him. 

King. But where is he? 



Boa Without, my lord; guarded, to know your pleasure. 

King. Bring him before us. 

Boa. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius ? 

Ham. At supper. 

King. At supper! whore? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where ht is eaten : a 
certain convocation of politic worms are e’en at him 
Your worm is your only emperor for diet: we fat all 
creatures else to fat us, and we fat ourselves for maggots : 
your fat king and your lean beg^mr is but variable service, 
two dishes, but to one table: uiat’s the end. 

King. Alas, alas I 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that bath eat 
of a king, and eat of the fish that hath fed of that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this? 

Ham. Nothing but to show you how a king may go 
a progress throu^ the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius?^ 

Ham. In heaven; send thither to see: if your mes- 
senger find hto not there, seek him i’ the other place 
VOL. n. 


yoursdf. But indeed, if you find him not within this 
month, you shall nose him as you go up the stairs into 
the lobby. 

Ring. Go seek him there. [To aome Attendanta. 

Ham. He will stay till ye come. [Exeunt Attendanta. 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety — 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done — must send thee hence 
With fiery quickness: therefore prepare thyself; 

Xlie bark is ready, and the wind at help. 

The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England! 

King. Ay, Hamlet 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew’st our purposes. 

Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them. But, come ; for 
England! Forewdl, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet 

Ham. My mother : father and mother is man and wife ; 
man and wife is one flesh; and so, my mother. Come, 
for England! ^ [^cit 

King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with speed aboard ; 
Delay it not; I’ll have him hence to-night: 
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Away! for every thing is seal’d and done, 

That else leans on the affair : pray you, make haste. 

[jSxeuTU Jtosencraniz and CfuildmtUm. 
And, England, if my love thou hold’st at aught — 

As my great power thereof may give thee sense. 

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us — ^thou mayst not coldly set 
Our sovereign process; which imports at full. 

By letters congruing to that effect, 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England; 

For like the hectic in my blood he rages. 

And thou must cure me: till I know tis done. 

Howe’er my haps, my joys were ne’er begun. [Exii. 

Scene IV . — A jdain in Denmark. 

Eater Fortinbras, a Captain, and Soldiers, marching. 

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king; 
Tell him that, by his license, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promised march 



Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 

If that his majesty would aught with us. 

We shall express our duty in his eye; 

And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do’t^ my lord. 

For. Go softly on. \Exeu.nt Fortinbras and Sddiers. 


Enter Hamlet, Bossncrantz, Gcildensteek. and edhert. 

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these? 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir, 

Sam. How potposed, sir, I may you ? 

Cap. Asainst some part of Poland. 

Ham Who commands them, sir? 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ham Goes it against the main of Poland, sir, 

Or for some frontier? 

Cap. Tmljr to speak, and with no addition. 

We ^ to ^n a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five ducats, five, I would not fimn it; 


Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it. 

Cap. Yes, it is already garrison’d. 

Ham Two thousand souls and twenty thousand ducats 
Will not debate the question of this straw: 

This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. 1 humbly thank you, sir. 

Cap. God be wi’ you, sir. [iin^. 

Boa. Will’t please yoii go, my lord ? 

Ham I will be with you straight Go a little before. 

[Fbeeunt all except Hamlet. 
How all occasions do inform a^inst me. 

And spur my dull revenge! What is a man. 

If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to sleep and feed? a beast, no more. 

Sure, He that made us with such large discourse. 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and god>1ike reason 
To fust in us unused. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the event — 

A thought which, quarter’d, hath but one part wisdom 
And ever three parts coward — I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, ‘This thing’s to do;’ 

Sith I have cause and will and strength and means 
To do’t. Examples gross as earth exliort me : 

Witness this army of such mass and charge 
Led by a delicate and tender prince. 

Whose spirit with divine ambition puff’d 
Makes mouths at the invisible event. 

Exposing what is mortal and unsure 
To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Even for an egg-shell. Bightly to be great 
Is not to stir without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw 

When honour’s at the stoke. How stand 1 then, ^ 

That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d. 

Excitements of my reason and my blood, 

And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 

That, for a fantasy and trick of fame. 

Go to their graves like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caiise. 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 
To hide the slain? 0, from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth! {Exit. 

Scene V. — Elsinore. A room, in the castle. 

Enter Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 

Queen. I will not speak with her. 

OeiU. She is im^rtunate, indeed distract: 

Her mood will nee^ be pitied. 

Queen. What would she have? 

Cent. She speaks much of her father; says shE hears 
There’s tricks i’ the world ; and hems, and beats her heart; 
Spurns enviously at straws; speaks things in dottbt. 
That carry but half sense: her speech is nothing 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; they aim at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughls; 
Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures yield them. 
Indeed would make one think there might be thought, 
'Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

Hot. ’Twere good she were spoken with ; for she may 
strew ^ 

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 
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Quun. L«t her come in. Horatio. 

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is, 

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss: 

So full of artless jealousy is guilt. 

It spills itself ill fearing to be spilt. 

Re-emter Horatio, wUh Ophelia. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark 7 
Queen. How now, Ophelia! 

Oph. [iSin^s.] How should I your true love know 
From another one? 

By his cockle hat and staff. 

And his sandal shoon. 

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 
Oph. Say you? nay, pray you, mark. 

[iSifn^s.] He is dead and gone, lady. 

He is dead and gone ; 

At his head a grass-green turf, 

At his heels a stone. 


Queen. Nay, but, Ophelia — 

Oph. Pray you, mark. 

[S'tTi^s.] White his shroud as the mountain snow — 
£nter KiNO. 

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Oph. [^STin^rs.] Larded all with sweet flowers ; 

Which bewnpt to the grave did go 
With true-love showers. 


XiTig. How do you, pretty lady? 

Oph. Well, Ood 'ild you ! They say the owl was a 
baker’s daughter. Ixird, we know what we are, but know 
not M'hat we may be. God be at your table ! 

KiTig. Conceit upon her father. 

Oph. Pray you, let’s have no words of this ; but when 
they ask you what it means, say you this: 

[iS^tnys.] To-morrow is Saint Valentine’s day, 

All in the morning betime. 

And 1 a maid at your window, 

'To be your Valentine. 

Then up he rose, and donn’d his clothes. 
And dapp’d^ the chamber-door; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia! 

Oph. Indeed, la, without an oath. I’ll make an end on’t: 

[iS^in^s.] By Gis and by Saint Charity, 

Alack, and fie for shame! 

Young men will do’t, if they come to’t; 

By cock, they are to blame. 

Quoth she, before you tumbled me. 

You promised me to wed. 

So would I ha’ done, by yonder sun, 

An thou hadst not come to my bed. 


King. How long hath she been thus? 

Oph. I hope all will be weU. We must be patient: 
but I cannot choose but weep, to think they should lay 
him i’ the cold ground. My brother shall know of it: 
and so I thank you for your good counsel. Come, my 
coach I Good night, la^cs ; good night, sweet ladies ; good 
night, good night {EseU. 

King. Follow her close ; give her good watch, I pray 
you. [Exit Horatio. 

0, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs 


All from her father’s death. O Gertrude, Gertrude^ 
When sorrows come, they come not single spies. 

But in battalions. First, her father shun: 

Next, your son gone; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove: the people muddied, 

'Tliick, and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers. 
For good Polonius’ death ; and we have done but greenly* 
In hugger-mugger* to inter him: poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself and her fair judgment, lucnn- 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts: 
Last, and as much containing as all these, 

Her brother is in secret come from France ; 

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infect his car 
With pestilent speeches of his father's death ; 

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d. 

Will nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this. 

Like to a murdering-piece, in many places 

Gives me superfluous death. [A noise vnthin. 

Queen. Alack, what noise is this? 

King. Wlierc arc my Switzers ? Let them guard the 
door. 


Enter another Gentleman. 

What is the matter? 

Gmt. Save yourself, my lord: 

'The ocean, overpeeriug of his list. 

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 

O’orbears your officers. The rabble call him lord ; 

And, as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry, ‘ Choose we : Laertes shall be king :’ 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds: 
'Laertes shall be king, Laertes king!’ 

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry! 

0, this is counter ; ^ you false Danish dogs ! ' *> **‘* *“»*• 

King. The doors are broke. [Noise vnthin. 

Enter Laertes, armed ; Danes foUowing. 

Laer. Where is this king ? Sirs, stand you all without. 
Danes. No, let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 

Daves. We will, we will. [They retire vrithout the door. 
Laer. I thank you : keep the door. 0 thou vile king. 
Give me my father! 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

Zacr. That drop of blood that’s calm proclaims me 
bastard. 

Cries cuckold to my father, brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like? 

I^et him go, Gertrude: do not fear our person: 

There's such divinity doth hedge a king. 

That treason can but peep to what it would. 

Acts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes, 

Why thou art thus incensed. Ijet him go, Gertrude. 
Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is my father? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead? I’ll not be juggled with: 
To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackest devil I 
Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit I 
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I daie danmatioD. To this point I stand, 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes; only I’ll be revenged 
Most thronghly for my fother. 

Who shall stay you? 
Latr. My will, not all the world: 

And for my means. I'll husband them so wdl, 

They shall go for with little 
Exng. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 

Of your dear fothei's death, is’t writ in your revenge. 


[Act IV. 

That, swoopstake, you will draw both Mend and foe. 
Winner and loser? 

Lcur. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Latr. To his good friends thus wide I’U ope my arms ; 
And like the kind life-rendering pelican, 

Bepast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child and a true gentleman. 

That I am guiltless of ^our father’s death. 

And am most sensible in grief for it, 



It shall as level to your judgment pierce 
As day does tt^our ey& 

Damtt. Let her come in. 

Latr. How now! what noise is that? 

Se-mUr Othelia. 

0 heat, dry up my brains I tears seven times salt, 
Bum out me sense and virtue of mine eye! 

heaven, tiiy madness shall be paid by weight. 
Till onr scide turn the beam. 0 rose of May ! 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia! 

O heavens! ia’t possible, a young maid’s wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man’s life? 

Nature is fine in love, and where ’tis Jlne, 

It sends some precions instance of itsdf 
After the thing it loves. 


Oph. [Sin^.] , 

They bore him barefaced on the bier; 

Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny; 

And in his grave rain’d many a tear;— 

Fare you well, my dove! 

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade ^enge. 
It could not move thus. 

Oph. Tou must sing a-down a-down. 

An you caU mm a-down-a. 

0, how the wheel* becomes it! It is the folse Reward, 
that stole his master's daughter. tatM. 

Laer. This nothingfs more than matter. 

Oph, Thereb rosemary, that’s for remembrance; pray, 
love, remembeit: and there is pansies, that^s for thoughts 
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L(UT. a document in madness, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Ofh. There’s fennel for yon, and columbines : there's 
rue for you ; and here's some for me : wo may call it 
herb-grace o’ Sunda]rs : 0, you must wear your rue with 
a difference. There's a daisy : 1 would give you some 
violets, but they withered all when my father died: they 
say he made a good end — 

For bonny sweet Bobin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself, 

She turns to favour and to prettiness. 

Oph. And will he not come again? 

And will he not come again? 

No, no, he is dead: 

Go to thy death-bed : 

He never will come again. 

His beard was as white as snow. 

All flaxen was his poll: 

He is gone, he is gone. 

And we cast away moan: 

God ha’ mercy on his soul! 


And of all Christian souls, I pray God. 
Laxr. Do you sec this, 0 God? 


God be wi ye. 
\Exii. 


King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief. 

Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 

Make choice of whom your wisest friends yon will 
And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me: 

If by direct or by collateral hand 

They find us touch’d, we will our kingdom give. 

Our crown, our lifov and all that we call ours, 

To you in satisfaction ; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience to us. 

And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due content 

Latr. Let this be so; 

His means of death, his obscure funeral— 

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o’er his bones, 

No noble rite nor formal ostentation — 

Cry to be heard, as ’twere from heaven to earth. 

That I must call’t in question. 

King. So you shall; 

And whero the offence is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you, go with me. [Exaini. 

Scene VI. — Anoiluf room in the eastU. 

Enter Horatio and a Servant 

Jlor. What are they that would speak with me? 
Serv. Sailors, sir: they say they have letters for yon. 



Jlor. Let them come in. [Exit Servant. 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet 

Enter Sailors. 

First SaU. God bless you, sir. 

Ifor. Let him bless thee too. 

First Sail He shall, sir, an’t please hn;:. There’s a 
letter for you, sir: it comes from the ambassador that 
was bound for England; if your name be Horatio, as I 
am let to know it is. 

Kor. [Becuds.'l ‘Horatio, when thou sholt have over- 
looked this, give these fellows some means to the king: 
they have letters for him. Ere we were two days old at 
sea, a pirate of very warlike appointment gave us chase. 
Finding ourselves too slow of sail, we put on a coinpelled 
valour, and in the grapple I boarded them : on the instant 
they got clear of our ship ; so I alone became their 
prisoner. They have dealt with me like thieves of mercy : 
but they knew what they did ; I am to do a good turn 
for them. Ut the king have the letters I have sent ; 


and repair thou to me with os much speed as thou 
wouldst fly death. I have words to speak in thine ear 
will make thee dumb ; yet are they much too light for 
the bore of the matter. These good fellows will bring 
thee where I am. Itosencrantz and Guildenstern hold 
their course for England : of them I have much to tell 
thea Farewell. 

‘ He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet.’ 

Come, I will make you way for these your letters ; 

And do’t the speedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. [Exeunt. 

Scene VIT. — AnoOur roam in the eastle. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

Kir^. Now must your conscience my acquittance seal. 
And you must put me in your heart for fnend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing^ ear. 

That he which hath your noble father slain 
Pursued my life. 

laer. It well appears: but tell me 
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Why you proceeded not against these feats, 

So crimeful and so capital in nature, 

As by your safety, wisdom, all things else. 

You mainly were stirr'd up. 

King. O, for two special reasons; 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much uiisincw'd. 

But yet to me they are strong. The queen his mother 
lives almost by his looks: and for myself — 

My virtue, or my plague, be it either which — 

She’s so conjunctive to my life and soul. 

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 

I co^d not but by her. The other motive, 

Why to a public count 1 might not go. 

Is the great love the general gender bear him; 

Who, dipping all his foults in their aflection, 

Would, like the spring that turneth wood to stone. 
Convert his gyves to graces; so that my arrows. 

Too slightly timber’d for so loud a wind, 

Would have reverted to my bow again, 

And not where I had aim’d them. 

Zosr. And so have 1 a noble father lost ; 

A sister driven into desperate terms. 

Whose worth, if praises may go back again, 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections: but my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must not 
tbank 

That we are made of stuff so dat and dull, 

That we can let our beard be shook with danger. 

And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more: 

I loved your father, and we love ourself; 

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine — 

EiU»r a Messenger. 

How now! what news? 

Mesa. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet: 

This to your majesty; this to the queen. 

King. From Hai^et! who brought them? 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say; I saw them not: 
They were given me by Claudio; he received them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes, you shall hear them. 

Leave us. [ihaf Measmger. 

[Reai$.'\ ‘ High and mighty, You shall know I am set 
naked on your kingdom. To-morrow shall I beg leave 
to see your kingly eyes: when I shall, first asking your 
pardon thereunto, recount the occasion of my sudden and 
more strange return. 

‘Hamlet.’ 

What should this mean? Are all the rest come back? 
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing? 

Ltur. Know you the hand? 

Kii^. Tis Hamlet’s character. ‘Naked!’ 

And in a postscript here, he says ‘alone.’ 

Can you advise me ? 

Lfur. I’m lost in it, my lord. But let him come; 

It warms the very sickness in my heart, 

That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, 

‘Thus diddest thou.’ 

Knig. If it be so, Laertes — 

As^ how should it be so ? how otherwise ? — 

Will you be ruled by me? 

iosr. Ay, my lord ; 

So you will not o’errule me to a pease. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be now return’d. 
As checking at* his voyage, w>d that he means *•*«“»« 


No more to undertake it, I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 

Under the which he shall not choose but fall: 

And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe, 

But even his mother shall uncharge the practice. 

And call it accident. 

Lout. My lord, I wiU be ruled ; 

The rather, if you could devise it so 
That I might bo the oigan. 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talk’d of since your travel much. 

And that in Hamlet’s hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him 
As did that one, and that, in my regard, 

Of the unworthiest siege.' 

Laer. What part is that, my lord? 

King. A very riband in the. cap of youth. 

Yet needful too; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears 
Than settled age his sables and his weeds, 

Importing health and graveness. Two months since. 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy : — 

I’ve seen myself, and served against, the French, 

And they can well on horseback : but this gallaitt 
Had witchcraft in’t; he grew unto his seat; 

And to such wondrous doing brought his horse, 

As he had been incorpsed and demi-naturcd 
With the brave beast: so far ho topp’d my thought. 
That I, in foigery of shapes and tricks. 

Come short of what he did. 

Lour. A Norman was’t? 

King. A Norman. 

Lour. Upon my life, Lamond. 

King. The very same. 

Latr. I know him well: he is the brooch indeed. 
And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confession of you, 

And gave you such a masterly report ** 

For art and exercise in your defence. 

And for your rapier most especially. 

That he cried out, ’twould be a sight indeed. 

If one could match you: the scrimers* of their nation, 
Ho swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 

If you opposed them. Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy. 

That he could nothing do but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o’er, to play with him. 

Now, out of this — 

Laer. What out of this, my lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you? 

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 

A face without a heart? 

Lour. ■* Why ask you this? 

King. Not that I think you did not love your father ; 
But that I know love is begun time; 

And that I see, in passa^ of proof. 

Time oualiiies the spark and fire of it. 

There lives within the very flame of love , 

A kind of wick or snuff that will abate it; 

And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 

For goodness, growing to a plurisy,’ 

Dies in his own too much: that we would do, i 
We should do when we would; for this ‘would’ oranges. 
And bath abatements and delays as many 
As there are tonmes, are haniu, are accidents; ' 

And then this ‘Mould’ is like a spendthrift sigh. 

That hurts bw easing. But^ to the quick o' the ulcer : — 
Hamlet comes Ixmk : what would you undertake, 
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To show yourself your father’s son in deed 
More than in words? 

Jmxt. To, cut his throat i’ the church. 

King. No place, indeed, should murder sanctuarize* 
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes 
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber. ’ 
Hamlet return’d shall know you are come home: 

We’ll put on those shall praiso your excellence 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you; bring you in fine together 
And wager on your heads: he, being remiss. 

Most .generous and free from all contriving, 

WiU not peruse the foils; so that, with ease, 

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 
A sword unbated,* and in a pass of practice * vaUuiiud. 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do’t : 

And, for that purpose. I’ll anoint my sword. 

I bought an unction of a mountebank. 

So mortal that, but dip a knife in it. 

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare. 

Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death 
That is but scratch’d withal : I’ll touch my point 
With this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly, 

It may be death. 

King. I.iet’s further think of this; 

Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our shape: if this should fail, 

And that our drift look through our b.ad performance. 
'Twere better not assay’d : therefore this project 
Should have a back or second, that might hold, 

If this should blast in proof. Soft! let me see: 

We’ll make a solemn wager on your cunnings: 

I ha’t : 

When in your motion you are hot and dry — 

As make your bouts more violent to that end — 

And that he calls for drink. I’ll have prepared him 
A chalice for the nonce, whereon but sipping. 


If he by chance escape your venom’d stuck,* •»««*. 
Our purpose may hold there. 

Enier Queen. 

How now, sweet queen! 

Owen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel. 

So fast they follow: your sister’s drown’d, Laertes. 

Lcur. Drown’d I O, where ? 

Qaun. There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 

There with fantastic garlands did she come 
Of crow'flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples 
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name. 

But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call them: 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 

When down her weedy trophies and herself 

Fell in the weeping brook, llcr clothes spread wide; 

And, mermaid-like, awhile they boro her up : 

Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes; 

As one incapable* of her own distress, •iiDoimai. 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element: but long it could not be 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink. 

Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas, then, she is drown’d? 

Quern. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore T forbid my tears : but yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds, 

Let shame say what it will: when these are gone. 

The woman will be out. Adieu, my lord : 

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze. 

But that this folly drowns it. [Exit. 

King. Let’s follow, Gertrude: 

How much I had to do to calm his rage! 

Now fear I this will give it start again ; 

Therefore let’s follow. [Exeunt. 




ACT V. 

Scene I. — A ekwnkyard. 


Enter two Clowns, with sfodta, Ae. 

Fint Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian burial that 
wilfully seeks her own salvation ? 

See. Clo. I tdl thee she is: and therefore make her 
grave straight: the crowner hath sat on her, and finds 
it Christian burial 

First Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned her- 
self in her own defence? 

See. Clo. Why, *tis found so. 

First Clo. It must be ‘se offendendo;' it cannot bo 
else. For here lies the point : if I drown myself wittingly, 
it argues an act: and an act hath three branches; it 
is, to act, to do, to perform: aigal, she drowned herself 
wittingly. 

See. Cb. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver — 

FirU Cb. Give me leave. Here lies the water; good : 
here stands the man ; good : if the man go to this water, 
and drown himself, it is. will he, nill he, he goes— mark 
ou that ; but if the water come to him and drown him, 
e drowns not himself: aigal, he that is not guilty of 
his own death shortens not his own life. 

See. Cb. But is this law 7 

First Cb. Ay, marry, is’t; crownert quest law. 

See. Cb. Will you ha’ the truth on’t ? If this had not 
been a gentlewoman, she should have been buried out o’ 
Christian burial 

Fira Cb. Why, there thou sa/st: and the more pity 
that great folk should have countenance in this world to 
drown or hang themselves, more than their even^ irwam. 
Christian. Come, my spade. Tliere is no ancient gen- 
tlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers: they 
hold up Adam’s profession. 

See. Cb. Was he a gentleman? 

First Cb. He was the first that ever bore orma 

See. Cb. Why, he had none. 

Fir^ Cb. W^t, art a heathen? How dost thou 
understand the Scripture? The Scripture says 'Adam 
digged:’ could he dig without arms? I’ll put another 
question to thee: if thou answerest me not to the pur- 
pose, confess thyself— 

See. Cb. Go to. 

First Cb. What is he that builds stronger than either 
the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter? 


See. Cb. The gallows-maker; for that frame outlives 
a thousand tenants. 

First Cb. I like thy wit well, in good faith : the 
gallows does well ; but how does it wml ? it does well 
to those that do ill : now thou dost ill to say the gallows 
is built stronger than the church : aigal, the gallows may 
do well to thee. To’t again, come. 

See. Cb. 'Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship- 
wright, or a carpenter?’ 

Firk Cb. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.* 

See. Cb. Marry, now I can tell 

First Cb. To’t. 

See. Cb. Mass, I cannot tell 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a disbnee. 

First Cb. Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for 
your dull ass will not mend his pace with beating ; and, 
when you are asked this question next, say a ‘gmve-inaker:’ 
the houses that he makes last till doomsday. Go, get 
thee to Taughan : fetch me a stoup of liquor. 

[Exit See. Clown. 

[He digs, and sings. 

In youth, when I did love, did love, 

Metbought it was very sweet. 

To contract, 0, the time, for, ah, my behove, 

0, methought, there was nothing meet 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business, that 
he sings at grave-making? 

Hot. Custom hath made it in him a property of easi- 
ness. 

Ham. ’Tis e’en so: the hand of little employment 
hath the daintier sense. 

First Cb. [iStnjis.] 

But age, with his stealing steps, 
mth claw’d me in his dutch, 

And hath dripped me intil the land. 

As if I had never been such. 

[^roiof up « deM. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and cou)d sing 
once: how thq knave jowls it to the ground, as if it were 
Cain’s jaw-bone, that did the first murder ! It might be 
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the pate of a jralitioian,' which this ass now o’er- ' 
reaches; one that would circumvent God, might it not* 

Hot. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtfer ; which could say, • Good mor- 
row, sweet lord 1 How dost thou, good lord V This might 
be my lord such-a-one, that praised my lord such-a-onc’s 
horse, when he meant to beg it ; might it not ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Why, e’en so ; and now my Lady Worm’s ; 
chapless, and knocked about the mazzard with a sexton’s 
spade: here’s fine revolution, an we had the trick to see’t. 
Did these bones cost no more the breeding, but to play 
at loggats with 'em? mine ache to think on’t. 


Firtt Clo. 

A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade 
For and a shroudmg sheet: 

0, a pit of clay for to oe made 
For such a guest is meet. 

[Throm up another akuU. 

Ham. There’s another: why may not that be the 
skull of a lawyer ? Where be bis quiddities now, his 
quillets, his coses, his tenures, and his tncks 7 why does 
he suffer this rude knave now to knock him about the 
sconce with a dirty shovel, and will not tell him of his 



action of battery ? Hum ! This fellow might be in’s 
time a great buyer of land, with his statute, his recog- 
nizances, his fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries: 
is this the fine of his fines, and the rwovery of his re- 
coveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt* will his 
vouchers vouch him no more of his purchases, and double 
ones too, than the length and breadth of a pur of in- 
dentures ? The very conveyances of his lands will hardly 
lie in this box ; and must the inheritor himself have no 
more, 1^7 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins 7 

Hot. my lord, and of calf-skins too. 

Ham. lli^ are sheep and calves which seek out assur- 
VOL. u. 


nnce in that. I will speak to this fellow. Whose grave’s 
this, sirrah? 

Clo, Mine, sir. 

0, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet 

Ham. I think' it be thine, indeed ; for thou liest in’t 
Fvrat Clo. You lie out oii’t, sir, and therefore it is not 
yours : for my part, I do not lie in’t, and yet it is mina 
Ham. Thou dost lie in’t, to be in’t and say it is thine : 
tis for the dead, not for the quick ; therefore thou liest 
Firtt Clo. Tis a quick )'lie, sir; ’twill away again, from 
me to you. 

Ham, What man dost thou dig it for? 

18 
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First Cto. For no man, sir. 

ffam. What woman, then? 

First Clo. For none, neither. 

Ham. Who ia to be buried in‘t ? 

First Clo. One that was a woman, sir; but, rest her 
soul, she’s dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is! we must speak 
by the ccud, or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, 
Horatio, these three years I have taken a note of it; the 
age is grown so picked* that the toe of the peasant * 
comes so near the heel of the courtier, he galls his kibe. 
How long hast thou been a grsve*maker? 

Fir^ Clo. Of all the days i’ the year, 1 came to’t that 
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that since? 

FirU Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell 
that : it was the very day that young Hamlet was boru : 
he that is mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England? 

First Clo. Why, because he was mad : he shall recover 
his wits there; or. if he do not, it’s no great matter 
there. 

Ham. Why ? 

First Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the 
men are as mad as he? 

Ham. How came he mad? 

First Clo. Very strangely, the)' say. 

Ham. How strangely? 

First Clo. Faith, e’en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground? 

First Clo. Why, here in Denmark : I have been sexton 
here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham How long will a man lie i’ the earth ere he rot ? 

First Clo. r faith, if he be not rotten befoie he die 
— as we have many pocky corses now-a-days, that will 
scarce hold the laying in — he will last you some eight 
year or nine year: a tanner will last you nine year. 

Ham Why he more than another? 

First Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade, 
that he will keep out water a great whUe; and your 
water is a sore decayer of your whoreson dead Imy. 
Here’s a skull now; this skull has lain in the earth 
three and twenty years. 

Ham Whose was it ? 

First Clo. A whoreson mad fellow’s it was: whose 
do you think it was? 

Ham Nay, I know not 

First Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue! a’ 
poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This same 
skull, sir, was Yorick's skull, the king’s jester. 

Ham This? 

First Clo. E’en that. 

Ham Let me see. [Takes the dcull.'\ Alas, poor Yorickl 
I knew him, Horatio: a fellow of infinite jest, of moat 
excellent fancy ; he hath borne me on his back a thousand 
times ; and now, how abhorred in my imagination it is I 
my goige rises at it Here hung those lips that 1 have 
kissra 1 know not how oft Where be your gibes now ? 
your gambols? your songs? your flashes of merriment, 
that were wont to set the table on a roar? Not one 
now, to mock your own grinning? quite chap-fallen? 
Now get yon to my ladVs chamber, and tell her, let her 

C int an inch thick, to this favour she must come; make 
r lau^ at that Prithee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 
Hot. What’s that my lord? 

Ham Dost thou think Alexander looked o’ this fashion 
i’ the earth? 

Her. Fen so. 

Horn. And smelt so ? pah ! [Fats down the skuU. 


Hot. E'en so, my lord. 

Ham To what base uses we may return, Horatio! 
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of Alex- 
ander, till he find it stopping a bung-hole? 

Hor. ’Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so. 
Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him thither 
with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it : as thus : 
^exander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander retumeth 
into dust; the dust is -earth; of earth we make loam; 
and why of that loam, whereto he was converted, might 
they not stop a beer-bqrrel? 

Imperious Ceesar, dead and turn’d to day, 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 

O, that that eartli, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter’s flaw! 

But soft ! but soft ! aside : here comes the king. 



Enter Priests, <&>•, in proeession; the Corpse of Ophelia, 
Laertes and Mourners /o/^uan^; King, Queen, their 
trains, de. 

The queen, the courtiers: who is this they follow? 

And with such maimed rites? This doth betoken 
The corse they follow did with desperate hand 
Fordo its own life: ’twas of some estate. 

Couch we awhile, and mark. [Retiring with Horatio. 
J/ur. What ceremony else? 

Ham That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth: mark. 

Lout. What ceremony else? 

First Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarged 
As we have warrantise : her death was doubtful ; 

And, but tW great command o’ersways the older, 

She should in ground uusanctified have lodged ■' 

Till the last trumpet; for charitable prayers, 

Shards, flints, and pebbles should be thrown on^her: 
Yet here she is allow’d her virgin ciants,* ij tomau. 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing hon^ 

Of bell and burial ■ 

Lost. Must there no more be done? 

First Priest. No more ]be done : 

We should profane the service of the dead, 

To sing a requiem and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 

£aer. ^ Lay her i’ the earth : 
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And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring! I tell thee, churlish priest, 

A ministering angel shall my sister be. 

When thou uest howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! 

Qnuen. Sweets to the sweet : forewell 1 

[Scattering fiowera. 

I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet’s wife; 

I thought thy brido-bed to have deck’d, sweet maid,’ 
And not have strew’d thy grave. 

Lcur. 0, treble woo 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head. 

Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Deprived thee of! Hold off the earth awhile, 

Till 1 have caught her once more in mine arms: 

[Leaps into the grave. 

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountain you have made. 

To o’ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. [Advancing.'] What is he whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them stand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave. 

Lcur. The devil take thy soul! 

[Qrapplvng vhth him. 

Ham. Thou pra/st not well 
I prithee, take thy fingers from my throat; 

For, though I am not splenitive and rash. 

Yet have I some.*-hing in me dangerous. 

Which let thy wiseness fear: hold off thy hand. 

King. Pluck them asunder. 

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet ! 

All. Gentlemen — 

Hot. Good my lord, be quiet 

[The Attendants part them, and they come out of the grave. 

Ham. Why, 1 will fight with him upon this theme 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

Queen. 0 my son, what theme? 

Ham. I loved Ophelia: forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their qiuintity of love. 

Make up my sum. What wilt thou do for her? 

King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. 'Swounds, show me what thou’lt do : 

Woo’t weep? woo't fight? woo’t fast? woo’t tear thy- 
self? 

Woo’t drink up eisel?' eat a crocodile? »won»*»o<) 

I’ll do’t Dost thou come here to whine? 

To outface me with leaping in her fpuve? 

Be buried quick with her, and so will I : 

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
'Millions of acres on us, till our ground, 

Sinking his pate against the burning zone. 

Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thou’lt mouth, 

I’ll rant as well as tiiou. 

. Quern. This is mere madness: 

And thus awhile the fit will work on him; 

Anon, as patient as the female dove, ^ 

When that her golden co>uplets are disclosed. 

His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir; 

What is the reason that you use me thus? 

I loved you ever: but it is no matter; 

Let Hercules himself do what he may, 

'The cat will mew and dog will have his day. [Kxu. 
King. I pray you, gooi Horatio, wait upon h^ 

[ExU Hot(U%o, 


[To Laertes^ Strengthen your patience in our last night’s 
speech ; 

We’ll put the matter to the present push. 

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. 

This grave shall have a liviug monument: 

An hour of quiet shortly shaU we see; 

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A hall in the castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Hobatio. 

Ham. So much for this, sir: now shall you see the 
other ; 

You do remember all the circumstance? 

Hot. Bemember it, my lord! 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting. 
That would not let me sleep : methought I lay 
Worse than tlie mutines in the bilboes. Bashly, 

And praised be rashness for it, let us know, 

Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well, 

When our deep plots do pall : and that should teach us 
There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 

Bough-hew them how we will — 

Hot. That is most certain. 

Ham. Up from my cabin. 

My sea-gown scarfd about me, in the dark 
Groped I to find out them, had my desire. 

Finger’d their packet, and m fine withdrew 
'To mine own room again; making so bold, 

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 

Their grand commission; where I found, Horatio — 

0 roy^ knavery! — an exact command. 

Larded with many several sorts of reasons 
Importing Denmark’s health and England’s too, 

With, ho! such bugs and goblins in my life. 

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated. 

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe. 

My head should be struck off. 

Hot. Is’t possible? 

Ilam. Here’s the commission : read it at more leisure. 
But wilt thou hear me how I did proceed? 

Hor. I beseech you. 

, Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villanies — 
Ere I could make a prologue to my brains, 

’They had begun the play — I sat me down. 

Devised a new commission, wrote it fair: 

1 once did hold it, as our statists do, 

A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning, but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman’s service: wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote ? 

Hor. Ay, good my loid. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king. 

As England was his faithful tributary. 

As love tetween them like the palm might flourish. 

As peace should still her wheaten garland wear 
And stand a comma ’tween their amities. 

And many such-like * As’s’ of great charge. 

That, on the view and knowing of these contents, 
Without debatement further, more or less. 

He should the bearers put to sudden death. 

Not shriving-time allow’d. 
ffor. How was this setd’d ? 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant 
I had my father’s signet in my purse, 

Which was the model of that Danish seal; 

Folded the writ up in form of the other. 

Subscribed it, gave’t the impression, plao^ it safely. 

The dumgeUng never knowiL Now, the next day 
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Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent 
Thou know'st already. 

Ear. So Guildenstem and Bosencrantz go to’t 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this employ- 
ment; 

They are not near my conscience; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow: 

'Tis dangerous when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

Hor. Why, what a king is this! 

Ham Does it not, thinks’t thee, stand me now upon — 
He that hath kUl’d my king and whored my mother, 
Popp’d in between the election and my hopes. 

Thrown out his angle for my proper life. 

And with such cozenage — is’t not perfect conscience. 

To quit him with this arm? and is't not to be damn’d. 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In farther erU ? 

Hor. It most be shortly known to him from England 
What is the issue of the business there. 

Ham It will be short: the interim is mine; 

And a man’s life’s no more than to say ‘One.’ 

But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 

That to Laertes I Torgot myself ; 

For, by the image of my cause, I see 
The portraiture of his: I’ll court his favours: 

But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hor. Peace! who comes here? 

Enier OSRIC. 

Oar. Your lordship is right welcome back to Denmark. 

Ham,. I humbly thank yon, sir. Dost know this 
water-fly ? 

Hot. No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice to 
know him. He hath much land, and fertile ; let a beast 
be lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand at the king’s 
mess : ’tis a chough ; but, as I say, spacious in the pos- 
session of dirt. 

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, I 
should impart a thii^ to you from his majesty. 

Ham I will receive it, sir, with all dUigence of roirit. 
Put your bonnet to his right use; ’tis for the head. 

Oar. I thank your lordship, it is very hot. 

Ham No, believe me, ’tis very cold; the wind is 
northerly. 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham But yet methinks it is very sultry and hot for 
my complexion. 

Osr. Exceedin^y, my lord ; it is very sultry — as ’twere 
— I cannot teU how. But, m)r lord, his majesty bade me 
signify to you that he has laid a great wager on your 
head: sir, this is the matter — 

Ham. I beseech you, remember — 

\HajidA nuves him to put on hia hat. 

Oar. Nay, good my lord ; for mine ease, in good faith. 
Sir, here is newly come to court Laertes; believe me, 
an absolute gentleman, full of most excellent differences, 
of very soft society and great showing : indeed, to speak 
feelingly of him, he is the card or calendar of gentry, for 
yon snim find in him the continent of what part a gen- 
tleman would sea 

Ham. Sir, his deflnement suffers no perdition in vou; 
though, I know, to divide him inventorially would oizzy 
the arithmetic of memory, and yet but yaw neither, in 
respect of his quick sail But, in the verity of extolment, 
I tw him to be a soul of great article ; and his infusion 
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of such dearth and rareness, as, to make true diction of 
him, his semblable is his mirror; and who else would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Osr. Your lordship speaks moat infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concemanoy, sir? why do we wrap the 
gentleman in our more rawer breath? 

Osr. Sir ? 

Hor. Is’t not possible to understand in another tongue? 
You wUl do’t, sir, really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman? 

Osr. Of Laertes ? 

Hor. His purse is empty already; all’s golden words 
are spent. 

Ham Of him, sir. 

Oar. I know you are not ignorant — 

Ham I would you did, sir ; yet, in faith, if you did, 
it would not much approve me. Well, sir? 

Osr. Yoii are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is— 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should compare 
with him in excellence ; but, to know a man well, were 
to know himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the imputation 
laid on him by them, in his meed he’s unfellowed. 

Ham Whaf s his weapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons: but, well. 

Oar, The king, sir, hath warred with him six Barbary 
horses: against the which he has imponed, as 1 take it, 
six French rapiers and poniards, with their assigns, as 
girdle, hangers, and so: three of the carriages, in faith, 
are very dear to fancy, very responsive to the liilts, most 
delicate carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham What call you the carriages ? 

Hor. I knew you must be edified by the moigent ere 
you had done. 

Oar. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham The phrase would be more german to the matter, 
if we could carry cannon by our sides : I would it might 
be hangers till then. But, on : six Barbary horses against 
six French swords, their assigns, and three liberal-conceited 
carriages; that’s the French bet against the Danish. Why 
is this ‘imponed,’ os you call it? 

Oar. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen passes 
between yourself and him, he shall not exceed you three 
hits : he bath laid on twelve for nine ; and it would conic 
to immediate trial, if your lordship would vouchsafe the 
answer. 

Ham. How if I answer, * No ’ ? 

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of yoiu: person 
in trial. 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall: if it please 
his majesty, ’tis the breathing time of day with me ; let 
the foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and the king 
hold his purpose, I will win for him an I can; if not, 
I will gain nothing but my shame and the odd hita 

Oar. Shall I re-delivjer ^ou e’en so? 

Ham. To this effect, sir; after what flourish your 
nature will. 

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship. •' 

Ham Yours, yours. [Easit Oarie.)^ He does ‘.well to 
commend it himself; there aie no Ummes else f^a turn. 

Hor. This lapwing runs away witir the shell on lis head. 

Ham He did comply* with his dug, before he SS><£! 
sucked it Thus has he — and many more of t|e same 
bevy that I know the drossy age dotes on — only got the 
tune of the time and outwora haMt of encounter f a kind 
of yesty collation, which carries them through and through 
the mort fimped and winnowed opinions ; and do hut blow 
them to theft trial, the babbles are out 
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EwUr a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to you 
\if young Osric, who brings back to him, that you attend 
him in the hall : he sends to know if your pleasure hold 
to play with iMrtes, or that you will take longer time. 

Bfttn. 1 am constant to my purposes ; they follow 
the king’s pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is ready; 
now or whensoever, provided 1 be so able as now. 

Lord. The king and (^ueen and all are coming down. 
Hanu In happy time. 

Lord. The queen desires you to use some gentle enter- 
tainment to Laertes before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord. 

Hot. You wfll lose this wa^r, my lord. 

Ham. t do not think so : smce he went into France, 
I have been in continual practice; I shall win at the 
odds. But thou wouldst not think how ill all’s here 
about my heart: but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my lord — 

Ham. It is but foolery; but it is such a kind of 
gain-giving, as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it : I will 
forestal their repair hither, and say you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury : there’s a special 
providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now, ’tis 
not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now; if 
it be not now, yet it wUl come: the readiness is all: 
since no man has anght of what he leaves, what is’t to 
leave betimes? 

Enter KiMO, QuEEir, Laertes, Lords, Osrio, and 
Attendants with foili, Ac. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and tako this hand from 
me. [The King prUs Laertes’ hand into Hamlet's. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I ’vo done you wrong; 
But pardon’t, as you are a gentleman. 

This presence knows, 

And you must needs have heard, how I am punish’d 
With sore distraction. What 1 have done. 

That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 

Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? Never Hamlet : 

If Hamlet from himself be ta’en away. 

And when he’s not himself docs wron^ Laertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it 
Who does it, then ? His madness : if't be so, 

Hamlet is the faction that is wrong’d; 

His madness is poor Hamlet’s enemy. 
iSir, in this audience. 

Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, 

• That 1 have shot mine arrow o’er the house, 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour 
t stand aloof; and will no reconcilement. 

Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 

I have a voice and preoedent of peace. 

To keep my name ungored. But till that time, 

I do receive your offer'd love like love. 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I embrace it freely; 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. 

Give us the foils. Come on. 

Lom. Come, one for me. 

Ham. I’ll be your foil, Laertes: in mine ignorance 


Your skill shall, like a star i’ the darkest nighty 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

Laer. You mock me, sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osric. Cousin 
Hamlet, 

You know the wager? 

Ham. Very well, my lord; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o’ the weaker side. 

Kin^. I do not fear it; I have seen you both: 

But since he is better'd, we have therefore odds. 

Lour. This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Ham. This likes me wdl. These foils have all a 
length ? [They prepare to play. 

Osr. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Set me the stoups of wine upon that table. 

If Hamlet give the first or second hit^ 

Or quit in answer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire; 

The king shall drink to Hamlet’s better breath; 

And in the cup an union* shall he throw, lApMri 

Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark’s crown have worn. Give me the cups; 

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak. 

The trumpet to- the cannoneer without. 

The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth, 

‘Now the king drinks to Hamlet’ Come, begin: 

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on, sir. 

Laer. Come, my lord. [They play. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgment. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit 

Laer. Wdl ; again. 

King. Stay; give me drink. Hamlet, this pearl is 
thine; 

Hem’s to thy health. 

[Trumpets sound, and cannon shat off within. 
Give him the cup. 

Ham. I’ll play this bout first; set it by awhile. 
Come. [They pilayi\ Another hit; what say you? 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Queen. He’s fat and scant of breath. 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows: 

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good madam ! 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will, my lord; I j)ray you, pardon me. 

King. [Aside.] It is the poison’d cup : it is too late. 
Ham [ dare not drink yet, madam; by and by. 
Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My lord. I’ll hit him now. 

King. I do not think’t. 

Laer. [Aside.] And yet ’tis almost ’gainst my con- 
science. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes: you but dally; 

I pray you, pass with your best violence; 

I am afeard you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you so? come on. [They play 

Osr. Nothing, neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now! 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet; then, in scuffing, they change 
rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes. 
King. Part them; they are incensed. 

Ham Nay, come, again. [The Queen faUs. 

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho! 

Hor. They bleed on both sides. How is it, my lord? 
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Osr. How is’t. Laertes? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to mine own springe, Osric ; 
I am justly kill’d wi^ mine own treachery. 

Sam. How does the queen? 

JCing Sfie swounds to see them bleed. 

Qutm. No, no, the drink, the drink — 0 my dear 
Hamlet — 

The drink, the drink! I am poison'd. [Dita. 

Ham. 0 villany! Hoi let the door be lock'd: 
Treachery I Seek it out 

Xoer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art slain; 

No medicine in the world can do thee good ; 

In thee there is not half an hour of life; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom'd: the foul pni^ce 
Hatii turn’d itself on me ; lo, here I lie. 

Never to rise again: thy mother's poison’d: 

I can no more: the king, the king’s to blame. 

Ham. The point— envenom'd too! 

Then, venom, to thy work. [iSitads the King. 

All. Treason ! treason ! 

King. 0, yet defend me, friends ; I am but hurt 
Ham Here, thou incestuous, murderous, damned 
Dane, 

Drink off this potion. Is thy union here ? 

Follow my mother. dice. 

Laer. He is justly served ; 

It is a poison temper'd by himself. 

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet: 

Mine and my father’s death come not upon thee, 

Nor thiue on mei [Ihes. 

Ham Heaven make thee free of it! I follow thee. 

I am dea4 Horatio. Wretched queen, adieu I 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes or audience to this act. 

Had I but time — as this fell sergeant, death. 

Is strict in his arrest — 0, I could tell you— 

But let it be. Horatio, I am dead; 

Thou livest; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hot. Never believe it: 

I am more an antique Boman than a Dane: 

Here’s yet some liquor left 
Htan. As thou’rt a man. 

Give me the cup: let go; by heaven. I’ll have’t 

0 good Horatio, what a wounded name. 

Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me! 

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart. 

Absent thee from felicity awhile. 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain. 

To tell my story. [March afar off, and mat within. 
What warlike noise is this? 

Otr. Young FortinbraB, with conquest come from Po- 
land. 

To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham O, I die, Horatio; 

The potent poison quite o’er-crowa my spirit: 

1 cannot live to hear the news ttom England; 


But I do prophesy the election lights 
On Fortinbras: he has my dying voice; 

So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less. 

Which have solicited. The rest is silenca [Dies. 

Hot. Now cracks a noble heart. Good night, sweet 
prince; 

And Sights of angels sing thee to thy rest! 

'Why does the drum come hither? within. 

Enter Fobtinbras, the English Ambassadors, and others. 
Fort. Where is this sight? 

Hot. What is it ye would see? 

If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search. 

Fort. This quarry cries on havoc. O proud death. 
What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 

That thou so many princes at a shot 
So bloodily hast struck? 

First Amb. The sight is dismal; 

And our affairs from England come too late: 

The ears are senseless that should give us hearing, 

To tell him his commandment is fulfill’d. 

That Bosencrantz and Guildenstem are dead: 

Where should we have our thanks? 

Hot. Not from his mouth. 

Had it the abiUty of life to thank you : 

He never gave commandment for their death. 

But since, so jump upon this bloody question. 

You from the Polack wars, and you from England, 

Are here arrived, give order that these bodies 
High on a stage to placed to the view; 

And let mo speak to the yet unknowing world 
How these things came almut : so shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts. 

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters. 

Of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause, 

And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall’n on the inventors’ beads : all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us haste to hear it, 

And call the noblest to the audience. 

For me, with sorrow I* embrace my fortune : 

I have some rights of memory in this kingdom. 

Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hot. Of that I shall have also cause to speak. 

And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more: 
But let this same be presently perform’d. 

Even while men’s minds are wild ; lest more mischance. 
On plots and errors, happen. 

Fort. Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

To have proved most royally : and, for his passage, 

The soldiers’ music and the rites of war 
Speak loudly for Mm. 

Take up the bodies : such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 

Go, bid the soldiers shoot : 

[A dead mareh. Feumt, bearing off the dead bodies; 

after whieh a peal of ordmanee ts edwt off. 
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SCENE — Dnttain Rome. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Britain. The garden of Cymbeune’s palace. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 

First Oent. You do not meet a man bnt froams : our 
bloods 

No more obey tbe heavens than our courtiers 
Still seem as does the king. 

See. Oent. But -what’s the matter? 

First GenL His daughter, and the heir of’s kingdom, 
whom 

He purposed to his wife’s sole son — a widow 
That late he mamed — ^hath term’d herself 
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman: she’s wedded; 

Her husband banish’d ; she imprison’d : all 
Is outward sorrow; though I think the king 
Be touch’d at very heart 
See. Otad. None but the king ? 

First Oent. He that hath lost her too ; so is the queen. 
That moat desired the match ; but not a courtier. 
Although they wear their fiices to the bent 
Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at 
Sse. OsnL And why so? 

Firtt Oent He that hath miss’d the princess is a thing 


Too bad for bad report: and he that hath her — 

I mean, that married her, alack, good man! 

And therefore banish’d — is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
For one bis like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. 1 do not think 
So fair an outward and such stuff within 
Endows a man but he. 

Sec, Gent. You speak him far. 

First Gent. I do extend him, sir, within hitnsulf, 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 
His measure duly. 

See. Gent. What’s his name and birth ? 

First Gent. I cannot delve him to the root; his father 
Was call’d Sicilius, who did join bis honour 
Against the Bomans with Cassibelan, 

But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He served with glory and admired success. 

So gain’d the sur*addition I>eonatus; 

And hod, besides this gentleman in question. 

Two other sons, who in the wars e’ the time 

Died with their swords in hand; for which their father, 

Then old and fond of issue, took such sorrow 
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That he quit being, and his gentle lady. 

Big of this gentleman our theme, deceased 
As he was born. The king he takes the babe 
To his protection, calls him Posthumus Leonatus, 
Breeds him and makes him of bis bed-chamber, 
Puts to him all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took. 
As we do air, fast as *twas minister’d, 

And in’s spring became a harvest, lived in court — 
Which rare it is to do — most praised, most loved, 
A sample to the youngest, to the mote mature 
A glass that feated* them, and to the graver ‘ ' 

A child that guided dotards ; to his mistrw, 

For whom he now is banish’d, her own price 


Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtue; 

By her election may be truly read 
What kind of man he is. 

See. Gent. I honour him 

Even out of your report But, pray you, tell me. 

Is she sole child to the king? 

^ret Gent. His only child. 

He had two sons: if this be worth your hearing, ' 
Mark it: the eldest of them at three years old, 
r the swathing-clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stol’n, and to this hour no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went 
See. Gent. How long is this ago? 

J^rst Gent. Some twenty years. 



See. Gent. That a king’s children should be so convey’d,* 
So slackly guarded, and the search so slow, imoIw 

That could not trace theml 
JFiret Gent. Howsoe’er ’tis strange. 

Or that the nagligence may well be laugh’d at. 

Yet is it true, sir. 

See. Gent. 1 do well believe you. 

Firet Gent. We must forbear : here comes the gentle- 
man. 

The queen, and princess. [£xeunt. 

Snter the Qukkn, Posthumus, and IMOGBK. 

Qtuen. No, be assured you shall not find me, daughter. 


After the slander of most stepmothers. 

Evil-eyed unto you : you’re my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys » 

That lock up your restraint For you, Posthunlus, 
So soon as 1 can win the offended king, 

I will be known your advocate: marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him, and ’twere good 
You lean’d unto his sentence with what patienoe 
Your wisdom may inform you. t 

Post. Please your highhess, 

I will from hence to-da}'. 

Queen. ^ You know the peril 

111 fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
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The pangs of ban'd affections, thongh tbo ifing 
Hath charged you should not speak together. 

Imo, O 

Disseinbling courtesy I' How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds! My dearest husband, 

I something fear my father's wrath; but nothing— 

Always reserved my holy duty — what 

His rage can do on me: you must be gone; 

And 1 shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes, not comforted to live. 

But that there is tliis jewel in the world 
That I may see again. 

Pcsf. My queen I my mistress I 

0 lady, weep no more, lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man. I will remain 

The loyal’st husband that did e'er plight troth: 

My residence in Borne at one Philario’s, 

Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter: thither write, my queen. 

And with mine eyes I’ll drink the words you send. 
Though ink be made of galL 

Re-mUr Quken. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you: 

If the king come, I shall incur I know not 

How much of his displeasure. [Aaide.'\ Yet I’ll move him 

To walk this way: I never do him wrong. 

But he does buy my iiyuries, to be friends; 

Pays dear for my offences. [Exei. 

PetA. Should we be taking leave. 

As long a tsml as yet we have to live^ 

The loathness to depart would grow. Adieu! 

Imo. Nay, stay a little: 

Were you but riding forth to air yourself. 

Such parting were ^ petty. Look here, love; 

This diamond was my mother's: take it, heart; 

But keep it till you woo another wife. 

When Imogen is dead. 

Post. How, howl another? 

You gentle gods, give me but this I have. 

And sear up my embraeements ftom a next 
With bonds of death! on Ru nny.] Bemain, 

remain thou here 

While sense can keep it on. And, sweetest, fairest. 

As I my poor self did exchange for you. 

To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles 

1 still win of you : for my sake wear this ; 

It is a manacle of love; I’ll place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

[Putting a hucdet upon her arm. 
Imo. 0 the gods! 

When shall we see again? 

Enter Cthbeliiib and Lords 


Post. Alack, the kins! 

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid I hence, uom my sight ! 
If after this command thou ftnught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : away ! 

Thou’rt poison to my blood. 

PoO. The gods protect you! 

And bless the good remainders of the court! 

I am gone. [Exit. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Cym. O disloyal thing, 

That ahonldst repair my youth, thoU heap’st 
A year's age on m& 

Imo. I beseech you, sir 


Harm not yourself with your vexation : 

I am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rate* 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Past grace? obedience? 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past grace. 
Cym. That mightst have had the sole son of my queen 1 
Imo. 0 blest, that I might not! 1 chose an eagle. 
And did avoid a puttock.* ♦*—4. 

Cym. Thou took’st a beggar ; wouldst have made my 
throne 

A seat for baseness. 

Imo. No ; I rather added 

A lustre to it 

Cym. 0 thou vile one! 

Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have loved Posthumus: 

You bred him as my playfellow, and he is 
A man worth any woman, overbuys me 
Almost the sum be paya 
Cym. What, art thou mad? 

Imo. Almost, sir: heaven restore me 1 Would I were 
A neat-herd’s daughter, and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd’s son! 

Cym. Thou foolish thing! 


Be-eater Quekn. 

They were again together: you have done 
Not after our command. Avray with her. 

And pen her up. 

Qv^. Beseech your patience. Peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace! Sweet sovereign. 

Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself some comfort 
Out of your best advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged. 

Die of this folly! [Exeunt Cynioeline and horde. 

Queen. Fie! you must give way. 


Enter Pisanio. 


Here is your servant How now, sir! What news? 
Pie. My lord your son drew on my master. 

Queen. Ha! 

No harm, I trust, is done? 

Pit. There might have been. 

But that my master rather play’d than fought 
And had no help of auger: they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am very glad on’t 

Imo. Your son’s my father’s friend ; he takes his part 
To draw upon an exile! O brave sir! 

I would they were in Afric both together ; 

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer-back. Why came you from your master? 

Pu. On his command : he would not suffer roe 
To bring him to the haven ; left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 

When’t pleased you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 

Your faithful servant: I dare lay mine honour 
He will remain so. 

Pis. I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk awhile. 

Imo. About some half-hour hence; 

I pray you, speak with me : you shall at least 
Oo see my lord aboard : for this time leave me. [Exeunt. 


Scene II . — The same. A puUie pitoee. 

Enter Cloten and two Lords. 

First Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt; 
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the violence of action hath made you reek as a sacrifice: 
'where air comes ou^ air comes in: there's none abroad 
so 'wholesome as that you vent 

Clo. If my shirt 'were bloody, then to shift it Have 
I hurt him 7 

iSee. Lord. [Aside.'] No, 'faith; not so much as his 
patience. 

Fird Lord. Hurt Him ! his body’s a passable carcass, 
if he be not hurt: it is a throughfare for steel, if it be 
not hurt 

See. Lord. [Aside.] His steel was in debt ; it went o' 
the backside the town. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 

See. Lord, [Aside.] No; but he fled forward stiU, 
toward your face. 

First Lord. Stand you! You have land enough of 
your own : but he added to your having; gave you some 
ground. 

See. Lord. [Aside^ As many inches as you have oceans. 
Puppies ! 

Vlo. I would they had not come between us. 

See. Lord. [Aside.] So would I, till you had measured 
how long a fool you were upon the mund. 

Clo. And that she should love this fMlow,and refuse me! 

See. Lord. [Aside.] If it be a sin to make a true election, 
she is damned. 

First Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and 
her brain go not together : she's a good sign, but I have 
seen small reflection of her wit. 

See. Lord. Mswia] She shines not upon fools, lest 
the reflection would hurt her. 

Clo. Come, 111 to my chamber. Would there had been 
some hurt done! 

See. Lord. [Aside.] I wish not so ; unless it had been 
the fall of an ass, which u no great hurt. 

Clo. You’ll go with us? 

First Lord. iH attend your lordship. 

Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together. 

See. Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt. 

Scene IIL — A room in CnfSEUNE’s palace. 

Enter Imogen and Pisanio. 

Imo. I would thou grew'st unto the shores o’ the haven. 
And questiou’dst every sail: if he should 'writo 
And 1 not have it, 'twere a paper lost. 

As offered mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee? 

Pis. It was his queen, his queen! 

Imo. Then waved his handkerchief? 

Pis. And kiss’d it^ madam. 

Imo. Senseless linen! happier therein than I! 

And that was all? 

No, madam; for so long 
As he could make me 'with this e^e or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep. 

The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 

Still waving, as the fits and stirs ofs mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail’d on. 

How swift his ship. 

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To afteT>eye him. 

Pis. Madam, so I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings; crack’d 
them, hut 

To look upon him, till the diminution 
Of space had p^ted him sharp as my needle. 

Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted firom 


The smallness of a gnat to air, and theu 

Have turn’d mine eye and wept But, good Pisanio, 

When shall wo hear from him? 

Pis. Be assured, madxun. 

With his next vantage. 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say: ere I could tell him 
How 1 would think on him at certain hours 
Such thoughts and such, or I could make him swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest and his honour, or have chatged him. 
At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at midnight, 

To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him; or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming* words, comes in my father 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, ' 
Shakes all our buds irom growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. The queen, madam, 

Desires your highness’ company. 



Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them dispatch’d. 
I win attend the queen. 

Pis. Madam, I shall [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Rome. PHnAsio’s houu. 

Enter Pbilabio, Iachimo, a Frenchman, a Dutchman, 
and a Spaniard. 

laeh. Believe sir, I have seen him in Britain: he 
was then of a crescent note, expected to prove so worthy 
as since he hath been alloii^ the name of; but I could 
then have looked on him without the help of adsniration, 
though the catalogue of his endowments had been tabled 
by his side, and I to peruse him by items. 

Phi. You speak of him when he was less mrnished 
than now he is with that which makes him both 'without 
and 'within. t 

Frtneih. 1 have seen him in France ; we had vety many 
there could behold the sun with as firm eyes ai he. 

laeh. This matter of marrying his king's 4unghter, 
wherein he most be weighed rather by her value than his 
own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal firom the matter. 
Frtneh. And then his banishment. 
laeh. Ay, and the approbation of those that weep 
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this lamentable divome under her colours are wonderfullv 
to extend him ; be it but to fortify her j udgment, which 
else an easy battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar 
without leas (quality. But how comes it he is to sojourn 
with you? How creeps acquaintance? 

Phi. His father and I were soldiers together ; to whom 
I have been often bound for no less than my life. Here 
comes the Briton : let him be so entertained amongst you 
as suits, with gentlemen of your knowing, to a stranger 
of his quality. 

£nter Fosthumus. 

I beseech you all, be better known to this gentleman; 
whom 1 commend to you as a noble friend of mine : how 
worthy he is I will leave to appear hereafter, rather than 
story him in bis own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for courtesies, 
which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay still. 

French. Sir, you o’er-rate my poor kindness: I was 
glad I did atone* my countryman and you ; it • *«««““•• 
had been pity you should have been put together with so 
mortal a purpose as theu each bore, upon importance of 
so slight and trivial a nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young traveller; 
rather shunned to go even with what I heard, than in my 
every action to bo guided W others' experiences : but upon 
my mended judgment — if 1 offend not to say it is mended 
— my quarrel was not altogether slight. 

French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the abitrement of 
swords, and by sqch two that would by all likelihood have 
confounded one the other, or have fallen both. 

Inch. Can we, with manners, ask what was the difference? 

French. Safely, I think: 'twas a contention in public, 
which may, without contradiction, suffer the report. It 
was much like an argument that fell out last night, where 
each of us fell in praise of otur country mistresses; this 
gentleman at that time vouching — and upon warrant of 
bloody atArniation — ^his to be mote &ir, virtuous, wise, 
chaste, constant-qualified, and leas attemptable, than any 
the rarest of our ladies in France. 

Taeh. That lady is not now living, or this gentleman's 
opinion, by this, worn out 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and 1 my mind. 

/ocA. You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of Italy 

Post. Being so far provoked as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing, though I profess myself her 
adorer, not her friend. 

lack. As fair and as good — a kind of hand-in-hand 
comparison — had been something too fair and too good for 
any lady in Britain. If she went before others I have 
seen, as that diamond of yours outlustres many I have 
beheld, I could not but believe she excelled many : but 1 
have not seen the most precious diamond that is, nor you 
the lady. 

Post. I praised her as I rated her : so do I my stone. 

/oeA. What do you esteem it at? 

Post. More than the world eqjoys. 

JocA. Either your unparagoned misti'ess is dead, or she’s 
outprized by a trifle. 

PoA. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, or given, 
if there were wealth enough for the purchase, or merit 
for the gift: the other is not a thing for sale, and only 
the gift of the goda 

/ocA. Which the gods have given you? 

PoA. Whidi, by their graces, I will keep. 

JocA. You may wear her in title yours : but, you know, 
strange fowl light upon neighbouring ]^nda Your ring 
may be stolen too: so your brace of unprizable estimations. 


the one is but frail, and the other casual ; a cunning tliief, 
or a that way accomplished courtier, would hazard the 
winning both of first and last. 

PoA. Your Italy contains none so accomplished a 
courtier to convince* the honour of my mistress, * 
if, in the holding or loss of that, you term her frail. I 
do nothing doubt you have store of thieves; notwith- 
standing, I fear not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Prat. Sir, with all my heart This worthy signior, I 
thank him, makes no stranger of me ; we ore familiar at 
first 

/ocA. With five times so much conversation, I should 
get ground of your fair mistress, make her go back, even to 
the yielding, had I admittance and opportunity to friend. 

PoA. No, no. 

Inch. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my estate to 
your ring ; which, in my opinion, o'ervadues it something : 
but I make my wager rather against your confidence than 
her reputation: and, to bar your offence herein too, I durst 
attempt it against any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a per- 
suasion ; and I doubt not you sustain what you’re worthy 
of by your attempt. 

/(xcA. What’s that ? 

PoA. A repulse: though your attempt, as you caU it, 
deserve more; a punishment too. 

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too sud- 
denly ; let it die as it was bom, and, I pray you, be better 
acquainted. 

loch. Would I had put my estate and my neighbour’s 
on the approbation* of what I have spoke! *'^- 

PoA. What lady would you choose to assail? 

lath. Yours ; whom in constancy you think stands so 
safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your ring, 
that, commend me to the court where your lady is, with 
no more advantage than tho opportunity of a second 
conference, and I will bring from thence that honour of 
hers which you imagine so reserved. 

PoA. I will wage against your gold, gold to it: my 
ring I hold dear as my finger; ’tis part of it. 

/ocA. You are afraid, and therein the wiser. If you 
buy ladies’ flesh at a million a dram, you cannot preserve 
it f^m tainting : but I see you have some religion in you, 
that you fear. 

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue ; you bear 
a graver purpose, 1 hope. 

loch. I am the master of my speeches, and would 
undergo what’s spoken, I swear 

Post. Will you ? I shall but lend my diamond till your 
return: let there be covenants drawn between’s: my 
mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of your unworthy 
thinking: I dare you to this match: here’s my ring. 

Phi. I will have it no lay. 

laeh. By the gods, it is one. If I bring you no sufficient 
testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest bodily part of 
your mistress, my ten thousand ducats are yours; so is 
your diamond too : if I come off, and leave her in such 
honour as you have trust in, she your jewel, this your 
jewel, and my gold are yours : provided I have your com- 
mendation for my more free entertainment 

PoA. I embrace these conditions ; let us have articles 
betwixt ua Only, thus far you shall answer : if you make 
your voyage upon her and give me directly to understand 
you have prevailed, I am no further your enemy ; she is 
not worth our debate : if she remain unseduced, you not 
making it appear otherwise, for your ill opinion and the 
assault you have made to her chastity you shall answer 
me with your sword. 
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Jcuih, Your hand; a covenant: we will have these 
thioffl set down by lawful counsel, and straight away for 
Britain, lest the bargain should catch cold and starve : I 
will fetch my ^d, and have our two wagers recorded. 
Po^ dkgreed. [Sxamt fbrt&ttmiM and laehmo. 

French. Will this hold, think you? 

Phi. Signior lachimo will not from it Pray, let us 
follow ’em. [Aceunt 

SCEMX y.— Britain. A room in Cymbeline’s palace. 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cobneuus. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew’s on ground, gather those 
flowers; 

Make haste; who has the note of them? 

Firet Lady. I, madam. 

Queen. Dispatch. [Exeunt Ladies. 

Now, master doctor, have you brought those drugs ? 

Cor. Pleasetii your highness, ay: here they are, 
madam: [Presenting a small box. 

Put I beseech your grace, without ofience — 

My conscience bids me ask — ^wherefore you have 


Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languishing death; 

But though dow, deadly? 

Queen. I wonder, doctor. 

Thou ask’st me such a question. Have I not been 
Thy pupil long? Hast thou not leam’d me how 
To make perfhmes? distil? preserve? yea, so . 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded — 
Unless thou think’st me devilish — is’t not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions ? • I will try the forces • 

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, but none human, 
To try die vigour of them and apply 
Allayments to their act, and by them gather 
Their several virtues and effects. 

Cor. Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart: 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. 0, content thee. 



Enter PlgANlO. 

[jMtte^ Here comes a flattering rascal; upon him 
Will I first work: he’s for his master. 

And enemy to my son. How now, Fisanio I 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended; 

Take your own way. 

Cor. [Aside^ I do suspect you, madam; 

But you shall do no harm. 

Queen. [To Pieanio^ Hark thee, a word. 

Cor. [Aeide^ I do not like her. She doth tiiink she has 
Strange Ungenng poisons: I do know hw spirit^ 

And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn’d nature. Those she has 
Will stupifjr and dull the sense awhile; 

Which firs^ perchance, shell prove on cats and dogs, 
Then afterward up higher: but there is 
No danger in what snow of death it makes. 

More than the locking-up the spirits a time. 

To he more ftesh, leidviog. She is fool’d 
Witii a most fidse effect; and 1 the truer, 

So to he false with her. 

Queen. No ftirtiier service, doctor. 

Until I send for thee. 


Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

Queen. Weeps she still, say’st thou ? Dost thou think 
in time 

She will not quench, and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses? Do thou work: 

When thou shalt bring me word she loves my smi. 

I’ll tell thee on the instant thou art then 
As great as is thy master; greater, for 
His fortunes aU lie fpeechless, and his name 
Is at last gasp : return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is: to shift his being 
Is to exchange one misery with another. 

And every day that comes comes to decay 
A day’s work in him. What shalt thou expect^ 

To be depender on a thing that leans, \ 

Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends. 

So much as but to prop him ? [The Queen drops fljie box: 

Fisanio takes it up.] Thou takest up . 

Thou know’st not what; but take it for thy labour: 

It is a thing I made, whi(di hath the king ' 

Five times redeem’d ftom death: I do not know 
What is more cordiaL Nay, I prithee, take it; 

It is an earnesl of a further good 

That I mean to thee. Tdl thy mistress how 
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The cam stands vith her; dot as from thyself. 

Think what a chance thou changest on, but thiny 
Thou hast thv mistress still, to boot, my son, 

Who shall take notice 'of thee: I’ll move the king 
To any shape of thy preferment such 
As thou’lt desire; and then myself, I chiefly, 

That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 

Think on my words. [Exit Piaamo:\ A sly and constant 
knave, 

Not to be shaked; the agent for his master 

And the remembrancer of her to hold 

The hand-fast to her lord. I have given him that 

Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 

Of liegers for her sweet;* and which she after, IJlfSSlSSr 

Except she bend her humour, shall be assured 

To taste of too. 

Rt-enltr Fisanio and Ladies. 

So, so: well done, well done: 

The violets, cowslips, and the primroses. 

Bear to my closet. Fore thee well, Pisanio; 

Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and Lctdua. 


Pin. And shall do: 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue. 

I’ll choke myself: there’s all I’ll do for you. [Exit, 

Scene VI . — The eame. Another room in the palace. 
Enter Imogen. 

Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dome false; 

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 

That hath her husband banish’d; — 0, that husband I 
My supreme crown of mefi and those repeated 
Vexations of it I Had 1 been tbief-stol’n. 

As my two brothers, happy! but most miserable 
Is the desire that’s glorious: blest be those. 

How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills. 

Which seasons comfort. Who may this be? Fie! 

Enter Pisanio .and Iachimo. 

Fis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Borne, 

Comes from my lord with letters. 

laeh. Change you, madam? 

The worthy Leonatus is in safety. 

And greets your highness dearly. [Freeenit a letter. 



Imo. Thanks, good sir: 

You’re kindly welcome. 

laeh. [Aside.] All of her that is out of door most rich! 
If she oe fumisu’d with a mind so rare, 

She is alone the Arabian bird, and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend! 

Asm me, audacity, from head to foot! 

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight; 

Bather, directly fly. 

Imo. [Beaded ‘ He is one of the noblest note, to whose 
kindnesses I am most infinitely tied. Beflect upon him 
accordingly, as you value your trust — Leonatus.’ 

So far I read aloud: 

But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm’d by the rest, and takes it thankfully. 

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to bid you, and shall find it so 
In all that I can da 
laeh. Thanks, fairest l^y. 

What, are men mad 7 Hath nature^ given them eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop* 

Of sea and lend which can distinguish ’twizt 


The fiery orbs above and the twinn’d stones 
Upon the number’d* beach? and can we not *vmb«idi 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
’Twixt fair and foul. 

Imo. What makes your admiration ? 

laeh. It cannot bo i’ the eye, for apes and monkeys 
’Twixt two such shes would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows the other; nor i’ the judgment 
For idiots in this case of favour woidd 
Be wisely definite ; nor i’ the appetite ; 

Sluttery to such neat excellence opposed 
Should make desire vomit emptiness. 

Not so allured to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter, trow? 
laeh. The cloyed wiD, 

That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, that tub 
Both fill’d and running, ravening first the lamb 
Longs after for the garboga 
Imo. What, dear sir. 

Thus raps* you? Are you well? 
la^ Thanks, madam ; well [To i^aaato.] Beseech 
you, sir, desire 
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My man’s abode where 1 did leave him: he 
Is strange and peevish.* 

Fis. 1 was going, sir. 

To give him welcome. [Hxit. 

Imo. Continues well my lord bis health, beseech you? 
laeh. Well, madam. 

Imo. Is he disposed to mirth? I hope he is. 

Jack. Exceeding pleasant; none a stranger there 
So ineny and so gamesome: he is call’d 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here. 

He did incline to sadness, and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 

laeh. I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his companion, one. 

An eminent monsieur, that^ it seems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home; he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him, whiles the jolly Briton — 
Your lord, I mean — laughs from’s free lungs, cries ’O, 
Can my sides hold, to think that man, who knows 
By history, report^ or his own proof. 

What woman is, yea, what she camiot choose 
But must be, will his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage?* 

Imo. Will my lord say so? 

ladt. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with laughter : 
It is a recreation to be by 

And hear him mock the Frenchman. But, heavens know. 
Some men are much to blame. 

Imo. Not he, I hope. 

laeh. Not he : but yet heaven’s bounty towards him 
might 

Be used more thankfully. In himself, ’tis much; 

In you, which I account his, beyond all talents.* *"«*• 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, 1 am bound 
To pity too. 

Imo. What do you pity, sir? 
laeh. Two creatures heartily. 

Inu. Am I one, sir? 

You look on me: what wreck discern you in me 
Deserves your pity? 

laeh. Lamentable I What, 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
r the dungeon by a snuff. 

Imo. I pray you, sir. 

Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me? 

/ocA That others do — 

I was about to say — enjoy your But 

It is an ofiflce of the gods to venge it. 

Not mine to speak on’t. 

Imo. You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what concerns me : pray you — 
Since doubting things go ill often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do; for certainties 
Either are past remMies, or, timely knowing, 

The remedy then bom— -discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

laeh. Hod I this cheek 

To bathe my lips upon; this hand, whose touch. 

Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wud motion of mine eye, 

Fixii^; it onl;^ here; should I, damn’d then. 

Slaver with ups as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands 
M^e hard with hourly falsehoM— 4ialsehood, aa 
With labour; then by-peeping in an eye 
Base and unlnstrons as the smoky light 


That’s fed with stinking tallow; it were fit 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt 
Imo. My lord, I fear. 

Has forgot BritaiiL 

laeh. And himself. Not I, 

Inclined to tliis intelligonce, pronounce 
The beggary of his change; but 'tis your graces 
That from my mutest conscience to my tongue 
Charms this report out 
Imo. Let me hear no more. 

laeh. 0 dearest soul ! your cause doth strike my heart 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fastened to an empery. 

Would make the great’st king double — to be partner'd 
With tomboys hired with that sell-exhibition' SSIUSSl 
Which your own coffers yield I with diseased veutures 
That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature I such boil’d stuff 
As well might poison poison! fie revenged; 

Or she that bore you was no queen, and you 
Becoil from your great stock. 

Imo. Bevenged I 

How should I be revenged? If this be true — 

As 1 have such a heart that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse — if it be true. 

How should 1 be revenged? 

laeh. Should he make me 

live, like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold sheets. 

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps. 

In your despite, upon your purse? Avenge it 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure. 

More noble than that runagate to your bed. 

And will continue fast to your affection. 

Still close as sura 
Imo. What bo, Pisanio! 

/ocA Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away! I do condemn mine ears that have 
So long attended thea If thou wert honourable, 

Thou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek’st — as base as strange. 

Thou wronj^st a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report as thou from honour, and 
Solicit’st here a lady that disdains 
Thee and the devil alika What ho, Pisanio! 

The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault: if he shall think it fit, 

A saucy stranger in his court to mart 
As in a Bomish stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us, he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter who 
He not respects at alL What ho, Pisanio! 

/ocA 0 happy Leonatusf I may say: 

The credit that thj^ lady hath of thee 
Deserves thy trust, and thy most perfect goodness 
Her assured credit Ble^s^ live you long! 

A lady to the worthiest sir that ever 
Country call’d his I and you his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit! Give me your pardon. 

I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord. 

That which he is, new o’er: and he is one ” 

The truest maniier'd; such a hol]|r witch 
Tliat'he enchants societies into him; . 

Half all men’s hearts are his. ' 

Imo. You make amends, 

laoh. He sits ’mongst men like a descended god : 
He hath a k|nd of honour sets him off. 

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angiy. 
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Most mighty princess, that I have adventured 
To try your taking of a false report; which hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 

'\^ich you know cannot err: the love I bear him 
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made you. 
Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. All’s well, sir : take my power i’ the court for yours. 
laeh. My humble thanks. 1 had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request, 

And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord; myself and other noble friends 
Are partners in the business. 

Inw. Pray, what is’t? 

/oeft. Some dozen Bomans of us and your lord — 
The best feather of our wing — ^have mingled sums 
To buy a present for the emperor; 

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In ^nce : 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 

And I am something curious, being strange, 

To have them in safe stowage: may it please you 
To take them in protection? 


Imo. Willingly ; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety: since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bedchamber. 

ladi. They are in a trunk, 

Attended by my men: I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night; 

I must aboard to-morrow! 

Imo. O, no, no. 

loch. Yes, I beseech; or I shall short my word 
By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
I cross’d the seas on purpose and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains : 

But not away to-morrow! 

laeh. 0, I must, madam: 

Therefore I shall beseech you, if you plearo 
To greet your lord with writing, do’t to-night: 

I have outstood my time; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo. I will write. 

Send your trunk to me; it shall safe be kept, 

And truly yielded you. You’re very welcome. [Exeunt. 




ACT II. 


Scene I — Britain. Befon Cymbelime’s foUue. 


Enter Cloten and two Lords. 

Clo. Was there ever man had such luck! when I kissed 
the jack, upon an up-cast to be hit away! I had a hun- 
dred pound on’t: and then a whoreson jackanapes must 
take me up for swearing; as if I borrowed mine oaths 
of him, and might not spend them at my pleasure. 

jFVrst lord. What got he by that? You have broke 
his pate with your bowL 

Lord. [Asufe.] If his wit had been liko him that 
broke it, it would have run all out. 

Clo. When a mntleman is disposed to swear, it is not 
for any standers-by to curtail his oaths, ha? 

See. Lord. No, my lord; [Aside.] nor crop the ears 
of them. 

Clo. Whoreson dog I I give him satisfaction ? Would 
he had been one of my rank! 

See, Lord. [Aside.] To have smelt like a fool 

Clo. I am not vexed more at anything in the earth: 
a pox on’t ! I had rather not be so noble as I am ; they 
dare not 6ght with me, because of the queen my mother: 
every Jack-slave hath his bellyful of fighting, and I must 
go up and down like a cock that nowdy can match. 

See. Lord. [Aside.] You are cock and capon too; and 
you crow, coclc, with your comb on. 

Clo. Sayest tiiou? 

See. Lord. It is not fit your lordship should undertake 
every companion that you give offence to. 

Clo. No, I know that: but it is fit I should commit 
offence to my inferiors. 

See. Lord. Ay, it is fit for your 'lordship only. 

Clo. Why, so I say. 

Fired Lord. Did you hear of a stranger that’s come 
to court to-night? 

Clo. A stranger, and I not know on’t I 

&e. lard. [Asida] He’s a strange fellow himself, and 
knows it not 

Firet Lord. There’s an Italian come; and, ’tie thought 
one of Leonatns’ friends. 

Clo. Leonatus ! a banished rascal p and he’s another, 
whatsoever he be. Who told yon of this stranger? 

Fint Lord. One of your lordship’s pages. 


Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him? is there no 
derogation in’t? 

See. Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 

Clo. Not easily, I think. 

See. Lord. [Asi^.] You are a fool granted; therefore 
your issues, being foolish, do not derogate. 

Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian: what I have lost 
to-day at bowls I’ll win to-night of him. Come, go. 
See. Lord. I’ll attend your lordship. 

\Exeu,nt Cloten and First Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass I a woman that 
Bears aU down with her brain; and this her son '* 
Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart. 

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess. 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endurcst, 

Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern’d, 

A mother hourly coining plots, a wooer 

More hateful than the foul expqlsion is 

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 

Of the divorce he'ld make ! The heavens hold firm 

The walls of thy dear honour, keep unshaked 

That temple, thy fair mind, that uiou majrst stand. 

To eqjoy thy banish’d lord and this great land 1 {Exit. 

Scene n. — ^Imogen’s hedehamber in Ctmbeunb’b palace : 
a trunk in one comer of it. 

Imogen tn iSed, reading; a Lady attending. 

Imo. Who’s there? my woman Helen? 

Lady. Please you, madam. 

Jmo. What hour is it? 

Lady. Almost midnight, ma^am. 

Imo. I have read three hours then: mine eyes a|e weak: 
Fold down the leaf where I have left : to bed : 

Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 

And if thou canst awake by four o’ the clock, 

I prithee, call me. Sleep hath seized me wholly. 

{EwU Lady. 

To your protection I commend me, gods. 

From fairies and the tempters of the night 
Guard me, bsseech ye. 

[mepe, laehimo eomee from the trank. 
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JoeA The crickets sing, and man’s o’er • laboured 
sense 

Repairs itself by rest Our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes, ere he -waken’d 
The chastity he wounded. Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becomest thy bed, fresh lily, 

And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch ! 

But kiss; one kiss! Rubies unparagon’d. 

How dearly they do’t! ’Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o’ the taper 
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her li^. 

To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 

Under these windows,* white, and azure laced »*»««•■ 

With blue of heaven’s own tiuct. But my design. 

To note the chamber: I will write all down: 

Such and such pictures; there the window; such 
The adornment of her bed; the arras; figures. 

Why, such and such; and the contents o' the story. 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body. 

Above ten thousand moaner movables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory. 

0 sleep, thou ape of death, lie dtdl upon her! 


And be her sense but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying 1 Come off, come off: 

[TaJcmg off her braakl. 
As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard* 

’Tis mine; and this will witness outwardly. 

As strongly as the conscience does within. 

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
r the bottom of a cowslip : here's a voucher. 

Stronger than ever law could make: this secret 
Will force him think I have pick’d the lock, and ta’en 
The treasure of her honour. No more. To what end? 
Why should 1 write this down, that’s riveted, 

Sciew’d to my memory? She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leafs turned down 
Where Philomel gave up. I have enough: 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 

Swift, swift, you d^ons of*the night, uat dawning 
May bare the raven’s eye! I lodge in fear; 

Though this a heavenly angel, hm is here. [Clock $trikt$. 
One, two, three : time, time i 

[Oote into the trunk. The acene clous. 



ScBKE III. — An anU-chamher adjoining Imogen’s 
apartments. 

Enter Cloten and Lords. 

JPirst Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man 
in loss, the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

First Lard. But not every man patient sfher the noble 
temper of your lordship. You are most hot and furious 
when you win. 

Clo. Winning will put any man into courace. If I 
could get this foolish Imogen, ! should have gold enough. 
It’s almost morning, is’t not? 

Firti Lord, Day, my lord. 

Ch. I would this musio would come : I am advised 
to ^ve her music o’ mornings ; they say it will penetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 

Come on; tune: if you can penetrate her with your fin- 
gering, so ; we’ll try with tongue too : if none will do, 
let her remain; Iwt I'll never give o’er. First, a very 
VOL. IL 


excellent good-conceited thing; after, a wonderful sweet 
air, with admirable rich woi-ds to it: and then let her 
consider. 

Song. 

Hark, hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate sings. 

And Phoebus ’gins arise. 

His steeds to water at those springs 
On chalked flowers that lies; 

And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes: 

With every thing that pretty is. 

My lady sweet, arise: 

Arise, arise. 

Clo, So, get yon gone, if this penetrate, I will con- 
sider your music the better: if it do not, it is a -vice in 
her ears, which horse-hairs and calves’-guts, nor the voice 
of unpaved ennuch to boot, can never amend. 

[Exeunt Musieums. 

See. Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo, I am glad I was up so late; for that’s the rea- 
son I was up so early: he cannot choose but take this 
service I have done fatherly. 

20 
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Enter Cymbeune and Queen. 

Good morrow to your majesty and to my gracious 
mother. 

Cym, Attend you here the door of our stem daughter ? 
Will she not forth? 

Clo. I have assailed her with music, but she vouch* 
safes no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ; 

She hath not yet forgot him: some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance ou^ 

And then she’s yours. 

Quun. You are most bound to the king, 

Who lets go by no vantages that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame vourself 
To orderly soliciting^ and be ftiendea 
With aptness of the season; make denials 
Increase your services; so seem as if 
You were inspired to do those duties which 
You tender to her; that you in all obey her, 

Save when command to your dismission tends. 

And therein you are sensdess. 

Clo. Sensdess! not so. 

Enier a Messenger. 

Meat. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Borne; 

The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow. 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now; 

But that’s no fault of nis : we must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender; 

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us, 

We must extend our notice. Our dear son. 

When you have given good morning to vour mistress. 
Attend the queen and us; we shall have need 
To employ you towards this BomaiL Come, our queen. 

[Exeunt all but Cloten. 

Clo. If she be up, I’ll speak with her, if not. 

Let her lie still and dream. [Knoeka!\ By your leave, ho 1 
I know her women are about her; what 
If I do line one of their hands ? ’Tis gold 
Which buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and makes 
Diana’s rangers false* themselves, yidd up (Matr. 

Their deer to the stand o’ the stealer; and ’tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill’d and saves the thief; 
Nay, sometime hangs both thief and true man: what 
Can it not do and undo? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me, for 
I yet not understand the case mysdf. 

[Knoeka!\ By your leave. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. Who’s there that knocks? 

Clo. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more? 

Clo. Yea, and a gentlewoman’s son. 

JHady. That’s mote 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as vours. 

Can justly boast of. What’s your lordship’s pleasure ? 
CTo. Your lady’s person : is she ready ? 

Lady. Ay, 

To keep her chamber. 

Clo. There is gold for you ; 

Sell me your good report 

Lady. Howl my good name? or to report of you 
What 1 shall think is good ? — The princess ! 


Enter Imogen. 

Clo. Good morrow, fairest: sister, your sweet hand. 

[Eint Lady. 

Imo. Good morrow, sir. You lay out too much 
pains 

For purchasing but trouble: the thanks I give' 

Is telling you that 1 am poor of thanks. 

And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. Still, I swear I love you. 

/mo. If you but said so, ’twere as deep with me: 

If you swear still, your recompense is still 
That I regard it not 

Clo. This is no answer. 

Imo. But that you shall not say I yield being silent, 
I would not speak. I pray you, spare me: ’faith, 

1 shall unfold equal discourtesy 

To your best kindness: one of your great knowing 

Should learn, being taught forb^rauce. 

Clo. To leave you in your madness, twere my sin: 

I will not 

Imo. Fools are not mad folks. 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do: 

If you’ll be patient. I’ll no more be mad ; 

That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir. 

You put me to forget a lady’s manners. 

By being so verbal: and learn now, lor all. 

That 1, which know my heart do here pronounce. 

By the very truth of it I care not for you. 

And am so near the lack of charit}r — 

To accuse myself— I hate you ; which I liad rather 
You felt than make’t my boast 

Clo. You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch. 

One bred of alms and foster’d with cold dishes. 

With scraps o’ the court it is no contract none: 

And though it be allow’d in meaner parties — 

Yet wlu> than he more mean? — to knit their souls. 

On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary, in self-figured knot; 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement by 
The consequence o’ the crown, and must not soil 
The precious note of it with a base slave, 

A hilding for a livery, a squire’s cloth, 

A pantler, not so eminent 

Imo. Profane fellow! 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter and no more 
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom: thou wert dignified enough. 

Even to the point of envy, if ’twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styled 
The under-hangman of his kingdom, and hated 
For being preferr’d so well. 

Clo. The south-fog rot him! 

Imo. He never can meet more mischance tian come 
To be but named of thee. His meanest garmant. 

That ever hath but clipp’d his body, is dearer’' 

In my respect than all the liaiis above thee, ' 

Were they all made such men. How now, Pisanio! 

Enter PlSANIO. 

Clo. ‘His garment!’ Now the devil — 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently — 

Clo. ‘ His garment 1 ’ 

Imo. I am spiited with a fool, 
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Frighted, and anger'd worse: go bid my woman 

Search for a jewel that too casually 

Hath left mine arm : it was thy master's : 'shrew me, 

If I would lose it for*^a revenue 
Of any king's in Europe. I do think 
I saw't this morning: confident I am 
Last night *twas on mine arm; 1 kiss'd it: 

I hope it be not gone to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but he. 

Pis. 'Twill not be lost. 

Imo, I hope so; go and search. [Exit Pisanio, 

Clo. You have abused me : 

* Ilis meanest garment ! ' 

Imo, Ay, I said so, sir: 

If you will inakc't an action, call witness to't. 

Clo, I will inform your father. 

Imo. Your mother too : 

She’s my good lady, and will conceive, I liopc, 

But the worst of me. So, I leave you, sir. 

To the worst of discontent. [Exit. 

Clo. I’ll be revenged: 

‘ His meanest garment !' Well. [Exit, 


Scene VI.— Rome. Philario's house. 

Enter PosTiiUMUS and Philakio. 

Post. Fear it not, sir : I would I were so sure 
To win the king as I am bold her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him? 

Post. Not any, but abide the change of time. 
Quake in the present winter’s state, and wish 
That warmer days would conic : in these sear'd hopes 
I baiely gratify your love; they failing, 

I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness and your company 
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do’s commission throughly : and I think 
He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages. 

Or look upon our Koraans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

l^ost. 1 do believe, 



Statist though I am none, nor like to be, 

That this will prove a war; and you shall hear 
The legions now in Gallia sooner landed 
III our not-fearing Britain than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order'd than when Julius Caesar 
Smiled at their lack of skill, but found their coui-ago 
Worthy his frowning at; their discipline, 

Now mingled with their courage, will make known 
To their approvers they are people such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enter Iachimo. 

Phi Sec ! Iachimo ! 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land ; 
And winds of all the corners kiss'd your soils. 

To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi Welcome, sir. 

PoU. \ hope the briefness of your answer maxle 
The speediness of yonr return. 

laxk. Your lady 

Is one of the fairest that 1 have look «1 upon. 

Post. And therewithal the best ; or lei her beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts 
And be false with them. 


lach. Here are letters for you. 

Post Their tenour good, I trust. 
lack. ’Tis very like 

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court 

When you were there? 

jach. He WP.S expected then, 

But not approach’d. 

Post. All is well yet. 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing? 

lacK. H I l»ad Jost It. 

I should have lost the \vorth of it in gold, 
ril make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortness w’hich 
Was mine in Britain, for tho ring is won. 

Post. The stone’s too hard to come by. 

lach. Not a whit. 

Your lady being so easy. 

Post. Make not, sir. 

Your loss your sport: I hope you know that we 
Must not continue friends. 

Good sir, we must. 

If you keep covenant Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant 
We were to question further: but I now 
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Profess myself the winner of her honour, 

Together with your ring; and not the wronger 
Of her or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post. If you can mako’t apparent 

That you have tasted her in bed, my hand 
And ring is yours; if not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour gains or loses 
Your sword or mine, or raasterlcss leaves both 
To who shall find them. 

I(uh. Sir, my circumstances. 

Being so near the truth as 1 will make them. 

Must first induce you to believe: whose .strength 
I will confirm with oath; which, I doubt not. 

You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post. Proceed. 

loch. First, her bedchamber — 

Where, I confess, I slept not, but profess > »«*• »«• 

Had that was well worth watching' — it was hang’d 
With tapestry of silk and silver; the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 

And Cydnus swell’d above the banks, or for 
The press of boats or pride: a piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship and value; which 1 wonder’d 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought, 

Since the true life on’t was — 

Post. This is true; 

And this you might have heard of here, by me, 

Or by some other. 

laeh. More particulars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. So they must. 

Or do your honour injury. 

lack. The chimney 

Is south the chamber, and the chimney-piece 
Chaste Dian bathing: never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves: the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb; outwent her. 

Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing 

Which you might from relation likewise reap. 

Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

loch. The roof o’ the chamber 

With golden cherubins is fretted: her andirons — 

I had forgot them — ^were two winking Cupids 
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Post. This is her honour! 

Let it be granted you have seen all this — and praise 
Be given to your remembrance — the description 
Of what is in her chamber nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 
lac/i. Then, if you can, 

[Showinff the bracelet. 

Be pale: I beg but leave to air this jewel; seel 
And now ’tis up again : it must be married 
To that your diamond ; I’ll keep them. 

Post. Jove ! 

Once more let me behold it: is it that 
Which I left with her? 

lack. Sir — I thank her — ^tbat: 

She stripp’d it from her arm; I see her yet; 

Her pretty action did outsell* her gift, 

And yet enrich’d it too: she gave it me, and said 
She prized it once. 

Poa. May be she pluck’d it off 

To send it me. 


lack. She writes so to you, doth she? 

Post. 0, no, no, no! ’tis true. Here, take this too; 

\Qives the ring. 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye. 

Kills me to look on’t. Let there bo no honour 
Where there is beauty; truth, where semblance; love. 
Where there’s another man : the vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made. 

Than they arc to their virtues; which is nothing. 

O, above measure false! 

Phi. Have patience, sir. 

And take your ring again ; ’tis not yet won : 

It may be probable .she lost it; or 

Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted. 

Hath stol’n it from her? 

Pos?. Very true; 

And so, I hope, he came by’t. Back my ring: 

Render to me some corporal sign about her. 

More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 

Inch. By Jupiter, 1 had it from her arm. 

Pod. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears. 
’Tis true: — ^nay, keep the ring — ’tis true: 1 am sure 
She would not lose it: her attendants are 
All sworn and honourable : — they induced to steal it ! 
And by a stranger! — No, he hath enjoyed her: 

The cognizance of her incontinency 
Is this : she hath bought the name of whore thus dearly. 
There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you! 

Phi. Sir, be patient. 

This is not strong enough to be believed 
Of one persuaded well of — 

Post. Never talk on’l; 

She hath been coltcd by him. 

Icuk. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast — 

Worthy the pressing — lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging: by my life, 

I kiss’d it; and it gave me present hunger 
To feed again, though full. Yon do remember 

This stain upon her? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold. 

Were there no more but it. 
loch. Will you hear more? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic: never count the turns; 
Once, and a million! 
lach. I’ll be sworn — 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done’t, you lie; 

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou’st made me cuckold. 

loch. I’ll deny nothing. 

Post. O, that Iliad her here, to tear her limb-meal! 
I will go there and do’t, i’ the court, before 
Her father. I’ll do something — [A’xt?. 

Phi. Quite besides 

The government of patience! You have won: 

Let’s follow him, and pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himself. 

laeh. With all my heart. \^xemt. 

ScEKE y.— Another room in Philaeio’s home. 

Enter Postrumus. 

Post. Is there no way for men to bo but women 
Must be bal^workers? We are all bastards; 

And that most venerable man which I 
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Did call my father, was I know not where 
When 1 was stamp’d ; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit ; yet my mother seem’d 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. 0, vengeance, vengeance' 

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d 

And pray’d me oft forbearance; did it with 

A pudency so rosy the sweet view on’t 

Might well have warm’d old Saturn; that I thought her 

As chaste os unsunn’d snow. 0, all the devils! 

This yellow Tachimo, in an hour — was’t not? — 

Or less — at firat? — perchance he spoke not, but. 

Like a full-acorn’d boar, a German one. 

Cried ‘01’ and mounted; found no opposition 
But what he look’d for should oppose and she 
Should from encounter guard. Could T find out 


The woman’s part in me' For there’s no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but 1 afiSrm 
It is the woman’s part: be it lying, note it. 

The woman’s : Mattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ; 

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers , 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 

Nice louging, slanders, mutability. 

All faults that may be named, nay, that hell knows. 
Why, hers, in part or all; but rather, all. 

For even to vice 

They are not constant, but arc changing still 

One vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half so old as that. I’ll write against them, 

Detest them, curse them : yet ’tis greater skill 
Tn a true hate, to pray they have their will: 

The very devils cannot plague them liettcr [jKci/ 




ACT III. 


Scene I. — Britain. A hall in Cymbeline’s palace. 


Enter in state, Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, and Lords at 
mu door, and at another Caius Lucius and Attendants. 

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar witli us? 

Luc. When Julius Caesar, whose remembrance yet 
Lives in men's eyes, and will to ears and tongues 
Be theme and hearing ever, was in this Britain 
And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle — 

Famous in CaesaFs praises, no whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it — for him 
And his succession granted Borne a tribute. 

Yearly three thousand pounds, which by thee lately 
Is left untender’d. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be so ever. 

Cb, There bo many Caesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself ; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own noses. 

Qneen. That opportunity 

Which then they had to take from’s, to resume 
We have again. Bemember, sir, my liege. 

The kings your ancestors, together with 
The natural bravery of your isle, which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbi^ and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable and roaring waters. 


With sands that will not bear your enemies’ boats. 

But suck them up to the topmast. A kind of conquest 
Csesar made here; but made not here his brag 
Of ‘Came’ and ‘saw’ and ‘overcame:’ with shame — 
The first that ever touch’d him — he was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping — 
Boor ignorant baubles ! — on our terrible seas 
Like egg-shells moved upon their surges, crack’d 
As easily ’gainst our rocks : fur joy whereof 
The famed Cassibelan, who was once at point — 

0 giglot fortune! — to master Ciesar’s sword. 

Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires bright 
And Britons strut with courage. 

Clo. Come, there’s no more tribute to be paid: our 
kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; a|id, as I 
said, there is no moe such Caesars: other of thtm may 
have crook’d noses, but to owe such straight ariqs, none. 

Ci/m. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe as hard as 
Cassibelan ; I do not say I am one ; but I have a hand. 
Why tribute ? why should we pay tribute ? If C»sar can 
hide the sun from ns with a blanket, or put the moon in 
his pocket, we will pay him tribute for light; else, sir, 
no more tribute, pray you now. 

Cym. Yod must know. 

Till the injurious Bomans did extort 
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This tribute from us, we were free: C.Tsar*s ambition. 
Which sweird so much that it did almost stretch 
The sides o' the world, against all colour here 
Did put the yoke upon's; which to shake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. 

Clo, and Lords, We do. 

Cym, Say, then, to Caesar, 

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius which 
Ordain'd our laws, whose use the sword of Caesar 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair and franchise 
Sliall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 

Though Koine be therefore angry : Miilmutius made our 
laws, 

Who was tho first of Britain which did put 
llis lirows within a golden crown and call’d 
Himself a king. 

Liic, I am sorry, Cymbelinc, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus Ca*sar — 

Ciesar, that hath more kings Ins servants than 
Thyself domestic officers — thine enemy: 

Keceivc it from me, then: war and confusion 
In Caesar’s name pronounce I 'gainst thee: look 
For fury not to be resisted. Thus defied, 

I thank thee for myself. 

Cym, Thou art welcome, Caius, 

Thy Cspsar knighted me; my youth I spent 
Much under him ; of him I gather’d honour ; 

Wliicli he to seek of me again, perforce. 

Behoves me keep at utterance.* I am perfect « At e*train«rt p«ni 
That tho Pannpnians and Dalmatians for 
Their liberties are now in arms; a precedent 
Whicli not to read would show the Britons cold : 

So Cicsar shall not find them. 

Let proof speak. 

Clo, llis majesty bids you welcome. Make pastime 
with us a day or two, or longer: if you seek us afterwards 
in otlier terms, you shall find us in our salt water girdle: 
if you beat us out of it, it is yours; if you fall in the 
adventure, our crows shall fare the better for you; and 
there’s an end. 

Lac, So, sir. 

Cym, I know your master’s pleasure and be mine: 
All the remain is ‘ Welcome !’ [Exeaal, 

Scene II. — Another room in the •palace. 

Enter PiSANio, mth a letter. 

Pis, How I of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monster’s her accuser? Leonatus! 

O master! what a strange infection 
Is fall’ll into thy earl What false Italian, 

As poisonouS'tongued as handed, hath prevail’d 
On thy too ready heaving ? Disloyal I No : 

»She's punish’d for her truth, and undergoes, 

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in some virtue. 0 my master! 

Thy mind to her is now as low as were 
Thy fortunes. How! that I should murder her? 

Upon tlie love and truth and vows which 1 
Have made to thy command ? I, her ? her blood ? 

If it be so to do good service, never 

Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 

That I should seem to lock humanity 
So much as this fact comes to? [Reading,'] ‘Do’t; the 
letter 

That I have sent her, by her own command 
Shall give thee opportunity.’ 0 damn’d paper! 


Black as the ink that’s on thee! Senseless bauble. 

Art thou a feodary** for this act, and look’st ^ a# acwinpuce. 
So virgin-like without? Lo, here she comes. 

I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo, Huw now, Pisanio ! 

Pis, Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imo, Who ? thy lord ? that is my lord, Leonatus ! 

0, Icarn’d indeed wei-e that astronomer 
That knew the stars as I his characters; 
lle’ld lay the future open. You good gods, 

1. et what is here contain’d relish of love. 

Of my lord's health, of his content, yet not 
That we two are asunder ; let that grieve him : 

Some griefs arc mod’cinable ; that is one of them, 

For it doth physic love: of his content, 

All but in that! Good wax, thy leave. Blest be 
You bees that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers 
And men in dangerous bonds jiray not alike: 

Though forfeiters you cost in prison, yet 

You clasp young Cupid’s tables. Good news, gods I 

[Reads] 'Justice, and your father’s wrath, should he 
take me in his dominion, could not be so cruel to me, 
as you, 0 the dearest of creatures, would even renew me 
with your eyes. Take notice that I am in Cambria, at 
Milford-ITaven : what your own love will out of this advise 
you, follow. So he wishes you all happiness, that remains 
loyal to his vow, and your, increasing in love, 

Leonatus Pqsthumus.* 

0, for a horse with wings! Ilear’st thou, Pisanio? 

He is at Milford- Haven : read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? Then, true Pisanio — 

Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord; who long’st — 

O, let me bate — but not like me — yet long’st, 

But in a fainter kind : — 0, not like me ; 

For mine’s beyond beyond — say, and speak thick; 
Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 

To the smothering of tho sense — liow far it i.s 
To this same blessed Milford: and l)y the way 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy as 
To inherit such a haven : but first of all, 

How we may steal from hence, and for the gap 
That wc shall make in time, from our henccgoing 
And our return, to excuse: hut first, how get lienee: 
Why should excuse be born or e’er begot? 

We’ll talk of that hereafter. Prithee, sjieak, 

How many score of miles may we well ride 
'Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pis. One score ’twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, *s enough for you : [Aside ] and too much too. 

Into, Wliy, one that rode to’s execution, man, 

Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding wagers. 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i’ the clock’s behalf. But this is foolery: 

Go bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She’ll home to her father: and provide me presently 
A riding-suit, no costlier than would fit 
A franklin’s housewife. 

Pis. Madam, you’re best consider, 

Imo, I see before me, man: nor here, nor here, 

Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look through. Away, I prithee; 

Do as I bid thee : there’s no more to say ; 

Accessible is none but Milford way. [Extant, 
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Scene III. — Wales: a mmrUaxnous country mth a cave. 

Enter, from the cave, Belarius , Guiderius and 
Arviragus following. 

Bil A goodly day not to keep house, witli such 
Whose roofs as low as ours ! Stoop, boys ; this gate 
Instructs }'Ou how to adore the heavens, and bows you 
To a morning’s holy oflice the gates of nionarchs 
Are arch’d so high that giants may jut through 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good morrow to the sun. Hail, tliou fair heaven ! 

We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Gut. Hail, heaven ' 


Arc. Hail, heaven I 

Bel. Now for our mountain sport : up to yond hill ; 
Your legs are young; I’ll tread these flats. Consider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow. 

That it is place which lessens and sets off: 

And you may then revolve what tales I have told you 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war: 

This service is not service, so being done, 

But lieing so allow’d : to apprehend thus. 

Draws us a profit from all things we see; 

And often, to our comfort, shall wo And 
The sharded beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the fuU-wing’d eagle. 0, this life 
Is nobler than attending for a check, 

Kichcr tlian doing nothing for a bauble. 



Prouder than rustling in unpaid-for silk: 

Such gain the cap of him that makes 'em fine, 

Yet keeps his book uncross'd: no life to ours. 

Oui. Out of your proof ^ou speak : we, poor unfledged, 
Have never wing’d from view o' the nest, nor know not 
What air’s from home. Haply this life is ^t, 

If quiet life be best; sweeter to you 
That have a sharper known; well corresponding 
With your stiff age : but unto ns it is 
A cell of ignorance; travelling a-bed; 

A priMn for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit 

Arv. What should we spekk of 

When we are old as you! when we shall hear 
The tain and wind beat dark December, how. 


In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away? We have seen nothing; 

We are lieastly, subtle as the fox for prey. 

Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat; 

Our valour is to chase what flies; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison’d bird. 

And sing our bondage freely 

Bd. Hoiv yon speak! 

Did you but know llie city’s usuries,' 

And felt them knowingly; the art o’ the court. 

As hard to leave as keep; whose top to climb 

Is certain falling, or so slippery that 

The fear’s as bf^ as falling; the toil o’ the war, 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
r the name of lame and honour ; which dies i’ the search, 
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And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph 
As record of fair act; nay, many tunes, 

Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worse, 

Must court’sy at the censure: — 0 boys, this story 
The world may read in me : my body's mark'd 
With Koinan swords, and my report was once 
First with the best of note : Cymbeline loved me. 

And when the soldier was the tlieme, my name 

Was not far off: then was I as a tree 

Whose boughs did bend with fruit; but in one night, 

A storm or robbery, call it what you will, 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves. 

And left me bare to weather. 

Gai, Uncertain favour! 

BtL My fault being nothing — as I have told you oft — 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline 
I was confederate with the Koinans : so 
Follow'd my banishment, and this twenty years 
This rock and these demesnes have been my world; 
Where I have lived at honest freedom, paid 
More pious debts to heaven than in all 
The fore-end of my time. But up to the mountains! 
This is not hunters’ language : he that strikes 
The venison first shall be the lord o’ the feast; 

To him the other two shall minister; 

And we will fear no poison, which attends 

In place of greater state. I’ll meet you in the valleys. 

[Exmnt GuideriiLS and Arviragas, 
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature! 

These boys know little they are sons to the king; 

Nor Cymbelihe dreams that they are alive. 

They think they are mine ; and though train’d up thus 
meanly 

r the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces, and nature prompts them 
In simple and low things to prince it much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, who 
The king his father call’d Guiderius — Jove! 

When on my three-foot stool I sit and tell 
The warlike feats I have dpne, his spirits fly out 
Into my story: say, ‘Thus mine enemy fell. 

And thus 1 set my foot on’s neck:’ even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats. 

Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
Once Arviragus, in as like a figure. 

Strikes life into my speech and shows much more 
His own conceiving. — Hark, the game is roused! — 

0 Cymbeline I heaven and iny conscience knows 
Thou didst unjustly banish me: whereon. 

At three and two years old, 1 stole these babes; 
-Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft’st me of ray lands. Euriphile, 

Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their mother. 
And every day do honour to her grave: 

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d. 

They take for natural father. The game is up. {Exit, 

Scene IV. — Country near Milford-Haven, 

Enter PiSANio and Imogen. 

Imo. Thou told’st me, when we came from horse, the 
place 

Was near at hand: ne’er long’d my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now. Pisanio! man! 

Where is Posthumus 1 What is in thy mind, 

VOLIL 


That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks that sigh 
From the inward of thee? One, but painted thus. 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond self-explication: put thyself 
Into a 'haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What’s the matter ? 

Why tender’st thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender? If’t be summer news, 

Smile to't before; if winterly, thou nced'st 

But keep that countenance still. My husband’s hand! 

That drug-damu’d Italy hath out-craftied him. 

And he's at some hard point. Speak, man : thy tongue 
May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis, Please you, read; 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain’d of fortune. 

/mo. [Reads.'] ‘Thy mistress, Pisanio, hath played the 
strumpet in my bed ; the testimonies whereof lie bleeding 
ill me. I speak not out of weak surmises, but from proof 
as strong as my grief and as certain as I expect my 
revenge. That part thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if thy 
faith be not tainted with the breach of hers. I.et thine 
own hands take away her life : I shall give thee oppor- 
tunity at Milford-Haven. She hatli my letter for the 
purpose: where, if thou fear to strike and to make me 
certain it is done, thou art the pandar to her dishonour 
and equally to me disloyal' 

Pis, What shall I need to draw my sword ? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. No, 'tis slander. 

Whose edge is sharper than the sword, whose tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile, whose breath 
Hides on the posting winds and doth belie 
All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states, 
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. What cheer, madam ? 

Imo. False to his bed! What is it to be false? 

To lie in watch there and to think on him ? 

To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge nature, 
To break it with a fearful dream of him. 

And cry myself awake? that's false to's bed, is it? 

Pis, Alas, good lady! 

Imo, I false ! Thy conscience witness ; lachimo. 
Thou didst accuse him of inconlinency ; 

Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now methinks 
Thy favour's good enough. Some jay of Italy 
Whose mother was her painting, hath betray'd him : 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion; 

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 

I must be ripp'd : — to pieces with me ! — 0, 

Men's vows are women's traitors ! All good seeming. 
By thy revolt, 0 husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany; not born where't grows. 

But worn a bait for ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, hear me. 

Imo, True honest men being heard, like false ^Fneas, 
Weie in his time thought false, and Sinon's weeping 
Did scandal many a holy tear, took pity 
From most true wretchedness ; so thou. Posthumus, 

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men; 

Goodly and gallant shall be false and peijured 
From thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou honest; 

Do thou thy master’s bidding: when thou see’st him, 

A little witness my obedience: look! 

I draw the sword myself: take it, and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart: 

Fear not; 'tis empty of all things but grief: 

Thy master is not there, who was indeed 
The riches of it: do his bidding; strike. 
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Tliou mayst be valiant in a better cause, 

But now thou aeem’st a coward. 

Pis. Hence, vile instrument! 

Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

Imo. Why, I must die; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master’s. Against self-slaughter 
There is u prohibition so divine 

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here’s my heart. 
Something’s afore’t. Soft, soft! we’ll no defence; 
Ol)cdient as the scabbard. What is here? 

The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 

All turn’d to heiesy? Away, away. 

Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart. Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers : though those that arc betray’d 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse ca.se of woe. 

And thou, Posthunius, thou that didst set up 
Jly disobedience ’gainst the king iny father. 

And make me put into contempt the suits 
Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness: and I grieve myself 
'To think, when thou shalt be disedged by her 
That now thou tirest on, how thy memory 
Will then bo pang’d by me. Prithee, dispatch : 

Tile lamb entreats the butcher : where’s thy knife ? 

Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding. 

When I desire it too. 

Pis. 0 gracious lady, 

Since I received command to do tliis business 
I have not slept one wink. 

Inu). Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pis. I’ll wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

Imx Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it? Wliy hast thou abused 
So many miles with a pretence? this place? 

Mine action and thine own ? our horses’ labour ? 

The time inviting thee? the perturb'd court, 

For my being absent? whereuuto I never 
Purpose return. Why hast thou gone so for, 

To be unbent when thou hast ta'en thy stand, 

The elected deer before thee? 

Pis. But to win time 

To lose so bad employment; in the which 
I have consider’d of a course. Good lady. 

Hear me with patience. 

/mo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 

I have heard I am a strumpet; and mine ear. 

Therein false struck, can take no greater wound, 

Nor tent to bottom that But speak. 

Pi». Then, madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

/mo. Most like ; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither: 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well It cannot be 
But that my master is abased: 

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art. 

Hath done you both this curs^ injury. 

/mo. Some Boman courtezan. 

Pit- No, on my life. 

I’ll give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it; for 'tis commanded 
I should do so: you shall be miss’d at court, 

And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, 


What shall I do the while? where bide? how live? 

Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my huabaud? 

Pis. If you’ll bock to the court — 

Imo. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing, 

That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege. 

Pis. If not at court, 

Tlien not in Britain must you bide. 

Imo. Where then ? 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day, night, 

Am they nut but in Britain ? 1’ the world’s volume 

Our Brittiiu seems os of it, but not in’t ; 

In a great poul a swan’s nest: prithee, think 
There’s livers out of Britain. 

Pis. I am most glad 

You think of other place. Tlie ambassador, 

Lucius the Ifomaii, comes to Milford-Ilavcn 
To-morrow : now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark os your fortune is,* and but disguise 
That whicli, to appear itself, must not yet be 
But by self-danger, you should tread a course 
Pretty and full of view ; yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus; so nigh at least 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
lieport should render him liourly to your car 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo. 0, for such means! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t, 

I would adveutum. 

Pis. Well, then, here’s the point : 

You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience: fear and nicencss — 

The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 

Woman its pretty self — into a waggish courage ; 

Ready in gibes, quick-nnswer’d, saucy, and 
As quarrelous os the weasel; nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your check, ^ 

Exposing it — but, 0, tlie harder heart 1 
Alack, no reme<ly ! — to' the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan, aud furget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You mado great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief: 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit — 

’Tis in my cloak-bag — doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them: would you in their seiwing. 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a sea.son, ’fore noble Lucius 
Pre.sent yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Wherein you’re happy ^ — which you’ll make him know, 
If that his head have ear in music — doubtless 
With joy he will embrace you, for he’s honourtble 
Aud doubling that, most lioly. Your means abroad, 
You have me, rich; aud I will never fail 
Beginning nor supplymeut. 

Imo. Tliou srt ell the coolfoit 

The gods will diet me u’ith. Prithee, away: 

There’s more to be consider’d : but ■we'll even 
All that good time will give us: this attempt 
I am soldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince’s courage. Away, I prithee. 

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell, 
I.«st, being miss’d, I bo suspected of 
Your carnage Aom the court. My noble mistress^ 
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Here is a box; I Imd it from the queen: 

What’s in*t is precious ; if you are sick at sea, 

Or stomach-qualm’d at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distenfpcr. To some shade. 

And fit you to your manhood. May the gods 
Direct you to the best! 

Imo, Amen : I thank thee. J^JExeunt, severally. 

Scene V. — A room in Cymbeline’s palace. 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, Lords, and 
Attendants. 

Cym, Thus far; and so farewell. 

Luc, Tlumks, royal sir. 

My emperor hath wrote. I must from hence ; 

And am right sorry that I must report ye 
My master’s enemy. 

Cym, Our subjects, sir, 

Will not endure his yoke; and for ourself 
To show less .sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. 

Luc, So, sir: I desire of you 

A conduct over-land to Milford-IIaven. 

Madam, all joy befall your grace ! 

Queen. And you ! 

Cym. lords, you are appointed for that office; 
The due of honour in no point omit. 

So farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc, Your hand, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly ; but from this time forth 
I wear it as yrmr enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner: fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords, 
Till lie have cross’d the Severn. Happiness 1 

[Exeunt Lucius and Lords. 

Queen. lie goes hence frowning: but it honours us 
Tliat we have given him cause. 

Clo, ’Tis all the better; 

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness : 

The powers that he already hath in Gallia 

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence ho moves 

His war for Britain. 

Queen. ’Tis not sleepy business; 

But must be look’d to speedily and strongly. 

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen. 

Where is our daughter? She hath not appear’d 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d 
The duty of the day: she looks us like 
A thing more made of malice than of duty: 

Wo have noted it. Call her before us ; for 

Wo have been too slight in sufferance. [Exit an Attendafit. 

Queen. Royal sir, 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retired 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 

’Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty, 

Forbear sharp speeches to her: she’s a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes, 

And strokes death to her. 

Be-enter Attendant 

Cym. Where is she, sir? How 

Can her contempt be answer’d ? 

Atten. Please you, sir, 


Her chambers arc all lock’d; and there’s no answer 
That will be given to the loudest noise we make. 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her. 

She i^ray’d me to excuse her keeping close, 

Whereto constrain’d by her infirmity, 

She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 

Which daily she was bound to proffer: this 

She wish'd me to make known ; but our great court 

Made me to blame in ineinory. 

Cym. Her doors lock’d ? 

Not seen of late? Grant, heavens, that which I fear 
Prove false ! [Ent 

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. 

Clo. That mail of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, 

I have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after. [Exit Cloten. 

Pisanio, thou that stand’st so for Posthuinus I 
He hath a drug of mine; I pray his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that, for he believes 
It IS a thing most precious. But for her, 

Wlierc is she gone? Haply, du.spair hath seized h(T, 

Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, she’.s flown 
To her desired Posthumus: gone she is 
To death or to dishonour; and iny end 
Cun make good use of either: she being down, 

I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 

How now, my son? 

Clo. ’Tis certain she is llt*d. 

Go in and cheer the king: he lagcs, none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. [Aside^ All the better : may 
This night forestall him of the coining day ! [Ej'iL 

Clo. I love and hate her: for she’s fair and royal. 
And that she hath all courtly paits more exquisite 
Thau lady, ladies, woman ; from every one 
The best she hatli, and she, of all compounded. 

Outsells them all; 1 love her therefore: but 
Disdaining me and throwing favours on 
Tlic low rosthumus slanders so her judgment 
That what’s else rare is choked ; and in that point 
I wdll conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 

To be revenged upon her. For when fools 
Shall— 

Enter PlSAXlo. 

Who is here ? What, are you packing, sirrah ? 
Come hither: ah, you precious ]iandar! Villain, 

Where is thy lady? In a word; or else 
Thou art straightway witli the fiends. 

Pis. 0, good my lord! 

Vlo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter, 

I will not ask again. Close villain. 

I’ll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Postlnimus? 

From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth 1x5 diawn. 

Pis. /las, my lord, 

How can she be with him? When was she miss’d? 
llo is in Rome. 

Clo. Where is she, sir? Come nearer; 

No further halting: satisfy me heme 
What is become of her. 

Pis. 0, my all-worthy lord ! 

Clo. All-worthy villain I 

Discover where thy mistress is at once. 

At the next word : no more of ‘ worthy lord !* 
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Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Pis. Then, sir. 

This paper is the liistory of my knowledge 
Touching her flight a letter. 

Clo. Let’s see’t I will pursue her 

Even to Augustus’ throne. 

Pis. [Aside.] Or this, or perish. 

She’s far enough ; and what he learns by this 
May prove his travel, not her danger. 

CloJ Hum ! 

Pis. [Aside.] I'll write to my lord she’s dead. 0 
Imogen, 

Safe mayst thou wander, safe return again I 


Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true? 

Pis. Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Posthumus' hand ; I know’t Sirrah, if thou 
wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service, undergo 
those employments wherein I should have cause to use 
thee with a serious industry, that is, what villany soe’er 
I bid thee do, to perform it directly and truly, I would 
think thee an honest man : thou shouldst neither want my 
means for thy relief nor my voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve mo ? for since patiently and con- 
stantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that beggar 
Posthumus, thou canst not, in the coarse of gratitude, but 
be a diligent follower of mine: wilt thou serve me? 



IHs. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand ; here’s my purse. Hast any 
of thy late master's garments in th^ possession? 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit he 
wore when he took leave of my Iray and mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit 
hither: let it bo thy first service; go. 

Pis. I shall, my lord. [Exit. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Havcn ! — I forgot to ask 
him one thing; I’ll remember’t anon: — even there, thou 
villain Posthumus, will I kill thee. 1 would these gar- 
ments were come. She said upon a time — ^the bitterness 
of it I now belch from my heart — that she held the very 
garment of Posthumus in more respect than my noble and 
natural person, together with the adornment of my qualities. 
With that suit upon my back, will I ravish her: first 


kill him, and in hdt eyes ; there shall she see my valour, 
which will then be a torment to her contempt He on 
the ground, my speech of insultment ended on his dead 
body, and when my lust hath dined — which, as I sajr, to 
vex her I will execute in the clothes that she so praised 
— to the court I’ll knock her back, foot her homA again. 
She hath despised me rejoicingly, and I’ll be merry in 
my revenge. 

Se-mter PiSAtno, trith the clothes. ' 

Be those the garments? 

Pis. Ay, my noble lord. 

C7o. How long is’t since she went to Milford-Haven ? 

Pis. She can scarce be there 3 ret 

Clo. Bring; this apparel to my chamber; that is the 
second thing^hat 1 have commanded thee : the third is. 
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that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my design. Be but 
duteous, and true preferment shall tender itself to thee. 
My revenge is now at Milford: would I had wings to 
follow it! Come, aiid-^be true. [Ejdt. 

Pis, Thou bid’st me to my loss: for true to thee 
Were to prove false, which 1 will never be, 

To him that is most true. To Milford go. 

And find not her whom thou pursuest. Flow, flow, 

You heavenly blessings, on her! This fool’s speed 
Be cross’d with slowness ; labour be his meed I [Exit, 

Scene VI. — Wales, Before the cave of Belakius. 

Enter Imogen,. tVi loy's clothes, 

Imo, I see a man’s life is a tedious one : 

T have tired myself, and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick. 

But that my resolution helps me. Milford. 

When from the mountain-top Pisanio show’d thee. 

Thou wast within a ken: O Jove! I think 
Foundations fly the wretched; such, I mean. 

Where they should be relieved. Two beggars told me 
I could not miss my way; will poor folks lie. 

That have afflictions on them, knowing ’tis 
A punishment or trial? Yes; no wonder. 

When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in fulness 
Is sorer than to lie for need, and falsehood 
Is worse in kings than beggars. My dear lord ! 

Thou art one o* the false ones. Now I think on thee. 
My hunger’s gone ; but even before. I was 
At point to sink for food. But what is this ? 

Here is a path to t . ’tis some savage liold : 

I were best not call; I dare not call: yet famine. 

Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 

Plenty and iicacc breeds cowards: hardness ever 
Of hardine.ss is mother. Ho ! who’s here ? 

If any thing that’s civil, speak; if savage, 

Take or lend. Ho! No answer? Then I’ll enter. 

Best draw my swonl ; and if mine enemy 

But fear the sword like me, he’ll scarcely look on’t. 

Such a foe, good heavens ! [Exit, to the cave. 

Enter Belarius, Guideriu.s, and Arviragus. 

BeL You, Polydore, have proved best woodman, and 
Arc master of the feast ; Cadwal and I 
Will play the cook and servant; ’tis our match: 

The sweat of industry would dry and die. 

But for the end it works to. Come; our stomachs 
Will make what’s homely savoury: weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when resty* sloth •vneoj. 
Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here, 

Poor house, that keep'st thyself! 

Oui, I am throughly weary. 

Arv. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 
Owi. There is cold meat i’ the cave; we’ll browse 
on that, 

Whilst what we have kill’d be cook’d. 

Bel, [Looking into the cave!] Stay; come not in. 

But that it eats Qur victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

Oui, What^s the matter, sir? 

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not. 

An earthly paragon ! Behold divinencss 
No elder than a boy! 

Be-enier Imogen. 

Imo. Good masters, harm me not: 

Before I enter’d here, I call’d; and thought 


To have begg’d or bought what I have took : good troth, 
I have stol’n nought, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold strew’d i’ the floor. Here’s money for my meat: 

I would have left it on the board so soon 
As I had made my meal, and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Oui, Money, youth ? 

Ai^, All gold and silver rather turn to dirt! 

And ’tis no better reckon’d, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Imo, I sec you’re angry: 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died had I not made it. 

Bel, Wliither bound? 

Imo, To Milford-Haven. 

Bel, What’s your name? 

Imo, Fidelc, sir. I have a kinsman who 
Is bound for Italy; he embark’d at Milford; 

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 

I am fall’n in this oflence. 

Bel. Piithec, fair youth, 

Think us no churls, nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter’d 1 
'Tis almost night: you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart; and thanks to stay and eat it. 

Boys, bid him welcome. 

Oui, Were you a woman, youth, 

I should woo hard but be your groom. In honesty, 

I bid for you as I’ld buy. 

Arv. I’ll make't my comfort 

He is a man; I’ll love him as my brother; 

And such a welcome as I’ld give to him 
After bng absence, such is yours; most welcome' 

Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends. 

Imo. 'Mongst friends, 

If brothers. [Aside!] Would it had been so, that they 
Had been my father’s sons ! then had my prize 
Been less, and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Posthumus. 

Bd, He wrings at some distress. 

Oui. Would I could free’t! 

Arv. Or I, whate’er it be, 

What pain it cost, what danger. Gods! 

Bd. Hark, boys. 

[ Whispering, 

Imo. Great men. 

That had a court no bigger than this cave, 

That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience scal’d them — laying by 
That nothing-gift of differing multitudes — 

Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods ! 

I’ld change my sex to be companion with them 
Since Leonatus’s false. 

Bd. It shall be so. 

Boys, we’ll go dress our hunt. Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting; when we have supp’d. 

We’ll mannerly demand theo of thy story, 

So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Gui. Pray, draw near. 

Arv, The night to the owl and morn to the lark less 
w’elcome. 

Imo, Thanks, sir. 

Arv, I pray, draw near. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — Rome, A public place. 

Enter im Senators and Tribunes. 

First Sen. Tliis is the tenour of the emperor’s writ: 
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That since the common men are now in action 
’Gainst the Fannonians and Dalmatians, 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fall’n-off Britons, that we do incite 
The gentry to this business. He creates 
Lucius proconsul: and to you the tribunes; 

For this immediate levy, he commends 
His absolute commission. Long live Ciesar< 


FitU Tn. Is Lucius general of the forces? 

See. Sen. Ay. 

Ftrst Tri Bemaining now in Gallia? 

First Sen. With those legions 

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supplyant: the words of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbers and the time 
Of their dispatch. 

First Tri. We will dischai^e our duty. {Emmi 




ACT IV. 


ScEKE I. — Wales: near the cave of Belarius. 


Enter Clotek. 

Olo. I am near to the place where they should meet, 
if I’isanio have mapped it truly. How fit his garments 
.serve me ! Why should his mistress, who was made by 
him that made the tailor, not be lit too? the rather — 
saving reverence of the word — for 'tis said a woman’s 
fitness comes by fits. Therein I must play the workman. 
I dare speak it to myself — for it is not vain-glory for a 
man and liis glass to confer in his own chamber — I mean, 
tlic lines of my body are os well drawn os his ; no loss 
young, more strong, not beneath him in fortunes, beyond 
luin in thu advantage of the time, above him in birth, 
alike conversant in general services, and more remarkable 
in single oppositions :* yet this imperceiverant* * 
thing loves him in my despite. What mortality * 
is ! Fosthumas, thy head, which now is growing upon thy 
shoulders, shall within tliis hour bo off; thy mistress 
enforced ; thy garments cut to pieces before thy face : 
and all this dune, spurn her home to her father; who 
may haply be a little angry for my so rough usage; but 
my mother, having power of his testincss, shall turn all 
into my commendations. My horse is tied up safe ; out, 
sword, and to a sore purpose I Fortune, put them into 
piy hand ! This is the very description of their meeting- 
place; and the fellow dares not deceive me. [Exit. 

Scene II. — Before the cave of Belarius. 

Enter, from the cave, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, 
and Imogen. 

Bel. [To Imogen^ You are not well : remain here in 
the cave; 

We’ll come to you after hunting. 

Arv. [To Imogen^ Brother, stay here: 

Are we not brothen? 


7/no. So man and man should be ; 

But clay and clay differs in dignity. 

Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick. 

Gai. Go you to hunting; I’ll abide with him. 

Jnio. So sick I am not, yet I am not well; 

But not so citizen a wanton as 
To seem to die ere sick: so please you, leave me; 
Stick to your journal course: the breach of custom 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me; society is no comfort 
To one not sociable ; I am not very sick. 

Since I can reason of it Pray you, trust me here : 

I'll rob none but n/yself; and let me die. 

Stealing so poorly. 

Gui. I love thee; T have spoke it: 

How much the quantity, the weight as much. 

As I do love my father. 

Bel. What' how! how! 

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : 1 know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say. 

Love’s reason’s without reason : the bier at door. 

And a demand who is’t shall die, I 'Id say, 

‘My father, not this youth.’ 

Bel. fAsttif.] 0 noble strain! 

0 worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 

CowakIs father cowaitls, and base things sire base: 
Nature hath meal and bran, contempt and grace. 

I’m not their father; yet who this should be. 

Both miracle itself, loved before me. 

’Tis the ninth hour o’ the mom. 

Arv. Brother, farewell. 

Invo. I wish ye sport. 

Arv. You health. So please you, sir. 

Im. [Aside.] These are kind creatures. Gods, what 
lies I have heard! 
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Our courtiers sny all’s savage but at court: 

Experience. O, thou disprovest report! 

The imperious seas breed monsters, for the dish 
Poor tributary rivers os sweet fish. 

1 nm sick still ; hoart>sick. Pisanio, 

I'll now taste of thy drug [iSimf/eies some. 

Gui. 1 could not stir him : 

He said he was gentle, but unfortunate; 

Dishonestly aillictcd, but yet honest 
Arv Thus did he answer me: yet said, hereafter 
I might know more. 


Bel. To the field, to the field! 

We’ll leave you for this time: go in and rest 
Arv. We’ll not bo long away. 

Bel. Pray, be not sick. 

For you must be our housewife. 

Imo. WcU or ill. 

I am bound to you. 

Bel. And shall be ever. 

[JSxit Imogen, to the cave 

This youth, howe’er distress’d, appears he hath had 
Good ancestors. 



Arv. How angel-like he sings! 

Gui. But his neat cookery! he cut our roots 
In characters, 

And sauced our broths, as Juno had been sick 
And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh, as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile; 
The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that saulors rail at 

Oui. I do note 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both. 
Mingle their spurs together. 

Arv. Grow, patience! 


And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing loot with the increasing vine! 
ite/. It is great morning. Come, away ! — Who’s there ? 

Enter Clotek. 

Clo. I cannot find those runagates ; that villain 
Hath mock’d me. I am faint 
Bel. ‘ Those runagates ! ’ 

Means ho not us 7 I partly know him: ’tis 
Cloten, the son o’ the queen. I fear some ambush. 

I saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know *tis he. We are held as outlaws: hence! 

Oui. He is but one : you and my brother search 
What companies are near: pray you, away; 

Let me alone with him. [Exeunt Belariua arid Arviragua. 
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Clo, Soft ! What are you 

That fly me thus ? some villain mountaineers ? 

1 have heard of such. What slave art thou? 

^ * A thing 

More slavish did I ne’er than answering 
A slave without a knock. 

Clo, Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain: yield thee, thief. 

Gui, To who ? to thee ? What art thou ? Have 
not I 

All arm as big os thine? a heart as big? 

Thy words, I grant, are bigger, for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art. 

Why I should yield to thee ? 

Clo, Thou villain base, 

Know’st me not by my clothes. 

Gui, No, nor thy tailor, rascal. 

Who is thy grandfather: he made those clothes. 

Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo, Thou precious varlet, 

My tailor made them not. 

Gui, Hence, then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool; 

1 am loath to beat thee. 

Clo, Thou injurious thief, 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Gui, What’s thy name? 

Clo, Clotcn, thou villain. 

Gui, Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 

T cannot tremble at it : were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
’Twould move me sooner. 

Clo. To thy further fear. 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I am sou to the queen. 

Gui. I am sorry for’t; not seeming 

So worthy as thy biith. 

Clo. Art not afeard ? 

Old. Those that 1 reverence those I fear, the wise: 
At fools I laugli, not fear them. 

Clo. Die the death: 

When I have slain thee with my proper hand, 

I '11 follow those that even now fled hence. 

And on the gates of Lud’s town set your heads : 

Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt ^ fighting. 

Re-enter Belarius and Arviragus. 

Bd. No companies abroad? 

Arv. None in the world : you did mistake him, sure. 
Bd. 1 cannot tell : long is it since I saw liim, 

But time hath nothing bluiv'd those lines of favour 
Which then he wore; the snatches in his voice. 

And burst of speaking, were os his: I am absolute 
’Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place w’o left them : 

T wish iny brother make good time with nim, 

You say ho is so fell. 

Bd. Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 

Of roaring terrors : for defect of judgment * toirecUT. 

Is ott the sauce* of fear. But, see, thy brother. 

Rt-trUer Guiderius, with Cloten’s head, 

Gui. This Cloten was a fool, an empty purse; 

There was no money in't: not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had none : 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head as I ao his. 

Bd. What haat thou done? 

QwL I am perfect what: cut off one Cloten's head, 
VOL. II. 


Son to the queen, after his own report; 

Who call’d me tiuitor, mountaineer, and swore 
\Vitli liis own single hand he'ld take us in, 

DLsplace our heads where — thank the gods ! — they grow, 
And set them on Lud’s town. 

Bd, We are all undone. 

Gui, Why, worthy father, what have wc to lose, 

But that he swore to take, our lives’ The law 
Protects not us: then why should we be tender 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us. 

Play judge and executioner all himself, 

For we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad? 

Bd. No single soul 

Can wc set eye on; but in all safe reason 
He must have some attendants. Though his humour 
Was nothing but mutation, ay, and that 
From one bad tiling to worse; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness, could so far have raved 
To bring him here alone; although perhaps 



It may be heard at court that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make some stronger head ; the which he hearing — 
As it is like him — might break out and swear 
He’ld fetch us in; yet is’t not probable 
To come alone, either ho so undertaking, 

Ur they so suffering : then on good ground we fear. 

If we do fear this body hath a tail 
Muie perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoo’er, 

My brother hath done well. 

Bd, I had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidelc’s sickness 
Did make my way long forth. 

Old. With his own sword, 

Which he did wave a^inst my throat, I have ta’en 
His head from him: I’ll throw’t into the creek 
Behind our rock; and let it to the sea, 

And tell the fishes he’s the queen’s son, Cloten: 

That’s all I reck. [Exit. 


22 
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Bd. I fear 'twill bo revenged : 

Would, Polydorc, thou hadst not doue’t! though valour 
llecomes thee well enough. 

Aro. Would I had done’t, 

So the revenge alone pursued me! Polydore, 

1 love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed: 1 would revenges. 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us through 
And put us to our answer. 

Btl. Well, 'Us done: 

We’ll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there’s no profit. I prithee, to our rock; 

You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Are. Poor sick Fidele ! 

I’ll willingly to him: to gain his colour 
I 'Id let a parish of such Clotens blood. 

And praise myself for charity. 

Btl. O thou goddess. 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon’st 


In these two princely boys! They arc as gentle 
As zephyrs blowing below the violet, 

Not wagging his sweet head; and yet as rough. 

Their royal blood enchafed, as the rudest wind, 

That by the top doth take the mountain pine. 

And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonder 
That an invisible instinct should frame them . 

To royalty uuleam’d, honour untaught, 

Civility not seen from other, valour 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sew'd. Yet still it’s strange 
What Cloteii’s being here to us portends. 

Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-tnUr Guiderius. 

Gm. Wliere's my brother’ 

I have sent Cloten’s clotpoll down tho stream, 

In embassy to his mother: his body’s hostage 

For his return. [S'o/emn musk. 

Btl. My ingenious instrument! 



Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! Hut what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hark ! 

Gui. Is he at home ? 

Bd. He went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he mean? since death of my dear’st 
mother 

It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. 'The matter? 

Triumphs for nothing and lamenting toys, 

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. 

Is Cadwal mad? 

Bd. Look, here he comes, 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms 
Of what we blame him for. 

Be-enter Abviragus, with Imogex, as dead, bearinff her 
in his arms. 

Are. The bird is dead 

That wo have made so much on. I had rather 


Have skipp’d from sixteen years of age to sixty, 

To have turn’d my leaping-time into a crutch. 

Than have seen this. 

Gui. O sw’eetest, fairest lily 1 

My brother wears thee not the one half so well 
As when thou grew’st thyself. 

Bd. 0 melancholy* 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what course thy sluggish crate 
Might easiliest harbour in ? Thou blessed thing-! 

Jove knows what man thou mightst have made; but I, 
Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy. 

How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark,* as you see ; * * ' • 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber, 

Not as death’s dart, being laugh’d at; his right* clicek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Gui. ^ Where? 

Arv. 


0* the floor; 
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His arrns thus leagued: I thought he slept, and put The sceptre, learning, physic, must 

My clouted brogues from of! my feet, whose rudeness All follow this, and come to dust. 

Auswer'd my steps too loud. 

Chd- ^ Why, ho but sleeps: Gui, Fear no more the lightning-flash. 

If ho be gone, hell make his grave a bed: Arv, Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash; 


And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv, With fairest flowers 

Whilst summer lasts and I live here, Fidele, 

III sweeten thy sad grave: thou shalt not lack 
I'he flower that’s like thy face, pale primrose, nor 
’riic azured harebell, like thy veins, no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-aweoten’d not thy breath : the ruddock^ would 
With charitable bill — O bill, sore-shaming ijudbrewt. 
Tiiose rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument 1 — bring thee all this; 

Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowern are none, 

To winter-ground* thy corse. » protect 

Gui. Prithee, have done ; 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him; 

And not protract with admiration wliat 
Is now due debt. To the grave ! 

Arv. Say, where .shall’s lay him ? 

Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv. Be’t so: 

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once our mother; use like note and words, 

Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Gui. CadWal, 

I cannot sing: I’ll weep, and word it with thee; 

For notes of sorrow out of tune are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 

Arv. Well speak it, then. 

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less; for Cloten 
Is quite forgot. Ho was a queen’s son, boys; 

And though ho came our enemy, remember 
He was paid* for that : though mean and mighty, rotting 
Together, have one dust, yet reverence, •ruuiAod. 

That angel of the world, doth make distinction 
Of place ’tween high and low. Our foe was princely; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe. 

Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersitos’ body is as good as Ajax’, 

When neither are alive. 

Arv. If youll go fetch him, 

We’ll say our song the whilst. Brother, begin. 

[Exit Bdarius. 

Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the cast; 
My father hath a reason for’t. 

Arv. 'Tis true. 

Gui. Come on, then, and remove him. 

Arv. So. Begin, 

Song. 

Gui. Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 

Nor the furious winter’s rages; 

Thou thy worldly task hast done. 

Home art gone, and ta’cn thy wages : 

Golden lads and girls all must. 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Arv. Fear no more the frown o’ the great; 

Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 

Care no more to clothe and oat; 

To thee the reed is aa the oak : 


Arv. Thou hast finished joy and moan : 

Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

Gui. No exerciser liarm thee! 

Arv. Nor no witchcmll charm thee! 

Gm. Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 

Art). Nothing ill come near thee ’ 

Both. Quiet consummation have; 

And renowned be thy grave! 

Re-enter Betarius, with the body of Cloten. 

Gui. We have done our obsequies : come, lay him 
down. 

Bel. Here’s a few flowers; but 'bout midnight, more; 
The lierbs that have on them cold dew o* the night 
Arc strewings fitt’st for graves. Upon their faces. 

You were as flowers, now wither’d : even so 
These herblets shall, which we upon you strew. 

Come on, away: apart upon our knees. 

The ground that gave them first has them again: 

Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

\Exmnt BelaHus, Oviderius, and Arviragns 
Imo. [Awaking.^ Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven ; which 
is the way? — 

I thank you. — By yond bush ? Pray, how far thitlier ? 
’Ods pittikins! can it be six mile yet? — 

I have gone all night. ’Faith, I’ll lie down and sleep. 
But, soft ! no bedfellow ! — 0 gods and goddesses ! 

[Seeing the body of Cloten 

Those flowers are like the pleasures of the world : 

This bloody man, the care on’t. I hope I dream; 

For so I thought I w^as a cave-keeper. 

And cook to honest creatures: but ’tis not so; 

’Twas but a bolt of nothing, sliot at notliing, 

Which the brain makes of flumes: our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 

I tremble still with fear : but if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it! 

The dream’s here still; even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagined, felt. 

A headless man ! The gaments of Posthurnus ! 

I know the shape ofs leg: this is his hand! 

His foot Mercurial; his Martial thigh; 

The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face — 

Murder in heaven? — How! — ’Tis gone. Pisanio, 

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee! Thou, 

Conspired with that irregulous^ devil, Cloten, 

Hast licro cut off my lord. To write and read 
Be henceforth treacherous! Damn’d Pisanio — 

Hath with his forged letters— damn’d Pisanio — 

From this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top! 0 Posthumus! alas, 

Where is thy head ? where’s that? Ay me! where’s that? 
Pisanio might have kill’d thee at the heart. 

And left tWs head on. How should this hel Pisanio ^ 
’Tis he and Cloten: malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. 0, ’tis pregnant, pregnant!* 
The dnig he gave me, which he said was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murderous to the senses? That confirms it home: 
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This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten’s : 0 ! 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us: O, my lord, my lord I 

[Fails on the body. 

Enter LuciCS, a Captain and other Officers, and a 
Soothsayer. 

Cap. To them the le^pons garrison’d in Gallia, 

After your will, have cross’d the sea, attending 
You here at Milford-Haven with your ships: 

They are in readiness. 

Luc. But what from Borne? 

Cap. The senate hath stirr’d up the confiners 
And gentlemen of Italy, most wilhiig spirits. 

That promise noble service: and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 

Syenna’s brother. 

Lue, When expect you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit o’ the wind. 

Luc. This forwardness 

Makes our hopes fair. Command our present numbers 
Be muster’d: bid the captains look to’t. Now, sir. 
What have you dream’d of late of tliis war’s purpose ? 

Sooth. IiMt night the very gods show’d me a vision — 
I fast and pray’d for their intelligence — ^thus: 

I saw Jove’s Urd, the Bomau eagle, wing’d 
From the spongy south to this part of the west. 

There vanish’d in the sunbeams; which portends — 
Unless my sins abuse ray divination — 

Success to the Boman host. 

Luc. Dream often so. 

And never false. Soft, ho! what trunk is here 
Without his top ? The ruin speaks that sometime 
It was a worthy building. Howl a page! 

Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead rachcr ; 

For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead. 

I.«t’s see the boy’s face. 

Cap. He’s alive, my loid. 

Lue. He’ll then instruct us of this body. Young one. 
Inform us of thy fortunes, for it seems 
They crave to lie demanded. Who is this 
Thou makest thy bloody pillow? Or who was he 
That, otherwise than noble nature did. 

Hath alter’d that good picture? What’s thy interest 
In this sad wreck ? How came it ? Who is it ? 

What art thou? 

Imo. I am nothing ; or if not. 

Nothing to be were better. This was my master, 

A very valiant Briton and a good. 

That here by mountaineers lies slain. Alas! 

There is no more such masters : I may wander 
From east to Occident^ cry out for service. 

Try many, all good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 

Lue. 'Lack, good youth ! 

Thou movest no less with thy complaining than 
Thy master in bleeding: say his name, good friend. 

Imo. Bichard du Champ. [Aiide!\ If 1 do lie and do 
No barm by it, though the ^s hear, I hope 
They’ll pardon it — Say you, sir? 

Lue. Thy name? 

Jmo. Fidele, sir. 

Lue. Thou dost approve thyself the very same: 

Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith thy name. 

Wut take thy chance with me? I will not say 
Thou shalt be so well master’d, but, be sure. 

No less beloved. The Boman emperor’s letters 


Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee: go with me. 

Imo. I’ll foUow, sir. But first an’t please the gods. 
I’ll hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes can dig; and when 
With wild wooddeaves and weeds I ha’ strew’d his grave. 
And on it said a century of prayers. 

Such as I can, twice o’er. I’ll weep and sigh ; 

And leaving so his service, follow you, 

So please you entertain me. 

Lue. Ay, good youth; 

And rather father thee than master thee. 

My friends. 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can, 

And make him with our pikes and partisans 
A grave : come, arm him. Boy, he u preferr’d 
By thee to us, and he shall be interr’d 
As soldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe thine eyes: 

Some falls are means the happier to arise. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — A room in Cymbeline’s palace. 

Enter Cymbeune, Lords, PiSANlO, and Attendants. 

Cym. Again; and bring me word how ’tis with her. 

[Exit an Attendavi. 
A fever with the absence of her son, 

A madness, of which her life’s in danger. Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen, 

The great part of iny comfort, gone; my queen 

Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 

When fearful wars point at me; her son gone. 

So needful for this present : it strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow. 

Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we’ll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis. Sir, my life is yours; 

I humbly set it at your will ; but, for my mistress, 

I nothing know where she remains, why gone. 

Nor when she purposes 'return. Beseech your highness, 
Hold me yuor loyM servant. 

FirH Lord. Good my liege. 

The day that she was missing he was here: 

I dare be bound he’s true, and shall perform 
All ports of his subjection loyally. For Cloten, 

There wants no diligence in seeking him, 

And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym. The time is troublesome. 

[To Pisanio.'] We’ll slip you for a season; but our jealousy 
Does yet depend. 

First Lord. So please your mqjesty. 

The Boman legions, all from Gallia drawn. 

Are landed on your* coasts with a supply 
Of Boman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and queen! 

I am amazed with matter. 

First Lord. Good my liege. 

Your preparation can affront no less 
Than what you hear of : come more, for more you’ra ready: 
The want is but to put those powers in motion 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you. Let’s withdraw; 

And meet the time as it seeks us. We fear not 

What can from Italy annoy us; but 

We i^eve at chances here. Away ! [Exeunt ail hut Pisanio. 

Pis. I heard no letter from my master since 
I wrote him Imogen was slain : ’tis strange: 

Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
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To yield me often tidings ; neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
Perplex’d in all The heavens still must work. 

Wherein I am false I •am honest ; not true, to be true. 
These present wars shall find I love my country. 

Even to the note o* the king, or I’ll fall in them. 

All other doubts, by time let them be clear’d: 

Fortune brings in some boats that are not steer’d. 

\ExU. 

Scene IV. — Wales: before the cave of Belarius. 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Oui. The noise is round about us. 

Bel. Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure? 

Chti. Nay, what hope 

Have wo in hiding us? This way, the Homans 
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 

Bd. Sons, 

We’ll higher to the mountains; there secure us. 

To the king’s party there's no going : newness 
Of Cloten’s death — we being not known, not muster’d 
Among the bands — may drive us to a render 
Wlicre we have lived, and so extort from’s that 
Which we have done, whose answer would be death 
Drawn on with torture. 

Oui. This is, sir, a doubt 

In such a time nothing becoming you. 

Nor satisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely 

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh, 

Behold their quarter’d fires, have both their eyes 
And oars so cloy’d importantly as now, 

That they will waste their time upon our note. 

To know from whence we arc. 


Bel. 0, I am known 

Of many in the army: many years. 

Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserved my service nor your loves; 

Who find in my exile the want of breeding. 

The certainty of this hard life; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promised. 

But to be still hot summer’s tanlings and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

Oui. Than be so 

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army: 

I and my brother are not known ; yourself 
So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown. 

Cannot be question’d. 

Arv. By this sun that shines, 

I'll thither: what thing is it that I never 
Did see man die! scarce ever look’d on blood. 

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison! 

Never bestrid a horse, save one that had 
A rider like myself, who ne’er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ! I am asliamed 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
Tlie benefit of his blest beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Gui. By heavens, I'll go: 

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave. 

I’ll take the better care; but if you will not, 

The hazard therefore due fall on me by 
The hands of Romans! 

Arv. So say I: amen. 

Bel. No reason I, since of your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reser\"e 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, boys'. 

If in your country wars you chance to die, 

That is my bed too, lads, and there I’ll lie: 

Lead, lead. [^Aside ] The time seems long ; their blood 
thinks scorn, 

Till it fly out, and show them princes om. [Exeunt 




ACT V. 


ScEN’? I. — Britain. The Roman camp. 

Gods, put the strength o’ the Leonati in me! 

To shame the guise o’ the world, I wUl begin 
The fashion, less without aud more within. [Exit. 

Scene 11 . — Fidd of battle between the British and Roman 

camps. 

Enter, from one side, Lucius, Iachimo, and the Boman 
Army ; from the other side, the British Army ; Lko- 
NATUS Posthumus following, like a poor solater. They 
march over, and go out. Then enter again, in skirmish, 
Iachimo and Posthumus : he vanquisheth and disanneth 
Iachimo, and then leaves him. 

loch. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood: 1 have belied a lody, 

The princess of this country, and the air on’t 
Bevengingly enfeebles me; or could this carl, 

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdued me 
In my profession? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
This lout as he e.Yceeds our lords, the odds 
Is that wo scarce are men, and you are gods. [Exit 

The battle continues; the Britons fly; Cymbelime it taken, 
then enter, to his rescue, Belakius, GuioesiOS, and 
Akvieagus. 

Bel. Stand, stand! Wo have the advantage of the ground: 
The lane is guarded: nothing routs us but 
The villany of out fears. 

Oui. \ 

Arv , ) 


Enter Posthumus, with a bloody handkerchief 

Post. Yea, bloody cloth. I’ll keep thee, for I wish’d 
Thou shouldst be colour’d thus. You married ones. 

If each of you should take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves 
For wrying but a little ! 0 Pisanio I 

Every good servant does not all commands: 

No bond but to do just ones. Gods! if you 
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had lived to put on this: so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent, and struck 
Me, wretch more worth your vengeance. But, alack. 
You snatch some hence for little faults: that’s love. 

To have them fall no more: you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse. 

And make them dread it, to the doers’ thrift. 

But Imogen is your own: do your best wills. 

And make me blest to obey! I am brought hither 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Against my lady’s kingdom : ’tis enough 
That, Britain, 1 have kill’d thy mistress; peace! 

I’ll give no wound to thee. 'Therefore, good heavens, 

Hear patiently my purpose: I’ll disrobe me 

Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant: so I’ll fight 

Against the part I come with; so I’ll die 

For thee, 0 Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is every breath a death; and thus, unknown, 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myself I’ll dedicate. Let me m^e men know 
More valour in me than my habits show. 


Stand, stand, and fight ! 



Act V.] 


CYMBELINE. 


175 


Be-enUr PosTHUMUS, and seconds the Britons : they rescue 
CYMBELINE, and exeunt. Tlun re-enter Lucius, and 
IaCHIMO, with lMOGi!3I. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thyself; 
For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such 
As war were hoodwink’d. 

lack. 'Tis their fresh supplies. 

Luc. It is a day turn'd strangely: or betimes 
Let’s re-iuforce, or fly. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — Another part of tlu field 

Enter PosTHUMUS and a British Ijjrd. 

Lord, earnest thon from where they made the stand? 
Post. I did: 

Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 

Lord. I did 

Post. No blame be to you, sir; for all was lost. 

But that the heavens fought; the king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the anny broken. 

And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 


Through a strait lane; the enemy full-hearted. 

Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do’t, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling 
Merely through fear; that the strait pass was damm’d 
With dead men hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen’d shame. 

Lord. Where was this lane? 

Post. Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d with 
turf; 

Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, 

An honest one, I warrant , who deserved 
So long a breeding as his white beard came to. 

In doing this for’s country: athwart the lane. 

He, with two striplings — ^lads more like to run 
The country base than to commit such slaughter ; 

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation- cased, or shame — 

Made good the passage; cried to those that fled, 

‘ Our Britain’s harts die flying, not our men : 

To darkness fleet souls that fly backwards Stand ; 

Or we are lionians, and will give you that 



Like beasts, which you shun beastly, and may save, 

But to look back in frown: stand, stand.' These three, 
Tliree thousand confident, in act as many — 

For three performers are the file when all 

The rest do nothing — with this word, 'Stand, stand,’ 

Accommodated by the place, more charming* » 

With their own nobleness, which could have turn’d 
A distaff to a lance, gilded pale looks. 

Part shame, part spirit, renew’d ; that some ' urn’d coward 
But by example — 0, a sin in war. 

Damn’d in the first beginners! — ’^n to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o’ the hunters. Then began 
A stop i’ the chaser, a retire, anon 
A rout, confusion thick; fortliwith they fly 
Chickens, the way which they stoop’d eagles; slaves, 
The strides they victors made: and now our cowards, 
Like fragments in hard voyages, became 
The life o’ the need: having found the back-door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, heavens, how they wound! 
Some slain before; some dying; some their friends 
O’er-borne i’ the former wave: ten, chased by one, 

Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty: 


Those that would die or ore resist arc grown 
TIic moital bugs* o’ the field. > n-aix 

Lord. This was strange chance: 

A narrow lane, an old man, and two boys. 

J'ost. Nay, do not wonder at it: you are made 
Bather to wonder at the things you hear 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon’t, 

\nd vent it for a mockery ? Here is one : 

'Two boys, an old man twice a lioy, a lane. 

Preserved the Britons, was the Bomans’ bane.’ 

Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir 
Pod. ’Lack, to what end ? 

Wlio dares not stand his foe, I’ll be his friend; 

For if he’ll do as he is made to do, 

1 know he’ll quickly fly my friendship too. 

You have put me into rhyme. 

Lord. Farewell; you’re angry. 

Pod. Still going? [Exit Lord."] This is a lord! 0 
noble misery. 

To be i’ the field, and ask ‘what news?’ of me! 

'To-day how many would have given their honours 
To have saved their carcases! took heel to do’t, 

And yet died too! 1, in mine own woe charm’d. 
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Could not find death where I did hear him groan, 

Nor fed him where he struck : being an ugly monster, 
Tis strange he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds. 

Sweet words; or hath more ministers than we 

That draw his knives i' the war. Wdl, 1 will find him : 

For being now a favourer to the Briton, 

No more a Briton, I have resumed again 
The part I came in : fight I will no more. 

But yield me to the veriest hind that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great tho slaughter is 
Here made by the Boman ; great the answer be 
Britons must take. For me, my ransom’s death; 

On either side I come to spend my breath; 

Which neither here I’ll keep nor bear again. 

But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Nnfer fwo British Captains and Soldiers. 

I’irst Cap. Great Jupiter be praised ! Lucius is taken. 
Tis thought tho old man and his sons were angels. 

See. Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly* habit. 
That gave the afiVont with them. 

FirU Cap. So ’tis reported : 

But none of ’em can be found. Stand! who’s there? 


Post. A Eoman, 

Who Ijad not now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had answer’d him. 

See. Cap. Lay hands on him; a dog! 

A leg of Borne shall not return to tell 

What crows have peck’d them here. He brags his service 

As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

Enter Cymbkune, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pisa- 
Nio, Soldiers, Attendants, and Boman Captives. Ttie 
Captains preseiU Fosthumus to Cymbeline, w1u> delivers 
him over to a Gaoler: then exeunt omnes. 

Scene IV. — A British prison. 

Enter Posthumus and txoo Gaolers. 

First Gaol. You shall not now be stol’n, you have 
locks upon you; 

So graze as you find pasture. 

See. Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. 

[Exeunt Gaolers. 

PosL Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way, 

I think, to liberty: yet am 1 better 

Than one that’s sick o’ the gout; since he had rather 



Groan so in perpetuity than be cured 
By the sure physician, death, who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience, thou art fetter’d 
More than my shanks and wrists : you good gods, 
give me 

The penitent instrument to pick that bolt. 

Then, free for ever I Is’t enough 1 am sorry ? 

So cUldren temporal fathers do appease; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves. 

Desired more than constrain’d: to satisfy. 

If of my freedom ’tis the main part, take 
No stricter render of me than my all. 

I know you are more clement than vile men. 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement: that’s not my desire: 

For Imogen’s dear life take mine; and though 
’Tis not so dear, yet ’tis a life; you coin’d it: 

'Tween ttran and man they weigh not every stamp; 
Though light, take pieces for the figure’s sake: 

You rather mine, being yours: and so, great powers. 

If you will take this audit, take this life. 


And cancel these cold bonds. 0 Imogen! 

I’ll speak to thee in silence. [Sleeps. 

Solemn music. Enter, as in an apparition, SlCILlVS Leo* 
NATOS, father to Posthumus, an old man, attired like a 
warrior; leading in his hand an ancient matron, his 
wife, and mother to PosTHUMUS, with musie before them : 
then, after othei^ musie, follow the two young Leonati, 
brothers to Posthumus, with wounds as they died in the 
wars. They eireU Posthumus round, as he lies deeping. 

Sid. No more, thou thunder-roaster, show 
Thy spite on mortal flies : 

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide. 

That thy adulteries 
Rates and revengea 

Hath my poor boy done aught but well. 

Whose face I never saw t . 

I died whilst in the womb be stay’d 
Attending nature’s law ; 

Whose father then, as men report 
Thou orphans’ father art. 

Thou ahouldst have been, and shielded him 
From this earth-vexing smut 
iiathl laicina lent not me her aid. 

But took me in my throes ; 
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Sici. 


FirtC Bro. 


Moth, 


Sici, 


Sec, Bro. 


Firet Bro, 


Sici, 


Moth, 

Sici, 


BotJi Bro, 


That from me was Posthumue ript, 

Came crying 'monget hia foes, 
Athiagofpitv! 

Great nature, like nis ancestry, 

Moulded the stuff so fair, 

That he deserved the pmise o' the world, 
As great Sicilius* heir. 

When once he was mature for man, 

In Britain where was ho 
That could stand up his parallel ; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity 1 
With marriage wherefore was he mock'd, 
To bo exiled, and thrown 
From Leonati seat, and cast 
From her his dearest one, 

Sweet Imogen 1 
Why did you suffer lachimo, 

Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needless iealousy ; 

And to become the geek and scorn 
O’ th’ others villany 1 
For this from stiller seats we came. 

Our parents and us twain. 

That striking in our country's cause 
Fell bravely and were slain. 

Our fealty and Tenantius* rignt 
With honour to maintain. 

Like hardiment Posthumua hath 


To Cymbeline perform'd : 

Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods, 

Why host thou thus adjourn'd 
The graces for his merits due, 

Being all to dolours turn'd 1 
Thy crystal window ope ; look out ; 

^ No longer exercise 
C|ion a valiant race thy harsh 
And potent injuries. 

Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 

Take off his miseries. 

Peep through thy marble mansion ; help ; 

Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest 
Against thy deity. 

Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal. 

And from thy justice fly. 


Jupiter descends in thunder and lightning, sitting upon 
an eagle: he throws a thunderbolt. The Ohosis fall 
on their knees. 


Jw, No more, you petty spirits of region low, 

Offend our heanng ; hush I How dare you ghosts 
Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know, 

Sky-planted batters all rebelling coasts 1 
Poor shadows of Elysium, hence, and rest 
Upon your never -withering banks of flowers : 

Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 

No care of yours it is ; you know 'tis ours. 

^Vhom best I love I ci^oss : to make my gift. 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content ; 

Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent 
Our Jovial star reim'd at his birth, and in 
Our temple was he married. Rise, and fade. 

He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made. 

This tablet lay u|)on hia breast, wherein 
Our pleasure his (hll fortune doth confino : 

And so, away : no further with your din 
Express impatience, lest you stir up mine. 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystallme. [Ascends, 

Sici. He came in thunder ; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us : his ascension is 
More sweet than oui blest fields : his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing and cloys bis beak, 

As when his god is pleased. 

AU, Thanks, Jupiter 1 

Sid, The marble pavement closes, he is enter'd 
His radiant roof. Away 1 and, to be blest, 

Let os with care perform his great behest 

[The Ghosts vanish. 

VOL. 11. 


Post. [Walcing!\ Sleep, thou hast been a grandsire, 
and begot 

A father to me; and thou hast created 
A mother and two brothers : but, 0 scorn ! 

Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were bom : 

And so 1 am awake. Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness’ favour dream as I have done, 

Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I swerve: 

Many dream not to find, neither deserve, 

And yet are steep'd in favours; so am I, 

That liave this golden chance and know not why. 

What fairies liaunt this fpound? A book? 0 rare one) 
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers. 

As good as promise. 

[Reads.] ‘When as a lipn’s whelp shall, to himself 
unknown, without seeking find, and be embraced by a 
piece of tender air; and when from a stately cedar shall 
be lopped branches, which, being dead many years, shall 
after revive, be jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow; 
then shall Posthunius end his miseries, Britain be for- 
tunate, and flourish in peace and plenty. 

*Tis still a dream, or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue and brain not; either both or nothing; 

Or senseless speaking or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 

The action of my life is like it, which 
I’ll keep, if but for sympathy. 

Re-enter First Gaoler. 

First Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death? 

Post, Over-roasted rather; ready long ago. 

First Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir : if you be ready 
for that, you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if 1 prove a good repast to the spectators, 
the dish pays the sliot. 

First Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir. But the 
comfort is, you shall be called to no more payments, 
fear no more tavern-bills ; which are often the sadness 
of parting, as the procuring of mirth: you come in faint 
for want of meat, depart reeling wdth too much drink ; 
sorry that you have paid too much, and sorry that you 
are paid too much ; purse and brain both empty ; tlie 
brain the heavier for being too light, the purse too 
liglit, being drawm of heaviness : of this contradiction 
you shall now be quit. 0, the charity of a penny 
cord ! it sums up thousands in a trice : you have no 
true debitor and creditor but it ; of what’s past, is, and 
to come, the dischai^e : your neck, sir, is pen, book, 
and counters; so the acquittance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die than thou art to live. 

First Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the 
tootli-ache ; but a man that were to sleep your sleep, 
and a hangman to help him to bed, I think he would 
change places with his officer; for. look you, sir. you 
know not which way you shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed do I, fellow. 

First Gaol. Your death lias eyes in ’s head then; I 
have not seen him so pictured: you must either be 
directed by some that take upon them to know, or do 
take upon yourself that which 1 am sure you do not 
know, or jump the after inquiry on your own peril: 
and how you shall speed in your journey’s end, I think 
you’ll never return to tell one. 

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to 
direct them the way 1 am going, but such as wink and 
will not use them. 

23 
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First Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a 
man should have the best use of eyes to see the way 
of blindness 1 I am sure hanging’s the way of winking. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles; bring your prisoner 
to the king. 

Post. Thou bring’st good news; I am called to be 
made free. 

First Gaol. I’ll be hang’d then. 

Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler; no 
bolts for the dead. [Exeunt Poslhumus and Messenger. 

First Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows 
and beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. 
Yet, on my conscience, there are verier knaves desire 
to live, for all he be a Itoinan: and there be some of 
them too that die against their wills; so should I, if I 
were one. I would we were all of one mind, and one 
mind good; 0, there were desolation of gaolers and 
gallowses! I speak against my present profit, but my 
wish hath a preferment in’t. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Cymbeline’s tent. 

Enter Ctmbeline, Belarios, Guiuekius, Arviragus, 
PiSANio, Lords, Officers, and Attendants. 

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have 
ma«le 

Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart 
That the poor soldier that so richly fought. 

Whose rags shamed gilded arms, whose naked brea.st. 
Stepp’d before targes of proof, cannot be found: 

He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bel. I never saw 

Such noble fury in so poor a thing; 

Such precious deeds in one that promised nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidings of him ? 

Pis. He hath been search'd among the dead and living. 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 

The heir of his reward ; [To Bdarius, Ovidcrius, and 
A'‘viragus.] which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

By whom I grant she lives. Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are. Beport it. 

Bd. Sir, 

In Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen: 

Further to boast were neither true nor modest, 

Unless I add, we are honest. 

Cym. Bow your knees. 

Arise my knights o’ the battle: I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Ihiter CoRNELltTS and Ladies. 

There’s business in these faces. Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory? You look like Bomans, 

And not o’ the court of Britain. 

Cor. Hail, great king ! 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym. Who worse than a physician 

Would this report become 7 But I consider. 

By medicine life may be prolong’d, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. How ended she 7 

Cbr. With horror, madly dying, like her life, 

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 


Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d 
I will report, so please you: these her women 
Can trip ute, if I err; who with wet cheeks 
Were present when she finish’d. 

Cym. Prithee, say. 

Cor. First, she confess’d she never loved you, only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you: 

Married your royalty, was wife to your place; 

Abhorr’d your person. 

Cym. She alone knew this; 

And, but she spoke it dying, 1 would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love 
With such integrity, she did confess 
Was os a scorpion to her smht; whose life. 

But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta’en off by poison. 

Cym. 0 most delicate fiend! 

Who is’t can read a woman? Is there more? 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess she had 
For you a mortal mineral; which, being took. 

Should by the minute feed on life and, lingering. 

By inches waste you: in which time she purposed, 

By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
O’crcome you with her show, and in time. 

When she had fitted you with her craft, to w'ork 
Her son into the Adoption of the crown : 

But, failing of her end by his strange absence. 

Grew shameless -desperate; open’d, in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatch’d were not effected; so. 

Despairing, died. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her women ? 

First Lady. We did, so please your highnes-s 
Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful; 

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 

Tliat thought her like her seeming; it had been vicious 
To have mistnistcd her: yet, 0 my daughter! 

That it was folly in me, thou mayst s.ay. 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all! 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, and other Boman 
Prisoners, guarded; Posthomus behind, and Imogen. 

Thou comest not, Caius, now for tribute; that 
The Britons have razed out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one; whose kinsmen have made suit 
That their good souls may be appeased with slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted : 

So think of your estate. 

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war; the day 
Was yours by accident; had it gone with us, 

We should not, when the blood was cool, have threaten’d 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call’d ransom, let it come: sufficeth 
A Roman with a Bomati’s heart can suffer: 

Augustus lives to think on’t: and so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat; my boy, a Briton bom. 

Let him be ransom’d: never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, ddigent, 

So tender over his occasions, true, _ > 

So feat, so nurse-like: let his virtue join 

With roy request, which I’ll make bold your highness 

Cannot deny; he bath done no Briton harm. 

Though ho have served a Boman: save him, sir. 

And spare ns blood beside. 

Cym. ’ I have surely seen him: 
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]iis favour is familiar to me. 

Boy, thou hast look'd thyself into my grace, 

And art mine own. I know not why, nor wherefore, 

To say, 'live, boy:' fte'er thank thy master; live: 

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 

Fitting my bounty and thy state, I'll give it; 

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner, 

The noblest ta'eu. 

Imo, I humbly thank your highness. 

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 

And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imo. JTo, no: alack. 

There's other work in hand; I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death : your life, good master, 

Must shuffle for itself. 

Luc. The boy disdains me, 

He leaves me. scorns me : briefly die their joys 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys. 

Why stands he so perplex'd? 

Uyni. What wouldst thou, boy ? 

I love thee more an I more: think more and more 
What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st on ? speak. 
Wilt have him live? Ls he thy kin? thy friend? 

7/710. He is a Roman; no more kin to me 
Than I to your highness ; who, being born your vassal 
Am something nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore eyest him so ? 

Imo. I'll tell you, sir, in private, if you please 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart. 

And lend iny beat attention. What's thy name ? 

Imo. Fidi^c, sir. 

Cym. Thou’rt my good youth, my page; 

I'll be thy master: walk with me; speak freely. 

[CyrnheliM and Imogen converse apart. 
Bel. Is not this boy revived from death? 

Arv. One sand another 

Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad 
Wlio died, and was Fidele. What think you? 

Gui. The same dead thing alive. 

Bel. Peace, peace! see further; he eyes us not; for- 
bear; 

Creatures may be alike; were't he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us. 

Oui. But we saw him dead. 

Bel. Be silent; let's see further. 

Pis. \Aside!\ It is my mistress: 

Since she is living, let the time run on 
To good or bad. \Cymbtli7U and Imogen come forward. 

Cym. Come, stand thou by our side; 

Make thy demand aloud. \To Iachimo.'\ Sir, step y ni 
forth ; 

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely; 

Or, by our greatness and the grace of it, 

Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 

Winnow the truth from falsehood. On, speak to him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Post. [Asid€.'\ What's that to him? 

Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say 
How came it yours ? 

lack. Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym. How! me? 

lack. I am glad to be constrain'd to utter that 
Wliich torments me to conceal. By villany 
I got this ring: 'twas Leonatus' jewel; 

Whom thou didst banish ; and— which more may grieve 
thee, 


As it doth me — a nobler sir ne'er lived 

'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

lack. That paragon, thy daughter — 

For whom my heart drops blood, and iny false spirits 
Quail to remember — Give me leave; 1 faint. 

Cym. My daughter 1 what of her ? Renew thy strength : 
I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will 
Than die ere I hear more: strive, man, and speak. 

loch. Upon a time — unhappy was tlie clock 
That struck the hour! — it was in Rome — accursed 
The mansion where! — 'twas at a feast — 0, would 
Our viands had been poison'd, or at least 
Tho.se which I heaved to head 1 — the good Posthumus — 
What should I say? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were; and was the best of all 
Amongst the rarest of good ones — sitting sadly, 

Hearing us praise our loved of Italy 

For beauty that made barren the swell'd boast 

Of him that best could speak, for feature, laming • 

The shrine of Venus, or straigbt-pight Minerva, 

Postures beyond brief nature* for condition, hmuw 

A shop of all the qualities tliat man 

Loves woman for, besides that hook of wiving, 

Fairness which strikes the eye — 

Cym. I stand on fire: 

Come to the matter. 

lach. All too soon I shall. 

Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly. This Posthumus, 
Most like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover, took his hint; 

And, not dispraising whom we praised — therein 

He was as calm as virtue — he began 

Ilis mistress’ picture; which by his tongue being made, 

And then a mind put in't, either our brags 

Were crack'd of kitchen-trulls, or his description 

Proved us unspeakiug sots. 

Cym, Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

lach. Your daughter's chastity — there it begins. 

He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams. 

And slie alone were cold: whereat I, wretch, 

Made scruple of his praise; and wager’d with him 
Pieces of gold 'gainst this which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d finger, to attain 
In suit the place of’s bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery. He, tnie knight. 

No lesser of her honour confident 

Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring; 

And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Plicebus' wheel, and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of's car. Away to Bntaiii 
Post I in this design; well may you, sir, 

Remember me at court ; where I was taught 
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
'Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
'Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent ; 

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail'd. 

That I return'd with sirnular proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet — 

0 cunning, how I got it I — nay, some marks 
Of secret on her person, that he could not 
Pmt think her bond of chastity quite crack’d, 

1 having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon — 

Methinlu I see him now — 
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Pott> [Advancing^ Ay, so thou dost, 

Italian fiend! Ay me, most credulous fool, 

Egr^ious murderer, thief, any thin^ 

That’s due to all the villains past, iu being. 

To cornel 0, give me cord, or knife, or poison. 

Some upright justicerl Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all the abhorred things o* the earth amend 
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus, 

That kill’d thy daughter. — villain-like, I lie — 

That caused a lesser villain than myself, 

A sacrilegious thief, to do't: the temple 
Of virtue was she; yea, and she herself. 

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o’ the street to bay me: every villain 
Be cdl’d Posthumus Leonatus; and 
Be villany less than ’twas I 0 Imogen ! 

My queen, my life, my wife! 0 Imogen, 

Imogen, Imogen! 

Inu>, Peace, my lord; hear, hear — 

Post. ShaH’s have a play of this ? Thou scornful page. 
There lie thy part her : she falls. 


Pis. 0, gentlemen, help 

Mine and your mistress! 0, my lord Fosthumus! 

You ne’er kill’d Imogen till now. Help, help! 

Mine honour’d lady! 

Oym. Does the world go round? 

Post. How come these staggers on me? 

2Hs. Wake, my. mistress ! 

Cgm. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike mo 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pis. How fores my mistress? 

Jmo. O, get thee from my sight; 

Thou gavest me poison: dangerous fellow, hence! 
Breathe not where princes are. 

Oym. The time of Imogen I 

i^s. Lady, 

The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box 1 gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing : I had it from the queen. 

Cym. New matter still? 

Imo. It poison’d me. 

Cor. 0 gods ! 

I left out one thing which the queen confess’il. 



Which must approve thee honest : ’ If Pisanio 
Have,’ said she, ‘given his mistress that confection 
Which I gave him for cordial, she is served 
As I would serve a rat.’ 

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius? 

Cor. The ^ueen, air, very oft importuned me 
To tem^r poisons for her, still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs. 

Of no esteem : J, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta’en, would cease 
The present power of life, but in short time 
All offices of nature should again 
Do their due functions. Have you ta’en of it? 

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead. 

JM. My boys. 

There was our error. 

Cui. This is, sure, Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 
you? 

Tliink that yon are upon a rock; and now 

Throw me again. [Smbraeitig him. 


Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul, 

Till the tree die! 

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child! 

What, makest thou me a dullard* in this act? 

Wilt thou not speak to me? 

Imo. [ATneeftny.] Your blessing, sir. 

Bd. [To Ouid^us and Arvin^fus-] Though yon did 
love this youth, I blame ye not; 

You had a motive for’t. 

Cym. My tears that fall 

Prove holy water on thee! Imogen, 

Thy mother’s dead. 

Imo. I am sorry for’t, my lord. 

Cym. O, she was naught; and ’long of her it was 
That we meet here so strangely : but her son 
Is gone, we know not how nor where. 

Pis. My lord, 

Now fear is from me. I’ll speak troth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my lady’s missing, came to me 
AVith his sword drawn ; foam’d at the mouth, and sworo. 
If I discover’d not which way she was gone. 

It was my iiMtant death. By accident, 

I had a feigiied letter of my mastei's 
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Then in my pocket; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 

Where, in a frenzy, in my master’s garments, 

Which he enforced from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
My lady’s honour: what became of him 
1 further know not. 

Oui. Let me end the story: 

I slew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods forfend t 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence: prithee, valiant youth, 

Deny’t again. 

Gui. I have spoke it, and I did it. 

Cym, He was a prince. 

Owi. A most incivil one : the wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea. 

If it could so roar to mo : I cut off’s head; 

And am right glad he is not standing hero 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am sorry for thee: 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and must 
Enduro our law: thou’rt dead. 

Imo. That headless man 

1 thought had been my lord. 

Cym, Bind the ofiPender, 

And take him from our presence. 

Bel. Stay, sir king: 

Tills man is better than the man he slew. 

As well descended os thyself; and hath 
More of thee merited than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for. [To the ChMrd.'\ Let his arms alone; 
They were not born for bondage. 

Cym Why, old soldier. 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 

By tasting of our wrath? How of descent 
As good os we? 

Aru. In that he spake too far. 

Cym. And thou shalt die for’t 
Bd. We will die all three: 

But I will prove that two on’s are as good 
As 1 have given out him. My sons, 1 must. 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech. 

Though, haply, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger's ours. 

Gui. And our good his. 

Bel. Have at it then, by leave. 

Thou hadst, great king, a subject who 
Was call’d Belarius. 

Cym. What of him? he is 

A banish’d traitor. 

Bel. He it is that hath 

Assumed this age; indeed a banish’d man; 

I know not how a traitor. 

Cym Take him hence: 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Bd. Not too hot: 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 

And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have received it 
Cym Nursing of my sons! 

Bd. I am too blunt and saucy: here’s my knee: 
Ere I arise, I will prefer* my sons ; 

Then spare not the old father. Mighty sir. 

These two young gentlemen, that call me father. 

And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 

They are the issue of your loins, my liege. 

And blood of your begetting. 


Cym How! my issue! 

Bd. So sure as you your father’s. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish’d: 

Your pleasure was my mere' offence, my punishment 
Itself, and all my treason; that I suffer’d taudhiu. 
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes — 

For such and so they are — these twenty years 
Have I train’d up: those arts they have as I 
Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, as 
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile, 

Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these chUdren 
Upon my banishment: I moved her to’t. 

Having received the punishment before. 

For that which I did then : beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason: their dear loss, 

The more of you ’twas felt, the more it shaped 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir. 

Here are your sons again; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet’st companions in the world. 

The benediction of these covering heavens 

Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 

To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym Thou weep’st, and speak’st. 

The service that you three have done is more 
Unlike than this thou tell'et I lost my children: 

If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Bd. Be pleased awhile. 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 

Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius: 

Tliis gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 

Your younger princely son; he, sir, was lapp’d 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which for more probation 
I can with ease produce. 

Cym. Guiderius had 

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star; 

It was a mark of wonder. 

Bd. This is he; 

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp: 

It was wise nature’s end in the donation. 

To bo his evidence now. 

Cym 0, what, am I 

A mother to the birth of three? Ne'er mother 
Bejoiced deliverance more. Blest pray you be. 

That, after this strange starting from your orbs. 

You may reign in them now I O Imogen, 

Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo. No, my lord; 

I have got two worlds by’t 0 my gentle brothers, 
Have we thus met? 0, never say hereafter 
But I am truest speaker: you call’d me brother. 

When I was but your sister; I you brothers. 

When ye were so indeed. 

Cym Did you e’er meet? 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Gui. And at first meeting loved; 

Continued so, imtil we thought be died. 

Cor. By the queen’s dram she swallow’d. 

Cym O rare instinct! 

When shall I hear all through ? This fierce abridgment 
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. Where? how lived you? 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive? 

How parted with your brothers ? how first met them ? 
Why fied you from the court? and whither? These, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded; 

And all the other by-dependencies. 
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From chance to chance : but nor the time nor place 
Will serve our long inter’gatories. See, 

Posthumus anchors upon Imogen, 

And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master, hitting 
Each object with a joy : the countei^chaiige 
Is severely in all. Let’s quit this ground. 

And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. 

Belarius.'] Thou art my brother; so we’ll hold thee 
ever. 

Imo, You are my father too, and did relieve me. 

To see this gracious season. 

Cym. All o’eijoy’d, 

Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too, 

For they shall taste our comfort. 

IniG. My good master, 

I will yet do you service. 

Luc, Happy be you ! 

Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so noldy fought, 

He would have well becomed this place, and graced 
The thankings of a king. 

Po^. I am, sir. 

The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming; ’twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow’d. That I was he, 

Speak, lachimo: 1 had you down and iniglit 
Have made you finish. 

lack, [Kiieeliyig,'] I am down again : 

But now my lieavy conscience sinks my knee. 

As then your force did. Take that life, beseech you, 
Which I so often owe ; but your ring first ; 

And here the bracelet of the truest princess 
That ever swore her faith. 

Post. Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you is to spare you; 

The- malice towards you to forgive you : live. 

And deal with others better. 

Cym. Nobly doom’d ! 

We’U learn our freeness of a son-in-law; 

Pardon’s the word to all. 

Arv. You holp us, sir, 

As you did mean indeed to bo our brother; 

Joy’d are we that you are. 

Post. Your servant, princes. Good my lord of Rome, 
Call forth your soothsayer : os I slept, methought 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back’d, 

Appear’d to me, with other spritely shows 
Of mine own kindred: when I waked, I found 
This label on my bosom; whose containing 
Js so from sense in hardness, that 1 can 
Make no collection of it: let him show 
His skill in the consti-uction. 

Luc. Philarmonust 

Sooth. Here, my good lord. 

Lwe. Bead, and declare the meaning. 


Sooth. [Reads.'] * When as a lion’s whelp shall, to him- 
self unknown, without seeking find, and be embraced by a 
piece of tender air ; and when from a stately cedar shall he 
lopped branches, which, being dead many yearn, shall after 
revive, be jointed to the old stock, and freslily grow ; then 
shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and 
flourish in peace and plenty.* 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion’s whelp ; 

The fit and apt construction of thy name, 

Being Leo-natus, doth import so much. 

[To Cymhcline.] The piece of tender air, thy virtuous 
daughter, 

Which wo call* 'mollis aer;’ and 'mollis aer* 

We term it ' inulicr : ' which ‘ mulier/ I divine, 

Is this most constant wife ; who, even now, 

Answering the letter of the oracle. 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d about 
With this most tender air. 

Cym. Tliis liath some seeming. 

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 

Peraonates thee: and thy lopp’d branches point 
Tliy two sons forth; who, by Belarius stol’n, 

For many years thought dead, are now revived. 

To the majestic cedar join’d, whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cym. Well ; 

My peace we will begin. And, Caius Lucius, 

Although the victor, we submit to Ciesar, 

And to the Roman empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen ; 

Whom heavens, in justice, both on her and hers, 

Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which 1 made known to Lucius, ere the stiolcc 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplish'd: for the Itoman eagle, 

From south to west on wing soaring aloft, 

Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the sun 
So vanish’d: which foreshow’d our princely eagle, 

The imperial Caesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 

Which shines here in the west. 

Cym. Laud wc the gods ; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our blest altars. Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set wo forward : let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together: so through Lud’s town march: 

And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we’ll ratify; seal it with feasts. 

Set on there! Never was a war did cease. 

Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with such a peace. 

[Sxeuni. 
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Chorus. 

SCENE Verona : Mantua. 



PROLOGUE. 


Two households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where wo lay our scene. 

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny. 
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life; 
Whose misadventured piteous overthrows 


Do with their death bury their parents’ strife. 

The fearful passage of their death-mark’d love, 

And tho continuance of their parents’ rage. 

Which, but their children’s end, nought could remove. 
Is now the two hours’ traffic of our stage; 

'The which if you with patient ears attend, 

What here sh^ miss, our toil shall strive to mend. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. — Verona. A public place. 


Enter Sampson and Gregory, of the house of Capulet, 
armed tnth swords and bucklers, 

Sam. Gregory, o’ my word, well not cany coals.' 

Gre. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be in cholcr, we’ll draw. 

Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out o’ the 
collar. 

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved. 

Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves me. 

Gre. To move is to stir; and to be valiant is to 
stand: therefore, if thou art moved, thou ruun’st away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to stand: 
I will take the wall of any man or maid of Montague’a 

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave; for the weakest 
goes to the wall 

Sam. True; and therefore women, being the weaker 
vessels, are ever thrust to the wall: therefore I will 
push Montague’s men from the waU, and thrust his 
maids to the wall 

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters and us their 
men. 

Sam. ’Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant: when 
I have fought with the men, 1 will be cruel with the 
maids, and ent off their heads. 

Gre. The heads of the maids ? 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden- 
heads; take it in what sense thou wilt 

Gre. They must take it in sense that feel it 

Sam. Me they shall feel while I am able to stand: 
and ’tis known 1 am a pretty piece of flesh. 

Gre. ’Tis well thou art not fish; if thou hadst, thou 
hadst been poor John. Draw thy tool ; here comes two 
of the house of the Montagues. 

Sam. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I will back thee. 

Gre. How ! turn thy beck and run 1 

Sam Fear me not. 

Ore, No, marry; I fear thee! 

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let them begin. 

Gre. I will frown as I pass by, and let them take it 
as they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite roy thumb at 
them; which is a disgrace to them, if they bear it. 


Enter Abraham and Balthasar. 

Ahr. Do you bite your tliumb at us, sir? 

Sam I do bite my tliumb, sir, 

Ahr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam \Asi^ to Grr.] Is the law of our side, if I say 
ay? 

Gre. No. 

Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir, 
but 1 bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir? 

Abr. Quarrel, sir! no, sir. 

Sam If you do, sir, I am for you: I ser\'e as good 
a man as you. 

Abr. No better. 

Sam. Well, sir. 

Gre. Say ‘better:’ here comes one of my master’s 
kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

Abr. You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy 
swashing blow. [TIuy fight. 

Enter Benvouo. 

Een. Part, fools! 

Put up your swords; you know not what you do. 

[Beais down their swords. 

•* Enter Tybalt. 

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these lieartles! 
hinds ? 

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keep the peace : put up thy sword. 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 

I’yb. What, drawn, and talk of peace; I hate the word. 
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee: 

Have at thee, coward ! [Thty fight. 

Enter several of both houses, who join the fray; then 
enter Citizens, wUh clubs. 

First Cit. Clubs, bills, and partisans! strike! beat 
them dovin! 

Down with the Capulets! down with the Montagues! 
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Enter Capulet in his gown, and Lady Capulet. 

Cap, What noiso is this? Give me my long sword, ho ! 
La. Cap. A crutch' a crutch! why call you for a 
sword ? 

Cap. My sword, I say! Old Montague is conic, 

And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter MONTAGUE and Lady Montague. 

Mon. Thou villain Capulet — Hold me not, let me go. 
Za. Mon. Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek a foe. 

Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prin. Kebcllioiis subjects, enemies to peace, 

Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel — 

Will they not hear? What, ho! you men, you beasts. 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins. 

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistemperM weapons to the ground, 

And hear the sentence of your moved ])rincc. 

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 

By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 

Have thrice disturbed the quiet of our streets, 

And made Verona’s ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments, 

To wield old partisans, in hands as old. 

Canker’d with peace, to part your canker’d hate: 

If ever you disturb our streets again, 

Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time, afl the rest depart away : 

You, Capulet, shall go along with me: 

And, Montague, come you this afternoon. 

To know our further pleasure in this case, 

To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

\^Eeennt all hat Montagw, Lady Montayrie, and Benvolio. 

Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach? 
Speak, nephew, were you by when it began? 

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary. 

And yours, close fighting ere I did approach: 

[ drew to part them : in the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared. 

Which, as he breatlied defiance to my ears, 

He swung about his head and cut the winds, 

Who nothing hurt withal hiss’d him in scorn : 

While we were interchanging thrusts and blows. 

Came more and more and fought on part and part, 

Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La. Mon. 0, where is Borneo? saw you him to-day? 
Bight glad I am he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp’d sun 
• Peer’d forth the golden window of the east, 

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad. 

Where, underneath the grove of sycamore 
That westward rooteth from the city’s side. 

So early walking did T see your sou: 

Towards him 1 made, but ho was ’ware of me 
And stole into the covert of the wood: 

I, measuring his affections by my own. 

That most are busied when they’re most alone, 

Pursued my humour, not pursuing his, 

And gladly shunn’d who gladly fled from me. 

Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen. 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning’s dew, 

Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs; 

But all 80 soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
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The shady curtains from Auroras bed, 

Away from light steals home my heavy son. 

And private in his chamber pens himself. 

Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out. 

And makes himself an artificial night: 

Black and portentous must this humour prove. 

Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause? 

Mon. I neither know it nor can learn of him. 

Ben. Have you importuned him by any means? 

Mon. Both by myself and many other friends: 

But he, his own affections’ counsellor, 

Is to himself — I will not say how true — 

But to himself so secret and so close, 

So far from sounding and discovery. 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the suii. 

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow, 

We would as willingly give cure as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See, whore lie comes : so please you, step aside , 
1*11 know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Mon. I woulil thou wert so happy by thy stay. 

To hear true shrift. Come, madam, let's away. 

[^Exeunt Montague and Lady. 
Ben. (iood morrow, cousin. 

Rom. Is the day so young ^ 

Ben. But new struck nine. 

Rom. Ay me! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast? 

Ben. It was. What sadness lengthens Borneo’s hours ^ 
Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes them short. 
Ben. In love? 

Rom, Out— — * 

Ben. Of love? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, 

Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Bom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffied still, 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will I 
• Where shall we dine ? O me ! What fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 

Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love. 
Why, then, O brawling love! O loving hate! 

0 any thing, of nothing first create ! 

O heavy lightness! serious vanity! 

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 

Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health I 
Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is ! 

This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 

Dost thou not laugh? 

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 

Rom. Good heart, at what? 

Ben. At thy good heart’s oppression. 

Ram. Why, such is love’s trangression. 

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast, 

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : this love that thou hast sliowii 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 

Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs ; 

Being purged, a fire sparkling in lovers* eyes; 

Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d with lovers’ tears: 

What is it else? a madness most discreet, 

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 

Farewell, my coz. 

Ben. Soft! I will go along; 

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

24 
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Rom. Tat, I have lost myself; I am not here; 

This is not Borneo, he’s some other vhere. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness, who is that you lore. 

Rom. What, shall I groan and tell thee? 

Ikn. Groan! why, no; 

But sadly tell me who. 

Rdm. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will; 

Ah, word ill u];^d to one that is so ill ! 

In sadness, cousin, I do lore a woman. 

BeTk I aim'd so near, when I supposed you lored. 
Rom. A right good mark-man I And she’s fair I lore. 
Ren. A right Ihir mark, fair coz, is soonest hit. 

Rom. Well, in that hit you miss; she’ll not be hit 
With Cupid’s arrow; she hath Dian’s wit; 

And, in strong proof of chastity well arm’d, 

From lore’s weak childish bow she lires unharm’d. 

She will not stay the siege of loring terms. 

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 

0, she is rich in beauty, only poor. 

That when she dies with beauty dies her store. 

Bm. Then she hath sworn that she will still lire 
chaste? 

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge waste. 
For beauty starred with her severity 
Cuts beauty off from all posterity. 

She is too fair, too wise, wisely too lair, 

To merit bliss by making me despair: 

She hath forsworn to lore, and in that vow 
Do I live dead that live to teU it now. 

Ren. Be ruled by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. O, teach me how 1 should forget to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes; 

Examine other beauties. 

Rom. ’Tis the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more: 

These happy masks that kiss fair ladies’ brows 
Being black put us in mind they hide the fair; 

He that is strucken blind cannot foiget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost: 

Show me a mistress that is passing fair. 

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read who pass’d that passing fair? 
Farewell; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben. I’ll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt. 

[Rxeunt. 

Scene II . — A street. 

Enter Cafulet, Paris, and Servant. 

Cap. But Montague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike; and ’tis not hard, I think. 

For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both ; 

And pity ’tis you lived at odds so long. 

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit ? 

Cap. But saying o’er what I have said before: 

My child is yet a stranger in the world: 

She hath not seen the ^nge of fourteen years; 

Let two more summers wither in their pride. 

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 

Cap. And too soon marr’d are those so early made. 
The earth hath swallow’d all my hopes but she. 

She is the hopeful lady of my earth:* 

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart. 

My will to her consent is but a part; 

An die agree, within her scope of choice 
lies my consent and fair according voice. 

This night 1 hold an old accustom'd fsast. 


Whereto I have invited many a guest. 

Such as I love; and you, among the store. 

One more, most welcome, makes my number more. 

At my poor house look to behold this night 
Earth-treading stars that make dark heaven light: 

Such comfort as do lusty young men feel 
When well-apparell’d April on the heel^ 

Of limping winter treads, even such delight 
Among fresh female buds shall you this night 
Inherit at my house; hear all, all see. 

And like her most whose merit most shall be ; 

Which on more view, of many mine being one 
May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 

Come, go with me. [To Serv., giving a paper. 1 Go, sirrah, 
trudge about 

Through fair Verona; find those persons out 
W'hose names are written there, and to them say. 

My house and welcome on their pleasure stay. 

[Exeunt Cajndet and Paris. 
Serv. Find them out whose names are written here ! 
It is written, that the shoemaker should meddle with his 



yard, and the tailor with his last, the fisher with his pen- 
cil, and the painter with his nets; but I am sent to find 
those persons whose names are here writ, and can never 
find what names the writing person hath here writ I 
must to the learned. — In go^ time. 

Enter Benvolio and Homed. 

Ben. Tut, man, one fire burns out another’s burning. 
One pain is lessen’d b/ another's' anguish; 

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning; 

One desperate grief cures with another's languish : 
Take thou some new infection to thy eye. 

And the rank poison of the old will die. 

Rom. Your plaintain-leaf is excellent for that 
Ben. For what, I pray thee 7 
Rom. For your broken ihin. 

Ben. Why, Borneo, art thou mad? 

Rom Not mad, but bound more than a madman is; 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food. 

Whipp’d and tprmentM, and — God-den, g^ fellow. 
S^. God god-^n. I pray, air, can you read? 


Act l] 


BOMEO AND JULIET. 


187 


Bom. Ay, mine own fortune in ray misery. 

Strv. Perhaps you have learned it without book : but, 
I pray, can you read any thing you see? 

Bom Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 

Sero. Ye say honestly : rest you merry 1 

Bom Stay, fellow; I can read. [Beadt. 

' Signior Martino and his wife and daughters ; County 
Anselme and his beauteous sisters; the lady widow of 
Vitruvio ; Signior Placentio and his lovely iiicccs ; Mer- 
cutio and his brother Valentine ; mine uncle Capulet, his 
wife, and daughters ; my fair niece Rosaline ; Livia ; Sig- 
nior Valentio and his cousin Tybalt ; Lucio and the lively 
Ileleua.’ 

A fair assembly : whither should they come ? 

Serv. Up. 

Bom. Whither ? 

Serv. To supper; to our house. 

Bom, Whose house? 

Serv. My master’s. 

Bom Indeed, I should have ask’d you that before. 
Serv. Now I’ll tell you without asking: iny master 
is the great rich Capulet ; and if you be not of the house 
of Montagues, I pray, come and crush a cup of wine. 
Rest you merry! [£xii. 

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet’s 
.Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lovest, 

Witli all the admired beauties of Verona: 

Go thither; and, with uuattainted eye, 

Compare her face with some that 1 shall show. 

And I will make thee think thy swau a crow. 

Bom. When Ihc devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fires; 
And these, who often drown’d could never die. 
Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars ! 

Cne fairer than my love! the all-seeing sun 
Ne’er saw her match since first the world begun. 

Ben. Tut, you saw her fair, none else being by, 
Ilersolf poised with herself in either eye: 

But in that crystal scales let there be weigh’d 
Your lady’s love against some other maid 
’riiat I will show you shining at this feast. 

And she shall scant show well that now shows best. 

Bom. I'll go along, no such sight to be shown. 

But to rejoice in splendour of mine own. [^Exeunt. 

Scene III. — A room in Capulet’s house. 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

La. Cap. Nurse, where’s my daughter ? call her forth 
to me. 

Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead, at twelve year old, 
I bade her come. What, lamb! what, lady-bird! 

God forbid! Where’s this girl? What, Juliet! 

Enter Juliet. 

Jvl. How now! who calls? 

Nurse. Your mother. 

JvX. Madam, I am here. 

What is your will? 

La. Cap. This is the matter : — Nurse, rive leave awhile. 
We must talk in secret : — nurse, come back again ; 

I have remember’d me, thou’s hear our counsel 
Thou know’st ray daughter’s of n pretty age. 

Nwrse, Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La. Cap, She’s not fourteen. 

Nurse. I’ll lay fourteen of my teeth — 

And yet, to my teen* be it spoken, I have but four — 
She is not fourteen. How long is it now •■on»w. 

To Lammas-tide? 


La. Cap. A fortnight and odd days. 

Nurse, Even or odd, of all days in the year, 

Como Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen. 

Susan and she — God rest all Christian souls! — 

Were of an age: well, Susan is with God; 

She was too good for me: but, as I said. 

On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen; 

That shall she, marry; I remember it well 
’Tis since the earthquake now eleven years; 

And she was wean’d — I never shall forget it — 

Of all the days of the year, upon that day: 

For 1 had then laid wormwood to my dug. 

Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall; 

My lord and you were then at Mantua: 

Nay, 1 do bear a brain:* but, as I said, 4ir»«.b«».u. 
When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool, 

'I'o see it tetchy and fall out* with the dug ! 

* Shake,’ quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need, I trow, 
To bid me trudge : 

And since that time it is eleven years; 

For then she could stand alone; nay, by the rood. 

She could have run and waddled all about; 

For even the day before she broke her brow: 

And then my husband — God be with his soul! 

A’ was a merry man — took up the child : 

‘Yea,’ quoth he, ‘dost thou fall upon thy face? 

Thou wilt fall backward when thou hast more wit; 

Wilt thou not, Jule ?’ and, by my holidame. 

The pretty wretch left crying and said, ‘Ay.’ 

To see, now, how a jest shall come about! 

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 

I never should forget it : ‘ Wilt thou not, Jule ?’ quoth he ; 
And, pretty fool, it stinted and said, ‘Ay.’ 

La. Cap. Enough of this ; I pray thee, hold thy peace. 
Nurse. Yes, madam: yet I cannot choose but laugh, 
'ro think it should leave crying, and say, ‘Ay.’ 

And yet, I warrant, it bad upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockerel’s stone; 

A parlous knock; and it cried bitterly: 

‘Yea,’ quoth my husband, 'fall’st upon thy face? 

Thou wilt fall backward when thou comest to age; 

' Wilt thou not, Jule ?’ it stinted and said, ‘ Ay.’ 

JvJ,. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I. 
Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his 
grace! 

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e’er I nursed: 

An I might live to see thee married once, 

I have niy wish. 

La. Cap. Marry, that ‘marry’ is the very theme 
I came to talk of Tell me, daughter Juliet, 

How stands your disposition to be married? 

JvX, It is an honour that I dream not of 
Nurse. An honour! were not I thine only nurse, 

1 would say thou had’st suck’d wisdom from thy teat. 
La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now ; younger than 
you. 

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem. 

Are made already mothers: by my count, 

I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then in brief: 

The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady! lady, such a man 
As all the world — why, he’s a man of wax. 

La. Cap. Verona’s summer hath not such a flower. 
Nurse. Nay, he’s a flower; in faith, a very flower. 
La. Cap. What say you ? can you love the gentleman ? 
This night you shall behold him at our feast; 

Read o’er the volume of young Paris’ face. 
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And find delight writ there with beauty's pen; 
Examine every married lineament, 

And see how one another lends content, 

And what obscured in this fair volume lies 

Find written in the maigent* of his eyes. •lutito 

This precious book of love, this unbound lover. 

To b^utify him, only lacks a cover: 

The fish lives in the sea, and 'tis much pride 
For fair without the fair within to hide: 

That book in many’s eyes doth share the glory. 

That in gold clasps locks in the golden story; 

So shall you share all that he doth possess. 

By having him, making yourself no less. 

Nurse. No less! nay, bigger; women grow by men. 
La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris’ love ? 
Jul. ITl look to like, if looking liking move : 

But no more deep will I endart mine eye 
Than your consent gives strength to mdke it fly. 


Nnter a Servant 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper served up, 
you called, my young lady asked for, the nurse cursed 
in the pantry, and every thing in extremity. I must 
hence to wait; I beseech you, follow straight 
La. Cap. We follow thee. [Easit Servant .'] , Juliet 
the county stays. 

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — A street. 

Enter Romeo, Mekcutio, Benvolio, wi/A five or six 
Maskers, Toich-bearers, and others. 

Jtom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our excuse > 
Or shall we on without apology? 

Sen. The date is out* of such prolixity: "’*•* 

We’ll have no Cupid hoodwink’d witli a scarf. 



Bearing a Tartar’s painted bow of lath. 

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper; 

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance; 

But let them measure us by what they will. 

We’ll measure them a measure,^ and be gone. »*<>««. 

Bom. Give me a torch: I am not for this ambling; 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you dance 
Bom. Not I, believe me: you have dancing shoes 
With nimble soles: I have a soul of lead 
So stakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a lover; borrow Cupid’s wings. 

And soar with them above a common bound. 

Bom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft 
To soar with his light feathers, and so bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe: 

Under love’s heaver burden do 1 sink. 

Mer. And, to sink in i^ should you burden love ; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Bom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough. 

Too rude, too boisterous, and it pricks like thorn. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love ; 


Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down 
Give me a case to put my visage in: 

A visor for a visor! what care I 
What carious eye doth quote deformities? 

Here are the l«ctle brows shall blush for me. 

Ben,. Come, knock and enter; and no sooner in, 

But every man betake him to his legs. 

Bom. A torch far me: let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels. 

For I am proverb’d Avith a gmndsire phrase; 

I’ll be a candle-holder, End look on. 

The game was ne’er so fair, and I am done. 

Mer. Tut, dun’s the mouse, the constable’s own word : 
If thou art dun, we’ll draw thee from the mire 
Of this sir-reverence love, wherein thou stick’st . 

Up to the ears. Come, we bum daylight, ho I 
Bom. Nay, that’s not so. 

Mer. I mean, sir, in delay 

We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 

Take our good meaning, for our judgment sits 
Five times in that ere once in our five wits. 

Bam. And we mean well in going to this mask; 
But 'tis no A^t to go. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


189 


Act I.] 


Mer. Why, may one ask 1 

Rom. 1 dream’d a dream to-night. 

Mer, And so did I. 

Ram. Well, what was yours? 

Mer. That dreamers often lie. 

Rom. In bed asleep, while they do dream things 
true. 

Mer. O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is tlie fairies’ midwife, and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman. 

Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men’s noses as tlicy lie asleep; 

Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners’ legs. 

The cover of the wings of grasshoppers. 

The traces of the smallest spider’s web, 

Tlie collars of the moonshine’s watery beams. 

Her wliip of cricket's bone, the lash of film. 

Her waggoner a small grey-coated gnat. 


Not half so big ns a round little worm 
Prick’d from the lazy finger of a maid; 

Her cliariot is an empty hazel-nut 
Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub. 

Time out o’ mind the fairies’ coachmakers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers’ brains, and then they dream of love ; 
O’er courtiers’ knees, that dream on court’sies straight. 
O’er lawyers’ fingers, who straight dream on fees. 

O’er ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream. 

Which oft the angry Mab with bbsters plagues, 
llccause their breaths with sweatroeats tainted are : 
Sometime she gallops o’er a courtier’s nose. 

And then di'cams he of smelling out a Buit;**^**^*™"*®**^- 
And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail 
'Tickling a parson’s nose as a’ lies asleep. 

Then dreams he of another benefice: 

Sometime she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck. 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats. 



Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades. 

Of healths five-fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes. 
And being thus frighted swears a prayer or two 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab 
That plats the manes of horses in the night. 

And liakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs. 
Which once untangled much misfortune bodes ; 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs. 
That presses them and learns them first to bear. 
Making them women of good carriage: 

'This is she — 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace! 

Thou talk’st of nothing. 

Mer, Tnie, I talk of dreams. 

Which are the children of an idle brain. 

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy. 

Which is as thin of substance as the air 
And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north. 


And, being anger’d, puffs away from thence. 

Turning his face to the dew-dropping south. 

Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us from ourselves ; 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Rom. I fear, too early for my mind misgives 
Some consequence yet hanging in the stars 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night’s revels, and expire the term 
Of a despised life closed in my breast 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death. 

But He, that hath the steerage of my course, 

Direct my sail! On, lusty gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike, dnim. [A’xntnf 

Scene V. — A hall in Capiilet’s homse 

Musicians waiting. JSnter Seivdngmen, with napkins. 

FirU Serv. Where’s Potpan, that he helps not to take 
away} He shift a trencher! he scrape a trencher! 
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Ske. Serv. Whdn good manners shall lie all in one or 
two men’s luuads, and they unwashed too, 'tis a foul thing. 

Fint Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the 
court-cupboard, look to the plate. Good thou, save me a 
piece of marchpane,* and, as thou lovest me, let 
the porter let in Susan Grindstone and Nell. Antony, and 
Potpan I 

Sec. Serv. Ay, boy, ready. 

Fxret Serv. You are looked for and called fur, asked 
for and sought for, in the great chamber. 

Sec. Serv. We cannot be here and there too. Cheerly, 
boys; be brisk awhile, and the longer liver toko alL 

JEnter Cafulet, with Jui,iet and others of his house, 
meeting the Guests and Maskers. 

Cap. Welcome, gentlemen ! ladies that have their toes 
Unplagued with corns will have a bout with you. 

Ah ha, my mistresses! which of you all 

Will now deny to dance? she that makes dainty. 

She, I’ll swear, hath corns; am I come near ye now? 
Welcome, gentlemen I 1 have seen the day 
That I have worn a visor, and could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear. 

Such as would please: ’tis gone, ’tis gone, ’tis gone: 

You are welcome, gentlemen! Come, musicians, play. 

A hall, a hall 1 give room ! and foot it, girls. 

[Miisic plays, and they dance. 
More light, you knaves; and turn the tables up. 

And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. 

Ah, sirrah, this unlook’d-for sport comes well. 

Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet; 

For you and I are past our dancing days: 

How long is’t now since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask? 

Sec. Cap. By’r lady, thirty years. 

Cap. What, man ! ’tis not so much, ’tis not so much : 
’Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 

Come pentecost as quickly as it will. 

Some nve and twenty years: and then we mask’d. 

Sec. Cap. ’Tis more, ’tis more : his son is elder, sir ; 
His son is thirty. 

Cap. Will you tell me that 7 

His son was but a ward two years ago. 

Bom. [To a Servingnwh.'\ What lady is that, which 
doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight? 

Serv. I know not, sir. 

Bom. O, she doth teach the torches to bum bright! 
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiope’s ear: 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear! 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows. 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows. 

The measure done. I’ll watch her place of stand. 

And, touching hers, make blessed my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, sight ! 

For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night. 

T^. This, by his voice, should be a Montague. 

Fetch me my rapier, boy. What dares the slave 
Come hither, cover’d with an antic face. 

To fleer and scorn at onr solemnity? 

Now, W the stock and honour of my kin. 

To strike him dead 1 hold it not a sin. 

Cap. Why,hownow,kiiuman! wherefore storm you so ? 
T%^. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe, 

A villain that is hither come in spite. 

To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

Cap. Young Borneo is it? 

T^. TiB he, tliat villain Borneo. 


Cap. Content thee, gentle cos, let him alone; 
He bears him like a portly gentleman; 

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him 
To be a virtuous and well govern’d youtli: 

I would not for the wealth of all the town 
Here in my house do him disparagement: 
Therefore bo patient, take no note of him : 

It is my will, the which if thou respect. 

Show a fair presence and put off these frowns. 

An ill-beseeniing semblance for a feast. 

I'yb. It fits, when such a villain is u guest: 

I’ll not endure him. 

Cap. He shall bo endured : 

What, goodman boy ! I say, he shall : go tu ; 

Am I the master here, or you? ^ to 

You’ll not endure him! God sh^ mend my soul! 



You’ll make a mutiny among my guests! 

You will set cock-a-hoop!^ you’ll be the man' 

Tyh. Why, uncle, ’tis a shame. iwm »•»«««». 

Cap Go to, go to; 

You are a saucy boy: iift so, indeed? 

This trick may chance to scathe you, I know what: 
You must contrary me! marry, 'tis time. 

Well said, my hearts ! You are a princox ;* go : • 

Be quiet, or — More light, more light! For shamfe! 

I’ll make you quiet. What, cbeerly, my hearts !' 

Tyh. Patience perforce with wilful choler meting 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 

I will withdraw: but this intrusion shall 
Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall. [ExU. 

Bom [To JviiU.I If I profane with my unwnrthiest 
hand 

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this: 
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My lips, two blushiiij|r pilgrims, ready stand 
To. smooth that rough touch with a tender hiss. 

JuL Good pil^im, you do wrong your hand too much. 
Which mannerly devotion shows in this; 

For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss 
Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too? 
JuL Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer. 
Rom, O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do ; 
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 

Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake 
Rom. Then move not, while my pmyers effect I take 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged. 

Jul. Then have ray lips the sin that they have took. 
Rom Sin from ray lips ? 0 trespass sw'ectly urged ! 
Give me ray sin again. 

Jul. You kiss by the book 

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a W'ord with you. 
Rom. What is her mother? 

Nurse. Many, bachelor. 

Her mother is the lady of the house. 

And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous. 

I nursed her daughter, that you talk’d withal; 

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her 
Shall have the chinks 

Rom. Is she a Capulet? 

0 dear account! my life is my foe’s debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone: the sport is at the best. 


Rom. Ay, so I fear; the more is ray 'rarest. 

Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone; 

We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.* tnmaj. 
Is it e’en so? why, then, I thank you all; 

I thank you, honest gentlemen; good night 
More torches here! Come on then, let's to bed. 

Ah, sirrah, by my fay, it waxes late: 

I’ll to my rest. [Exeunt all hut Juhet and Nurse 

Jul. Come hither, nurse. What is yond gentleman ? 
Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul. What's he that now is going out of door? 
Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Petnicio 
Jul What's he that follows there, that would not 
dance ? 

Nurse I know not. 

Jul. Go, ask his name: if he be married. 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed 
Nurse. His name is Rorfleo, and a Montague, 

The only son of your great enemy. 

J%d. My only love sprung from my only hate’ 

Too early seen unknown, and known too late! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 

That I must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What’s this ? what's this ? 

Jul. A rhyme I Icarn’d even now 

Of one I danced withal. [One calls within ‘Juliet' 

Nurse. Anon, anon * 

Come, let’s away; the strangers all are gone [Exeunt 



192 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


[Act II. 


PROLOGUE. 


JStUer Chorus. 

Char. Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie, 
And young affection gapes to be his heir; 

That fair for which love groan’d for and would die, 
With tender Juliet match’d, is. now not fair. 

Now Romeo is beloved and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks. 


But to his foe supposed he must complain, 

And she steal love’s sweet bait from fearful hooks: 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 
To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear; 

And she as much in love, her means much loss 
To meet her new-belov^ any where: 

But passion lends them power, time menus, to meet, 
Tempering extremities with extreme sweet. [.fxtf. 



ACT II. 

Scene I . — A lane hy the wall of CaI’ULET’s orchard. 


Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Can I go forward when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out. 

[He climbs the toall, and leaps down within it. 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo! my cousin Romeo! 

Her. He is wise; 

And, on my life, hath stol’n him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and Icap’d this orchard wall: 
Call, good Horcutio. 

Mer. Nay, I’ll conjure too. 

Romeo! humours! madman! passion! lover! 

Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh: 

Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied; 

Cry but 'Ay me!’ pronounce but ‘love’ and ‘dove;’ 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word. 

One nick-name for her purblind son and heir. 

Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim. 

When King Cophetua loved the beggar-maid! 

He heareth not, he stirreth not, be moveth not ; 

The ape is dead, and I must conjure him. 

I conjure thee by Rosaline’s bright eyes. 

By her high forehead and her scarlet lip. 

By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh. 

And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 

That in thy likeness thou appear to us! 

Bm. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him : ’twould anger him 
To raise a spirit in his mistress’ circle 


Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it and conjured it down; ** 

That were some spite: my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and in his mistress’ name 
1 conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among these fret's. 
To be consorted with tlie humorous night: 

Blind is his love and best befits the dark. 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree. 

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit 
As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone. 

0, Romeo, that she were, 0, that she were 
An open et ctetera, thou a poperin pear! 

Romeo, good-night: I’ll to my tiucklc-bed ; 

This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep: 

Come, shall we goi 

Ben. Go, then; for ’tis in vain 

To seek him here that means not to be found. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Capulet’s orchard. 

Enter liOMEO. 

Rom. He jests at scars that never felt a wound. 

[Juliet appears above at a window. 
But, soft! what light through yonder window bmaks? 

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 

Wlio is already sick and pale with grief. 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she: 

Be not her mkid, since she is envious; 
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Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. 

It is my lady, O, it is xny love! 

O, that she knew she*" were ! 

She speaks, yet she says nothing: what of thatJ 
Her eye discourses; 1 will answer it. 

I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks: 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Having some business, do entreat her cyos 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 

Tlio brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 

As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright 
That birds would sing and think it wore not night. 

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 

(), that I were a glcve upon that hand, 

That 1 might touch that cheek! 

Jul Ay me! 

Rom, She speaks : 

0, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to tliis night, being o’er iny liead. 

As IS a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes 
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 

And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul, O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 

And 1*11 no longer be a Capulet. 

Bam, Uhall I hear more, or shall I speak at 

this ? 

Jul, Tis but thy name that is my enemy; 

Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 

What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. 0, be some other name! 

What's in a name? that which we call a rose 
By any other name would smell as sweet; 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd. 

Retain that dear perfection wliich lie ow^es 
Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name. 

And for that name wliich is no part of thee 
Take all myself. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized; 

Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou that thus bescreeu'd in night 
So stumblcst on my counsel? 

Rom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself. 

Because it is an enemy to thee; 

Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet dnink a hundred words 
Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know tlio sound: 

Art thou not Romeo and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

Jul. How earnest thou hither, tell me, and wherefore ? 
The orchard walls are high and hard to climb, 

And the place death, considering who thou art. 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Ram. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these 
walla ; 

For stony limits cannot hold love out, 

And what love can do that dares love attempt; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me, 

Jvi. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 
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Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye 
Than twenty of their swords: look thou but sweet. 

And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul, I would not for the world they saw thee here. 
Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight ; 
And but thou love me, let them find me here: 

My life were better ended by their hate. 

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whose direction found’st tliou out this place? 
Rom, By love, wdio first did prompt me to inquii-e; 
He lent me counsel and 1 lent him eyes. 

I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 

As that vast sliore wasli'd with the farthest sea, 

1 would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul. Tliou know'st the mask of night is on iny face, 
Else would a maiden blush bepaiiit my cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 

Fain would 1 dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke ; but farewell compliment ’ 

Dost thou love me ? I know thou wilt say ‘ Ay,* 

And I will take thy word ; yet, if thou swear’st. 

Thou niay'st prove false ; at lovers' perjuries. 

They t»ay, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully; 

Or if thou think'bt I am too quickly won, 

I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay, 

So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 

And therefore thou inayst tliink my 'haviour light : 

But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove mure true 
Than those that have more cunning to be .strange.* 

I should have been more strange, I must confess, 

But that thou overheard'st, ere I was 'ware. 

My true love's passion: therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yielding to light love. 

Which the dark night hath so discovemd. 

Bom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops — 

Jul. 0, swear not by the moon, the inconstant ino(ui, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb. 

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom. What shall I swear by? 

Jul, Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 

Wliich is the god of my idolatiy, 

And I'll believe thee. 

Rom. If my henit's dear love — 

J\il. Well, do not swear : although I joy in thee, 

I have no joy of this contract to-night: 

It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden; 

Too like the lightning, which doth cense to 1)C 
Ere one can say, ‘It lightens.* Sweet, good night! 

This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower wlien next w'e meet 
Good night, good night! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart as that within my breast! 

Rom 0, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied? 

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night? 
Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 
Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what purpose, 
love? 

Jul. But to be frank, and give it tbee again. 

And yet I wish but for the tking I have: 

My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 

My love as deep; the more I give to thee. 

The more I have, for both are infinite. [Nwrse calls wUhin. 
I hear some noise within; dear love, adieu! 

25 
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Anon, good nurse ! Sweet Montague, be true. 

Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exit, above. 

Rmn. O blessed, blessed night I I am atcard. 

Being in night, all this is but a dream. 

Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

lte~enter JULIET, above. 

Jill. Thi'ee words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed. 
If that thy bent of love be honoumble. 

Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow. 

By one that I’ll procure to come to thee. 

Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; 

And all my fortunes at thy foot I’ll lay. 

And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 

Nurse. [ IV t/Ain.] Madam ' 

Jul. I come, anon. — But if thou mean’st not well, 

I do beseech thee — 

Nurse. Madam! 

Jitl. By and by, 1 come; — 


To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will 1 send. 

Eom. So thrive my soul — 

Jul. A thousand times good night! [Exit, above. 
Horn. A thousand limes the worse, to want thy light. 
Love goes towanl love, as schoolboys from their books. 
But love from love, toward school with heavy Ipoks. 

[/Jeimwjf. 

Ee-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist! 0, for a falconer’s voice. 
To lure this tassel-gentle* back again ! * 

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud; 

Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies. 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine. 
With repetition of my Itomeo’s name. 

Rom. It is my soul that calls upon my name: 

How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by night. 

Like softest music to attending cars! 



Jul. Romeo ! 

Rom. My dear? 

J^d. At what o’clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee? 

Bam. At the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail: ’tis twenty years till then. 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 
i/u/. I shall fotget, to have thee still stand there. 
Remembering how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I’ll still stay, to have thee still foiget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. ’Tis almost morning; I would have thee gone: 
And yet no further than a wanton’s bird; 

Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves. 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again, 

So loving-jealous of his uberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 


Jul. Sweet, so would I : 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 

Good night, good night! parting is such sweet sorrow. 
That I shall say good night till it be morrow. [Exit above. 

Bom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast! 
Would I were sleep and jieace, so sweet to rest I 
Hence will I to my ghostly father’s cell. 

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [Exit. 

Scene III. — Feiar Laurence’s cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence, with a basket. 

Fri. L. The grey-eye'd mom smiles on the frowning 
night. 

Chequering the eastern clouds with streaks of light, 
And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels. 

From forth da/s path and Titan’s fiery wheels: 

Now, ere the stm advance his burning eye. 
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The day to cheer and night's dank dew to dry, 

I must up-fill this osier cage of ours 

With baleful weeds and ))recious-juiced flowers. 

The earth, that's nature's inotlier, is her tomb; 

What is her burying grave that is her womb, 

And from her womb chihlren of divers kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom find, 

Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for some, and yet all different. 

O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities: 

For nought so vile that on the earth doth live 
But to the earth some special good doth give, 

Nor aught so good but, strain’d from that lair use. 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse: 

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 

And vice sometimes by action dignified. 

Within the infant rind of this .small flower 
Poison hath residence, and medicine power: 

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part; 
Being tasted, slays all senses witli the heart. 

Two such opposed kings encamp them still 
Jn man a.s well as hci*l)s, grace and rude will; 

And where the worsev is ])redominant. 

Full soon the canker deatli oats up that plant. 

Enter HoMKO. 

Oood morrow, father. 

Fri L. Benedicilo : 

What early tongue so sweet salutcth me ? 

Young son, it argues a distemper'd head 
So soon to bid gooil morrow to thy bed: 

('are keeps his watch in every old rnnii's eye, 

And where care lodges, sleep will never lie; 

But where unbruised youth with unstufTd brain 
Doth couch his liinb.s, there golden sleep doth reign: 
Therefore thy earliness doth me assure 
Thou art up-roused hy some distem perature; 

Or if not so, then here I hit it riglit, 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Rmi, That last is true; the sweeter rest was mine. 
Fr\. L, (lod pardon sin! wast tliou with Rosaline? 
Rom, With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no; 

I have forgot that name, and that name's w’oe. 

Fri, L, That’s my good son: but where hast thou 
been, then ? 

Rom, ril tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 

1 have been feasting with mine enemy, 

Where on a sudden one hath wouiuled me, 

That's by me wounded : both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies: 

1 bear no hatred, blessed man, for, lo, 

My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

Fri, L, Be plain, good son, and homely u\ thy drift: 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 

Rom, Then plainly know my lieart's dear love is set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet: 

As mine on hers, so hors is set on mine; 

And all combined, save what thou miiRt combine 
Bv holy marriage: when and where and how 
We met, wc woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 
ril tell thee as we pass but this I pray, 

That thou consent to marry us to-day. 

Fri, L, Holy Saint Francis, what a change is here* 
Is Rosaline w»hom thou didst love so dear, 

So soon forsaken? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Jesii Maria, what a deal of brine 


Hath wash'd lliy sallow checks for Rosaline! 

How mucli salt water tlirown aw'ay in waste, 

To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 

Thy old groaii.s ring yet in my ancient ears; 

Lo, here upon thy clicek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wasli'd off yet: 

If e'er thou wast tliyself and the.se woes thine. 

Thou and these woes wei’e all for Rosaline: 

And art thou changetl ? pronounce this sentence then, 
Women may fall, when there's no strength in men. 

Rom. Thou chid’st me oft for loving Ro.saline. 

Fri. L For doting, not for loving, pu])il mine. 

Rom. And had'st me bury love. 

Fri L. Not in ii grave, 

To lay oiKj in, another out to have. 

Rnm. I jiray thee, cliido not: she uhom I love now 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love, allow; 

The other did not so. 

Fri, L. (3, she knew well, 

Thy love did read by rote and could not spell. 

But come, young waverer, come, go with me, 

In one respect I'll thy assi.'jtant 1)0 ; 

For this alliance may so happy pro\c, 

To turn your households’ rancour to pure lov('. /ifilTrum 
Rom. O, let us hence; I stand on sudden haste.* 
Fri. L. Wisely and slow; they stumble tliat run fast. 

[Ercunt 


Scene IV. — A strnf. 

Enter Benvolio tout MunurTio, 

jl/tT. ^Yhere the devil should this Romeo be ^ 

Came be not home to-night ^ 

Ren. Not to his fathei’s; I spoke vith his innii 

Aler, Ah, that same pale, hard-heaitcd weiuli, that 
Rosaline, 

Torments him so, that he ^\ill surc run mad. 

Rni. Tybalt, llie kinsman of old (.'.qnilet, 

Hath sent a letter to lus father's lioiise 

Mcr, A challenge, on my life. 

Reii, Romeo will answer it. 

Mtr. Any man that can write may answer a letter. 

Ren. Nay, he will answ'er the letter’s master, how he 
dares, being dared. 

Aftr. Alius, poor Romeo! he is idready dead; stabbed 
with a white wench’s black eye; shot thorough the car 
with a love-song; the very pin of his heart cleft with 
(he blind bow-boy’s butt-shaft : and is he a man to 
encounter Tybalt ? 

Ben, Why, what is Tybalt? 

Alcr. More than jirince of cats, I can tell you. O, 
he is the courageous captain of complements.^ 7 Aceompiwhiwntk. 
He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time, distance, 
and proportion; rests me his minim rest, one, tw'o, and 
the third in your bosom : the very hutcher of a silk 
button, a duelli.st, a duellist; a gentleman of the very 
fir.st house, of the fii*st and second cause : ah, the immortal 
passado ! the punto reverso ! the hai ! * s a tenn in uwm- 

Ren, The wiiat ? 

Afcr. The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting fantas- 
ticoes; these new' tuners of accents! ‘By Jesu, a verj' 
good blade! a very tall man! a veiy good whore!' Why, 
is not this a lamentable thing, grandsire, that wc should 
be thus afflicted with these strange flies, these fashion- 
mongei-s, these perdona-ini’s, who stand so much on the 
new form, that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench ? 
O, their bones, theii* bones! 
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Enter Boueo. 

Ben. Here conies Borneo, here comes Borneo. 

Met. Without his roe, like a dried henung : 0 flesh, 
flesh, how art thou fishified I Now is he for the nuiubers 
that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to his lady, was but a 
kitchen wench; many, she had a better love to be-rhyme 
her : Dido, a dowdy; Cleopatra, a gipsy; Helen and Hero, 
hildings and harlots : Tbisbe, a grey eye or so, but not 
to the purpose. Signior Borneo, bon jour! there’s a 
French salutation to your French slop.* You • a i<»« i.iiD«i. 
gave us the counterfeit fairly last night. 

Bom. Good-morrow to you both. What counterfeit 
did I give you? 

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip; can you not conceive? 

Bm. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was great; 
and in such a case as mine a man may strain courtesy. 


Mer. That’s as much as to say, such a case os yours 
constrains a man to bow in the lioma 

Jtom. Meaning, to couii’sy. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it 

Bom. A most courteous exj^ition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Bom. Pink for flower. 

Mer. Bight 

Bom. Why, then is my pump well flowered. 

Mer. "Well said : follow me this jest now till thou 
hast worn out thy pump, that when the single sole of it is 
worn, the jest may remain after the wearing sole singular. 

Bom. O single-soled jest, solely singular for the sin- 
gleness ! 

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio ; my wits faint. 

Bom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; or I’ll 
ciy a match. 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, 1 



liave done, for thou hast more of the wild-goose in one 
of thy wits than, I am sure, 1 have in my whole five : 
was I with you there for the goose? 

Bom. Tlmu west never with me for anything when 
thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

Bom. Nay, good goose, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting ; it is a most 
sharp sauce. 

liom. And is it not well served in to a sweet goose? 

Mer. O, here’s a wit of cheveril,* that stretches from 
an inch narrow to an ell broad I 

Bom. 1 stretch it out for that word ‘ broad ; ’ which 
added to the goose, proves thee far and wide a broad 
goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning for 
love ? now art thou sociable, now art thou Borneo : now 
art thou what thou art. art as well as by nature: 
for this drivelling love is like a great 'natural, that runs 
lolling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole 

Ben. Stop there, stop there. 


Mer. Tliou desirest me to stop in my tale against the 
hair. 

Ben. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large. 

Mer. 0, thou art deceived; I would have made it 
short: for I was come to the whole depth of my tale; 
and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument no longer. 

Bom. Here’s goodly gear! 

Enter Nurse and Peter. 

Mer. A sail, a sail! 

Ben. Two, two; a shirt and a smock. 

Nuree. Peter I 

Peter. Anon 1 

Nuru. My fan, Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter, to hide her face ; for her fail’s the 
fairer face. 

Nwrte. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God j^e g(^ den, fair gentlewomaa 

Nwth. Ts it good den? 

Mer. Tis 1^ less, I tell ;fou, for the bawdy hand ot 
the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 
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Nu.rae. Out upon you ! what a man are you r 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made for 
lumself to mar. 

N^rse. By my trotli, it is well said; ‘for himself to 
mar/ quoth a*? Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where 
I may find the young Borneo? 

Rom. I can tell you; but young Borneo will be older 
when you have found him than he was when you sought 
him : I am tlie youngest of that name, for fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 

Mcr. Yea, is tho worst well? very well took, i' faith; 
wisely, wisely. 

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confidence 
with you., 

Ben. She will indite him to some supper. 

Mcr. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! So ho! 

Rom. What hast thou found ? 

Mcr. No liaro, sir ; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten pie, 
that is something stale and hoar ere it be spent. [Sings. 

An old liarc hoar. 

And an old have hoar. 

Is very good meat in lent : 

But a hare that is hoar 
Is too much for a score, 

When it hoars ere it be spent. 

Borneo, will you come to your father's ? wee'll to dinner 
thither. 

Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, [singing^ ‘lady, 
lady, lady.' [ExcurU Mercuiio and Benvolio. 

Nurse. Marry, farewell! I pray you, sir, what saucy 
merchant ' was this, that was so full of his ropery. * *'*^*"‘ 

Rom. A gentleman, nume, that loves to hear himself 
talk, and will speak more in a minute than he will stand 
to ill a month. 

Nurse. An a* speak any thing against me, I'll take 
him down, an a' w’erc lu.stier than he is, and twenty such 
.Tacks; and if I cannot, I'll find those that shall. Scurvy 
knave I I am none of his flirt-gills;* I am none 
of his skains-mates.* And thou must stand by 
too, and suffer every knave to use me at his pleasure ? 

Peter. 1 saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if I 
had, my weapon should quickly have been out, I warrant 
you: I dare draw as soon as another man, if I see 
occasion in a good quarrel, and the law on my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that every 
part about me quivers. Scurvy knave ! Pray you, air, a 
word: and as I told you, my young lady bade me in- 
quire you out; what she bade me say, I will keep to 
myself: but first let me tell ye, if ye should lead her 
into a fool's paradise, as they say, it were a very gross 
• kind of beliaviour, as they say: for the gentlewoman is 
young; and, therefore, if you should deal loublc with 
her, truly it were an ill thing to bo offered to any gentle- 
woman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mistress. 
I protest unto thee — 

Nurse. Good heart, and. i’ faith, I will tell her as 
much ; Lord, Lord, she will be a joyful woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou dost not 
mark me. 

Nurse. I will tell her, sir, that you do protest ; which, 
as I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer. 

Ram. Bid her devise 

Some means to come to shrift^ this afternoon; 

And there she shall at Friar Laurence’ cell 
Be shrived and married. Here is for thy pains. 


Nurse. No, truly, sir; not a penny. 

Rotu. Go to; I say you shall. 

Nurse. This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be there. 
Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey wall: 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee, 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair; 

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be niy convoy in t^he secret night. 

Farewell; be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains: 

Farewell; commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee ! Hark you, sir. 
Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse? 

Nurse. Is your man secret ? Did you ne'er hear say, 
Two may keep counsel, putting one away? 

Rom. I warrant thee, rny man's as true as steel. 
Nurse. Well, sir; my mistress is the sweetest lady — 
Ijord, Lord ! when 'twas a little prating thing : — 0, there 
is a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would fain lay 
knife aboard ; but she, good soul, had as lief see a toad, 
a very toad, as sec him. I anger her sometimes, and tell 
her that Paris is the properer man ; but, I'll wairant you, 
when I say so, she looks as pale as any clout in the 
versal world Doth not rosemary and Borneo begin both 
with a letter? 

Rom. Ay, nurse; what of that? both with an B. 
Nurse. Ah, mocker ! that's the dog's name ; 11 is for 
the — No; I know it begins with some other letter: — 
and she hath the prettiest sententious of it, of you and 
rosemary, that it would do you good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. [Ejcit Romvco.l Peter ! 
Pci. Anon ! 

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before, and apace. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V.— Capulet's orchard. 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. The clock struck nine when I did send the 
nurse; 

In half an hour she promised to return. 

Perchance she cannot meet him : that’s not so. 

O, she is lame! love's heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams. 
Driving back shadows over louring hills : 

Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 

Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, yet she is not come. 

Had she affections and warm youthful blood, 

She would be as swift in motion as a ball ; 

My words would bandy her to my sweet love, 

And his to me: 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead; 

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 

0 God, she comes! 

ErUer Nurso and Peter. 

O honey niu^e, what news ? 

Hast thou met with him ? Send thy man away. 

Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. [EocU Peter. 

Jul. Now, good sweet nurse — 0 Lord, why look’st 
thou sad ? 

Though no>vs be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 

If good, thou shamest the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 
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Nurse. I am n-weary, give me leave awhile; 

Fie, how my bones ache! what a jaunt have I had! 

Jul. I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy news. 
Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ; good, good nurse, speak. 

Nurse. Jesu, what haste? can you not stay awhile? 
Do 3 'ou not SOI! that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou hast 
breath 

To say to me that thou art out of breath ? 

The exertse that thou dost make in this delay 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 

Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that ; 

Say either, and I'll stay the circumstjince : 

Let me be Statisfied, is’t good or bad? 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple clioice; you 
know not how to choose a man : Ilomco ! no, not ho , 
though his face be better than any man’s, yet his log 
excels all men’s ; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, 
though they be nut to be talked on, yet they are post 


compare: he is not the flower of courtesy, but. I'll war- 
rant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go thy ways, wench ; 
serve God. What, havo you dined at home? 

Jul. No, no: but all this did I know before. 

What says he of our maiTiago? what of that? 

Nurse. Lord, how my head aches I what a head have I! 
It bents os it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My back o’ t’ other side — 0, my back, my back! 
Beshrew your heart for sending me about, 

'fo catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jul. r faith, 1 am sorry that thou art not well. 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love 
Nurse. Your love says, like an honest geutlonmn, and 
a courteous, ni<d a kind, and a handsome, and, 1 warrant, 
a virtuous — Where is your mother? 

Jul Where is my mother! why, she is within; 
Where should she be * How oddly thou repliest I 
‘Your love says, like an honest gentleman. 

Where is your motlier?’ 



Nurse. 0 God's lady dear! 

Are you so hot? marry, come up, I trow; 

Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 

Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Jvi. Here’s such a coil! come, what says Romeo? 
Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day? 
Jul. I have. 

Nurse. Then hie you hence to Friar Laurence' 
cell; 

There stays a husband to make you a wife; 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 

They’ll be in scarlet straight at any news. 

Hie you to church; I must another way, 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon when it is dark : 

I am the drudge and toil in your delight. 

But you shall bear the burden soon at night. 

Go: I’ll to dinner; hie you to the cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune! Honest nurse, farewell. 

[&eeuHt. 


Scene VI. — Friar Laurence’s cell. 

Enter FgiAR Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. L. So smile the heavens upon this holy act. 
That after hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Ronn. Amen, amen I but come what sorrow ean. 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight: 

Do thou but close our hands with holy words. 

Then love-devouring death do Avhat he dare; 

It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. L. These violent delights have violent ends 
And in their triumph die, like fire and powder, 
Wliich as they kiss consume : the sweetest honey 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness 
And in the taste confounds the appetite: 

Tlierefore lovennoderately ; long love doth so; 

Too swift anircs as tardy as too slow. 
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Enter JuuET. 

Here comes the lady: 0, so light a foot 
Will ne’er wear out the everlasting flint; 

A lover may bestride the gossamer 
That idles in the wanton summer air, 

And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

t/iaZ. Good even to my ghostly confessor. 
jPn. X. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us 
both. 

JuL As much to him, else is his thanks too much. 
Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more 


To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagined happiness that both 
Receive m either by this dear encounter. 

JvX. Conceit,^ more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : • imNrfMtkiii. 

They are but beggars that can count their worth; 

But my true love is grown to such excess 
I cannot sum up sum of half my wealth. 
jPn. X. Come, come with me, and we will make short 
work ; 

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone 

Till holy church incorporate two in one. [JEreun/. 






ACT III. 


Scene I . — A public place. 


Enter Mebcutio, BEm'OLlO, Page, and Servants. 

Em. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let’s retire; 

Tlie day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 

And, if we meet, we shall not ’scape a brawl ; 

Tor now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of those fellows that when 
he enters the confines of a tavern claps me his sword 
upon the table and says, ‘ God send me no need of thee ! ’ 
and by the operation of the second cup draws it on the 
drawer, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like such a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood 
ns any in Italy, and as soon moved to be moody, and 
as soon nu)ody to be moved. 

Ben. And what too? 

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should have none 
shortly, for one would kill the other. Thou ! why, thou 
wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a hair 
less, in his beaid, than thou hast : thou wilt quarrel with 
a man fpr cracking nuts, having no other i-eason but 
because thou hast hazel eyes : what eye but such an eye 
would spy out such a quarrel? Thv head is as full of 
quarrels as an egg is full of meat, and yet thy head hath 
teen beaten as addle as an egg for quarrelling : thou hast 
quarrelled with a man for coughing in the street, because 
he hath wakened thy dog that hath lain asleep in the sun : 
didst thou not fall out with a tailor for wearing his new 
doublet before Easter? with another, for tying his new 
shoes with old riband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me from 
quarrelling. 

Ben. An I were so apt to. quarrel as thou art, any man 
should buy the fee-simple of my life for an hour and a 
quarter. 

Mer. The fee-simple! 0 simple! 


Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets. 

Mer. By my heel, I care not. 

Enter Tybalt and others. 

Tyb. Follow me close, for I will speak to them. 
Gentlemen, good den; .a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it 
with something; make it a word and a blow. 

Tyft. You shall find me apt enough to that, sir, an 
you will give me occasion. 

Mer. Could you not take some occasion without giving ? 
Tyb. Mercutio, thou cousort’st with Romeo — 

Mer. Consort 1* what, dost thou make us min- • 
strels 7 an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothing 
but discords ; here’s ray fiddlestick ; here’s that shaU make 
you dance. 'Zouuds, consort! 

Bm. We talk here in the public hannt of men: 
Either withdraw into some private place. 

And reason coldly ^of your grievances. 

Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Men’s eyes were made to look, and let them gaze ; 
I will not budge for no- man's pleasure, I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir ; here comes my man. 
Mer. But I’ll be bang’d, sir, if he wear your livery ; 
Marry, go before to field, he’ll be your follower 
Your worship in that sense may cisdl him ‘mano* 

Romeo, the hate 1 bear thee can afford 
No better term than this — thou art a villain. 

Bom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting: vOlain am I none; 

Therefore farewell; 1 see thou know’st me not 
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Tyh, Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me ; therefore turn and draw. 

Bom. I do protest, I never injured thee, 

But love thee better than thou canst devise. 

Till thou sbalt know the reason of my love: 

And so, good Capulet — which name 1 tender 
As dearly as my own — be satisfied. 

Mer, 0 calm, dishonourable, vile submission ! 

Alla stoccata carries it away. {Drauos. 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk? 

Tyh, What wouldst thou have with me? 

Mer, Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine 
lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and, as you shall 
use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will you 
pluck your sword out of his pilcher' by the ears ? ’ 
make haste, lest mine be atout your ears ere it be out. 
Tyb, I am for you. [Dravnug, 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Met. Come, sir, your passado. [They fight. 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons, 
(xentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage ! 

Tybalt, Mercutio, the prince expressly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona streets: 

Hold, Tybalt! good Mercutio! [Tybalt under Bomeds 
arm stabs Mercutio^ and flies with his followers. 
Mer, 1 am hurt. 

A plague o’ both your houses! 1 am sped. 

Is he gone, and hath nothing? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt? 

Mcr. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, 'tis enough. 
Where is my 1 Go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 

[Exit Page. 

Rom. Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, ’tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a 
church-door; but ’tis enough, ’twill serve: ask for me 
to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man. I am 
peppered, I warrant, for this world. A plague o* both 
your liouses! 'Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to 
scratch a man to death 1 a braggart, a rogue, a villain, 
that fights by the book of arithmetic! Why the devil 
came you between us? I was hurt under your aim. 
Rom. I thought all for the best. 

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio, 

Or I shall faint. A plague o’ both your houses! 

They have made worms' meat of me: I have it. 

And soundly too: your houses! 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 
Rom This gentleman, the prince’s near ally. 

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation stain’d 
With Tybalt’s slander — Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman! 0 sweet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate 
And in my temper soften’d valour’s steel I 

Re-enter Benvolio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio’s dead I 
That gallant spirit hath aspired the clouds, 

Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 

Rom. This day's black fate on more days doth depend ; 
Tliis but begins the woe. othera must end. 

Ben. Hem comes the furious Tybalt back again. 

Rom. Alive, in triumph ! and Mercutio slain ! 

Away to heaven, respective lenity,* 

And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now! 

Re-enter Tybalt. 

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again. 

That late thou gavest me; for Mercutio’s soul 
VOL. n. 


Is but a little way above our heads. 

Staying for thine to keep him company: 

Either thou, or I, or both must go with him. 

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Bom. This shall determine that 

[They fight : Tybalt falls. 
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone! 

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain. 

Stand not amazed : the prince will doom thee death, 

If thou art taken: hence, be gone, away! 

Jtom. 0, I am fortune’s fool!* 

Ben. Why dost thou stay? 

[Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens, &c 

First Cit. Which way ran he that kill’d Mercutio? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

First Cit. Up, sir, go with me; 

I charge thee in the prince’s name, obey. 

Enter Prince, attended ; Montague, Capulet, their Wives, 
and others. 

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray? 

Ben. 0 noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl: 

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 

That slew thy kinsman, bmve Mercutio. 

La. Cap. Tybalt, iny cousin ! 0 my brother’s child ! 
0 prince! 0 cousin! husband! 0, the blood is spdt 
Of my dear kinsman! Prince, aa thou art true, 

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. 

0 cousin, cousin ! 

Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray? 

Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo’s hand did slay ; 
Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice' the quarrel was, and urged withal irn^w. 
Your high displeasure; all this uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow’d. 
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio’s breast, 

Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point. 

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 
Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 

* Hold, friends ! friends, part !’ and swifter than his tongue. 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points. 

And ’twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Ot stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fied; 

But by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And to’t they go like lightning, for, ere I 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain. 

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly. 

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

Za. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montague; 
Affection makes him false : he speaks not true : 

Some twenty of them fought in this black strife, 

And all those twenty could but kill one life. 

1 beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ; 

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio; 

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe? 

Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio’s friend; 

26 
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His fault concludes but what the law should end, 

The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And for that offence 

Immediately we do exile him hence: 

I have an interest in your hate's proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleeding ; 

But I’ll amerce you with so strong a fine 
That you shall all repent the loss of mine : 

I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 

Nor tears nor prayers sh^ purchase out abuses : 
Therefore nse none: let Borneo hence in haste, 

Else, when he’s found, that hour is his last 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will : 

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kilL [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Capolet’s orchard. 

Enter Joliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 

Towards Phoebus’ lodging: such a waggoner 
As Phaethon would whip you to the west. 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. 

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night 
That runaway’s eyes may wink, and Borneo 
Leap to these arms, untalk’d of and unseen. 

Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties ; or, if love be blind. 

It best agrees with night Come, civil night. 

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black. 

And learn me how to lose a winning match. 

Play’d for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : 

Hood my unmaun’d blood, bating in my cheeks. 

With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown bold, 
Think true love acted simple modesty. 

Come, night ; come, Borneo ; come, thou day in night ; 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow on a raven’s back. 

Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow’d night, 
Give me my Borneo; and, when he shall die. 

Take him and cut him out in little stars. 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine 
That all the world will be in love with night. 

And pay no worship to the garish sun. 

0, I nave bought the mansion of a love, 

But not possess’d it, and, though I am sold. 

Not yet enjoy’d : so tedious is this day 

As is the night before some festival 

To an impatient child, that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse. 
And. she brings news ; and every tongue that speaks 
But Borneo’s name speaks heavenly eloquence. 

Enter Nurse, with cords. 

Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou there ? the cords 
That Borneo bid thee fetch? 

Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords. 

[Throws them down. 
Jvt. Ay me ! what news ? why dost thou wring thy 
hands? 

Nurse. Ah, well-a-day I he’s dead, he’s dead, he’s dead ! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone I 
Alack the day ! he’s gone, he’s kill’d, he’s dead I 
Jid. Can heaven M so envious ? 

Nurse. Borneo can. 

Though heaven caimot: O Borneo, Borneo! 

Who ever would have thought it? Borneo! 

Jut. What devil art thou, that dost torment me thus ? 
This torture should be roaPd in dismal hell. 

Hath Borneo slain himself? say thou but '!,* 


And that bare vowel ‘I’ shall poison more 
Than tite death-darting eye of cockatrice : 

I am not I, if there be such an I ; 

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer *1.’ 

If he be slain, say ' I ’; or if not, no : 

Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe. 

Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes — 
God save the mark I — here on his manly breast : 

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse; 

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub’d in blood. 

All in gore-blood; I swouuded at the sight. 

Jvt. O, break, mv heart ! poor bankrupt, break at once' 
To prison, eyes, ne’er look on liberty ! 

Vile earth, to earth resign; end motion here; 

And thou and Borneo press one heavy bier! 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had! 

0 courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman! 

That ever I should live to see thee dead! 

Jvt. What storm is this that blows so contrary? 

Is Borneo slaughter'd, and is Tybalt dead? 

My dear-loved cousin, and my dearer lord ? 

Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom! 

For who is living, if those two are gone? 

Nurse, lybalt is gone, and Borneo banished; 

Borneo that kill’d him, he is banished. 

Jul. 0 God! did ^meo’s hand shed Tybalt’s blood? 
Nurse. It did, it did; alas the day, it did! 

Jul. 0 serpent heart, hid with a flowering face! 

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 

Beautiful tyianti fiend angelical! 

Dove-feather’d raven I wolvish-ravening lamb ! 

Despised substance of divinest show! 

Just opposite to what thou justly scem’st, 

A damned stiint, an honourable villain! 

O nature, what hadst thou to do in hell. 

When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh? 

Was ever book containing such vile matter 
So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace! 

Nurse. There’s no trust. 

No faith, no honesty, in men ; all perjured. 

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. 

Ah, where’s my man ? give me some aqua vitse : 

These griefs, these woes, these sorrows, make me old. 
Shame come to Borneo ! 

Jul. Blister’d be thy tougue 

For such a wish! he was not bom to shame: 

Upon his brow shame is ashamed to sit; 

For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 

O, what a beast was 1 to chide at him I 
Nurse. Will yqp speak well of him that kill’d your 
cousin? 

Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband? 
Ah, poor my lord, what- tongue shall smooth thy name. 
When I, thy three-hours’ wife, have mangled it? 

But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousb? 

That villain cousin would have kill’d my husband: 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spriug| 

Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain: 

And dead, that would have slain my husband: 

All this is comfort ; wherefore weep I then ? 

Some word there was, woiser than Tybalt’s death. 

That murder’d me : I would forget it fain ; 

But, 0, it pleases to my memory. 

Like damned guilty dee^ to siiinors’ minds: 
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'Tybalt is dead, and Borneo— banisbed;’ 

That ' banished,’ that one word ‘ banished,’ 

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt’s H^ath 
Was woe enough, if itr had ended there : 

Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship. 

And needly will be rank’d with other griefs. 

Why follow’d not, when she said, ‘Tybalt’s dead,’ 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both. 

Which modem* lamentation might have moved? ***•»•>»»»■ 
But with a rear-ward following Tybalt’s death, 

'Romeo is banished,’ to speak that word. 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All slain, all dead ‘ Romeo is banished I’ 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound. 

In that word’s death; no words can that woe sound. 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse? 

Nurte. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt’s corse: 
Will you go to them? I will bring you thither. 

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears: mine shall 
be spent. 


When theirs arc dry, for Romeo’s banishment. 

Take up those cords: poor ropes, you are beguiled. 

Both you and I; for Romeo is ei^ed: 

He made you for a highway to my bed; 

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 

Come, cords, come, nurse. I'll to my wedding-bed; 

And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 

Nurae. Hie to your chamber: I’ll find Romeo 
To comfort you: I wot well where he is. 

Hark yc, your Romeo \i lU be lieie at night : 

I’ll to him ; he is hid at I.aurence’ cell. 

Jtil. 0, find him 1 give this nng to my true knight, 
And bid him come to take his lost inrewell. [^ExeuiU 

ScEKE III. — Friar liAURENCE’s cdl. 

Enter Friar Laurence. 

Fri. L Romeo, come forth, come forth, thou feaiful 
man: 



Affliction is enamour’d of thy parts. 

And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Enter Romeo. 

Horn. Father, what news ? what is the prince's doom '> 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my ha’id. 

That I yet know not ? 

Fri. L. Too familiar 

Is my dear son with such sour company: 

1 bring thee tidings of the prince’s doom. 

Erm. What less than dooms-day is the prince’s doom ? 
Fri. L. A gentler judgment vanish’d from his lips. 
Not body's death, but body’s banishment. 

Bum. Ha, banishment I be merciful, say 'death;’ 

For exile hath more terror in his look. 

Much more than death: do not say ‘banishment.’ 

Fri, L. Hence ftom Verona art thou ^nished : 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Mom. There is no world without Verona walls. 

But puigatory, torture, hell itsdf. 


Hence-baiiisheil is banish'd from the woild 
And world’s exile is death: then banished, 

Is death mis-term’d: calling death banish inent, 

Thou cutt’st my head off with a golden axe. 

And smdest upon the stroke that murders me. 

Fri. L. 0 deadly sin ! 0 rude unthaiikiulness ' 
Thy fault our law calls death; but tho kind piincc, 
Taking thy part, hath rush’d aside the law. 

And turn’d that black word death to banishment: 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Eom. Tis torture, and not mercy; heaven is here 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat and dog 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing. 

Live here in heaven and may look on her; 

But Romeo may not: more validity. 

More honourable state, more ccurtship lives 
In carrion-flies than Romeo: they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand. 

And steal immortal blessing from her lips, 

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty. 
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Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 

But Borneo may not; he is banished: 

Flies may do this, but 1 from this must fly: 

They are free men, but 1 am banished. 

And say’st thou yet that exile is not death? 

Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground knife, 

Ko sudden mean of death, though ne’er so mean. 

But ‘banished* to kill me? — ‘banished’? 

0 fiiar, the damned use that word in hell; 

Howlings attend it: how hast thou the heart. 

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess’d. 

To mangle me with that word ‘banished’? 

FrL L. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a word. 
Rom. 0, thou wilt speak again of banishment 
Fri. L. I'll give thee armour to keep off that word; 
Adversity’s sweet milk, philosophy. 

To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom. Yet ‘ banished ’ ? Hang up philosophy ! 

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet 
Displant a town, reverse a prince’s doom. 

It helps not, it prevails not: talk no more. 

Fri L. 0, then I see that madmen have no ears. 
Rom. How should they, when that wise men have no 
eyes? 

Fri L. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.* * 

Rom. Thou canst not speak of that thou dost not feel : 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love. 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered. 

Doting like me, and like me banished. 

Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou tear thy hair. 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now. 

Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

[Knocking within. 

Fri L. Arise ; one knocks ; good Borneo, hide thyself. 
Rom. Not I ; unless the breath of heart-sick groans. 
Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. [Knodcing. 
Fri. L. Hark, how they knock ! Who’s there ? Borneo, 
arise; 

Thou wilt be taken. Stay awhile ! Stand up ; [Knocking. 
Bun to my study. By and by! God’s will. 

What simpleness is this! I come, I come! [Knoekina. 
Who knocks so hard ? whence come you? what’s your will? 
Nurse. [WUhin!] Let me come in, and you shall know 
my errand ; 

1 come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri. L Welcome, then. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. O holy friar, 0, tell me, holy friar. 

Where is my lady’s lord, where’s Borneo? 

Fri L. There, on the ground, with his own tears made 
drunk. 

Nurse. 0, he is even in my mistress’ case, 

J oat in her case ! O woful sympathy ! 

Piteous predicament! Even so lies she. 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering. 

Stand up, stand up; stand, an you be a man: 

For Juliet’s sake, for her sake, rise and stand; 

Why should you fall into so deep an 0 ? 

Ana. Nurse ! 

Nuru. Ah sir ! ah sir ! Well, death’s the end of all 
Rom. Spakest thou of Juliet ? how is it with her ? 
Doth she not think me an old murderer. 

Now I have stain’d the childhood of our joy 
With blood removed but little from her own? 

Where is she? and how doth she? and what says 
My conceal’d lady to our cancell’d love ? 


[Act ra. 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps; 
And now falls on W bed; and then starts up. 

And Tybalt calls; and then on Borneo cries. 

And then down falls again. 

Rom. As if that name. 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun. 

Did murder her; as that name’s cursed hand . 

Murder’d her kinsman. O, tell me, friar, tell me. 

In what vile part of this anatomy 

Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may sack 

The hateful mansion. [Drawing his suvrd. 

Fri. L. Hold thy desperate hand: 

Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art: 

Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a ^ast: 

Unseemly woman in a seeming man! 

Or ill-beseeming beast in seeming both! 

Thou hast amazed me: by my holy order, 

I thought thy disposition better temper’d. 

Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself? 

And slay thy lady, too, that lives in thee. 

By doing damned hate upon thyself? 

Why raii’st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth ? 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once; which thou at once wouldst lose. 

Fie, fie, thou shamest thy shape, thy love, thy wit; 
Which, like a usurer, abound’st in all. 

And usest none in that true use indeed 

Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit : 

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax. 

Digressing from the valour of a man; 

Thy dear love, sworn, but hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou hast vow’d to clicrish ; 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love. 

Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both, 

Like powder in a skilless soldier’s flask. 

Is set a-fire by thine own ignorance. 

And thou dismember’d with thine own defence. ^ 
What, rouse thee, man! thy Juliet is olive. 

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead; 

There art thou happy:* Tybalt would kill thee. 

But thou slew’st Tybalt; there art thou hapj)y too: 

The law that threaten’d death becomes thy friend 
And turns it to exile ; there art tliou ha])py : 

A pack of blessings lights upon thy back; 

Happiness courts thee in her best array; 

But, like a misbehaved and sullen wench. 

Thou pout’st upon thy fortune and thy love ; 

Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 

Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed. 

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 

But look thou stay not till the watch be set, 

For then thou canst not pass to Mantua; 

Where thou shalt Hve, till w’e can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of the pnnee, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou went’st forth in lamentation. 

Go before, nurse: commend me to thy lady; 

And bid her hasten all the house to bed, ^ 

Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto: 

Borneo is coming. 

Nurse. O Lora, I could have stay’d here all the night 
To hear good counsel: O, what learning is! 

My lord. I’ll tell my lady you will come. 

Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 
Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir: 
Hie you, mal|^ haste, for it grows veiy late. [Exit. 
R^ How well my comfort is revived by this! 
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fVi. L. Oo hence ; good night : and here stands all 
your 4D«iMiidijowfortaM. 

Either be gone before the 'watch be set. 

Or by the break of day disguised from hence : 

Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man, 

And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here: 

Give me thy hand.; 'tie late : farewell ; good night. 

Bom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me, 

It were a grief, so brief to part with thee: 

Farewell [ExmiU. 

Scene IV . — A room in Capulet’s house. 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 

Cap. Things have fall’n out, sir, so unluckily, 

Tiiat we have had no time to move our daughter 
Look you, she loved her kinsman Tybalt dearly, 

And so did I: — ^Well, we were born to die. 

'Tis very late, she'll not come down to-night: 

I promise you, but for your company, 

1 would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par. These times of woe afford no time to woo. 
Madam, good night: commend me to your daughter. 


La. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to-morrow ; 
To-night she is mew'd up to her hea'viness. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender 
Of my child's love: I think she will be ruled 
In all respects by me; nay, more, I doubt it not 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed; 

Acquamt her here of my son Paris’ love; 

And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next — 

But, soft I what day is this? 

Par. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monday! ha, ha! Well, Wednesday is too 
soon, 

O' Thursday let it be: o’ Thursday, tell her. 

She shall be married to this noble carl. 

Will you be ready? do you like this haste? 

We’ll keep no great ado — a friend or two; 

For, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late. 

It may be thought we held him carelessly. 

Being our kinsman, if we revel much: 

Therefore we’ll have some half a dozen friends, 

And there an end But what say you to Thursday ? 
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to-morrow 
Cap. Well, get you gone: o’ Thursday be it, then 



Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed. 

Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day. 

Farewell, my lord. Light to my chamber, ho! 

Afore me ! it is so very very late. 

That we may call it early by and by. 

Good night [ExeutU. 

Scene V. — Capulet’s orchard. 

Enter ROMEO and Juliet ahove, at the window. 

Jut. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day ; 

Tt was the nightingale, and not the lark, 

That pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear; 

Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate-tree: 

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Bom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn. 

No nightingale: look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east: 

Night’s candles are oumt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops. 

I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Jnl. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I : 

It is some meteor that the sun exhales. 


To be to thee this night a torch-bearer. 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua: 

Therefore stay yet; thou need’st not to be gone. 

Bom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to death ; 

I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 

I’ll say yon grey is not the morning’s eye, 

’Tia but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow ; 

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads: 

I have more care to stay than will to go : 

Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it so. 

How is’t, my soul? let’s talk; it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is: hie hence, be gone, away! 

It is the lark that sings so out of tune. 

Straining harsh discords and unpleasing sharps 
Some say the lark makes sweet division;’ •vv^um 
T his doth not so, for she dividelh us: 

Some say the lark and loathed toad change eyes ; 

0, now I would they had changed voices too ' 

Since arm from arm that voice doth us aliVay, 

Hunting thee hence with hunt’s-up to the day. 

O, now be gone ; more light and light it grows. 

Bom. More light and light ; more dark and dark our 
woes ! 
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EnUr Kane, to the ehatnber. 

Nurae. Madam ! 

JuL Kane ? 

Num. Year lady mother is coming to yooi chamber: 
The day is broke; be wary, look about [EkU. 

JvX. Then, window, let ^y in, and let life out. 

JZom. Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and I’ll descend. 

[Ht goeih down. 

JvX. Art thou gone so ? love, lord, ay, husband, friend ! 
I must hear from thee every day in the hour. 

For in a minute there are many days : 


0, by this count 1 shall be much in yean 
Ere 1 again behold my Borneo I 
Rmu Farewell I 
I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greeting, love, to thee. 

JvX. 0, think'st thou we ^all ever meet again? 
Rom. I doubt it not; and all these woes shall serve 
For sweet discounes in our time to come. 

JvJ. O God, I have an ill*divining soul!* 

Methmks I see thee, now thou art bdow. 

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb. 

Either my eyesight fails, or thou look’st pale 



iZom. And trust me, love, in my eye so do you; 

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu* [Exit. 

JvX. 0 fortune, fortune! all men call thee fickle: 

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown'd for foith ? Be fickle, fortune ; 

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long. 

But send him back. 

La. Cap. [Within.] Ho, daughter! are you up? 
Jvl. Who is’t that calls? is it my lady mother? 

Is she not down so late, or up so early ? 

What unaccustom’d cause procures her hither? 

Enter Ladt Capolst. 

La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet! 


JvX. Madam, I am not well 

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin's death ? 
What, wut thou wash him from his grave with tears? 
An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him live. 
Therefore, have done : some grief shows much of love ; 
But much of grief shows stQl some want of wit 
Jvl. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss. 

La Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not the friend 
Which you weep for. 

Jul. Feeling so the loss, 

I cannot choose but over weep the fnend. 

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for his 
death. 

As that the villain lives which slaughter’d him. 
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Jvi. What villain, madam? 

La. Cap. That name villain, Romeo. 

Jvl. [Ande.'\ Villain and he be many miles asunder. — 
God pardon him! I db, with all my heart; 

And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart 
La. Cap. That is, because the traitor murderer lives. 
Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my ban«in ; 
Would none but I might venge my cousin’s death! 

La. Cap. We will have vonMance for it, feax thou not : 
Tiien weep no more. I’ll send to one in Mantua, 

Where that same banish’d runagate doth live. 

Shall give him such an unaccustom’d dram. 

That he shall soon keep Tybalt company: 

And then, T hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 

Jvi. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till 1 behold him — ^ead — 

Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex’d: 

Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it; 

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof. 

Soon sleep in quiet. O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him named, and cannot come to him, 

To wreak the love I boro my cousin 
Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him! 

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I’ll find such a 
man. 

But now I’ll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul. And Joy comes well in such a needy time: 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship? 

La. Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful &ther, child ; 
One who, to put thee from thy heaviness, 

Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy. 

That thou expect’st not, nor I look’d not for. 

Jvi. Madam, in happy time, what day is that? 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday mom. 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 

The County’^ Paris, at Saint Peter’s Church, 

Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by Saint Peter’s Church and Peter too. 
He shall not make mo there a joyful bride. 

I wonder at this haste; that I must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo. 

I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 

I will not marry yet; and, when I do, I swear. 

It shall be Borneo, whom you know I hate, 

Rather than Paris. These ere news indeed! 

La. Cap. Here comes your father; tell him so yourself. 
And see how he will take it at your hands. 

Enltr Gapulet and Nurse. 

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew, 
But for the sunset of my brother’s son 
It rains downright. 

How now! a conduit,* girl? what, still in ttaia? 
Evermore showering? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit’st a bark, a sea, a wind; 

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea, 

Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy ^dy is. 
Sailing in this salt flood; the winds, thy sighs; 

Who, raging with thy tears, and they with them. 

Without a sudden calm, will overset 

Thy tempest-tossed body. How now, wife ! 

Have you deliver’d to her our decree? 

La. Cap. Ay, sir; but she will none, she gives you 
thanW 

I would the fool were married to her grave! 

Cap. Soft ! take me with you, take me with you, wife. 
How! will she none? doth she not give us thanks? 


Is she not proud? doth she not count her blest, 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom? 

Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful, that yon 
have: 

Proud can I never be of what I hate; 

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 

Cap. How now, how now, chop-logic! What is this? 
‘Proud,’ and *I thank you,’ and ‘I thank you not;’ 
And yet ‘not proud:’ mistress minion, you. 

Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds. 

But fettle* your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next. 

To go with Paris to Saint Peter's Church, 

Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out, you green-sickness carrion! out, you baggage! 

You tallow-face! 

La. Cap. Fie, fie ! what, are you mad ? 

Jvi. Good father, I beseech you on my knees. 

Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient wretch ! 
I tell thee what; get thee to church o’ Thursday, 

Or never after look me in the face : 

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ; 

My fingers itch. Wife, we scarce thought us blest 
That God had lent us but this only child, 

But now I see this one is one too much. 

And that we have a curse in having her: 

Out on her, hilding ! 

Nurse. God in heaven bless her! 

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom? hold your tongue. 
Good prudence; smatter with your gossips, go. 

Nurse. I speak no treason. 

Cap. 0, God ye god-den. 

Nurse. May not one speak? 

Cap. ” Peace, you mumbling fool! 

Utter your gravity o’er a gossip’s ix)wl ; 

For here we need it not 

La. Cap. You are too hot 

Cap. God’s bread ! it makes me mad ; 

Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play. 

Alone, in company, still my care hath been 
To have her match’d; and having now provided 
A gentleman of noble parentage. 

Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train’d. 

Stuff’d, as they say, with honourable parts. 

Proportion’d as one’s thought would wish a man: 

And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mammet* in her fortune’s tender, ‘ 

To answer ‘I’ll not wed; I cannot love, 

I am too young; I pray you, pardon me.’ 

But, an you will not wed. I’ll pardon you : 

Graze where you will, you shall not house with me: 
Diok to’t, think on’t, I do not use to jest. 

Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise: 

An you be mine. I’ll give you to my friend; 

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in the streets. 

For, by my soul. I’ll ne’er acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good; 

Trust to’t, bethink you; I’ll not be forsworn. [Exii. 

Jvl. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds. 

That sees into the bottom of my grief? 

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 

Delay this marriage for a month, a week; 

Or, if you do npt, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where lybalt lies. 

Zo. Cap. Talk not to me, for I’ll not speak a word: 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Ex/U. 
Jvi. 0 God! — 0 nurse, how shall this be prevented? 
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My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven; 

How shall that faith return again to earth, 

Unless that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth? comfort me, counsel me. 

Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself! 

What say’st thou ? hast thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, nurse. 

Nurse. Faith, here it is. 

Romeo is banish’d ; and all the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you ; 

Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 

I think it best you married with the county. 

O, he’s a lovely gentleman ! 

Romeo’s a dishclout to him: an eagle, madam. 

Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye 
As Paris hath. Beshrew my veiy heart, 

I think you are happy iu this second match. 

For it excels your first: or if it did not. 


Your first is dead: or ’twere as good he were. 

As living here and you no use of him. 

Jvi. Speakest thou from thy heart? 

Nv.ru. And from my soul too; 

Or else beshrew them both. 

Jvi. Amen ! 

Nurse. What ? 

Jul. WeU, thou hast comforted me marvellous much. 
Go in; and tell my lady 1 am gone. 

Having displeased my father, to Laurence’ cell, 

To make confession and to ^ absolved. 

Nuru. Marry, 1 will; and this is wisely done. [Exit. 
Jvi. Ancient damnation! O most wicked fiend! 

Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn. 

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath praised him with above compare 
So many thousand times? Go, counsellor; 

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain 
I’ll to the friar, to know his remedy: 

If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Exit. 




ACT IV. 


Scene I. — ^Friar Laurence’s cell. 


Enter Friar Laurence and Paris. 

Fri. L On Thursday, sir? the time is very short. 
Par. My father Capulet will have it so; 

And I am nothing slow to slack his haste. 

Fri. L. You say you do not know the lady’s mind: 
Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt’s death, 

And therefore have 1 little talk’d of love ; 

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway, 

And in his wisdom hastes our marriage. 

To stop the inundation of her tears ; 

Which, too much niiudcd by herself alone. 

May be put from her by society ; 

Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri. L. [Aside.'l I would I knew not why it should 
be slow’d. 

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met, my lady and my. wife I 
Jvl. Tliat may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be must be, love, on Thursday next. 
Jul. What must be shall be. 

Fri. L. That’s a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this father? 
Jid. To answer that, I should confess to you. 

Par. Do not deny to him that you love me. 

Jd. I will confess to you that I love him. 

Par. So will yo, I am sure, that you love me. 

Jvd. If I do so, it will be of more price, 

Being spoke behind your back, than to your face. 

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abused with tears. 
JiU. The tears have got small victory by that; 

For it was bad enough before their spite. 

Par. Thou wrong’st it^ more than tears, with that 
report. 

Jvd. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth ; 

And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 

Par. Thy lace is mine, and thou host slander’d it 
JvX, It may be so, for it is not mine own. 

VOL n. 


Are you at leisure, holy father, now; 

Or shall 1 come to you at evening mass? 

Fri. L. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now. 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. God shield 1 should disturb devotion! 

Juliet on Thursday early will I rouse ye: 

Till then, adieu; and keep this holy kiss. {Exit. 

Jul. 0, shut the door! and when thou hast done so. 
Come weep with me; past hope, past cure, past help' 
Fri L. Ah, Juliet 1 already know thy grief; 

It strains me past the compass of my wits: 

I hear thou must ftod nothing may prorogue it 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hcar’st of this, 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it: 

If, ill thy wisdom, thou canst give no help. 

Do thou but call my resolution wise. 

And with this knife I’ll help it presently. 

God join’d my heart and Borneo’s, tliou our hands; 
And ere this hand, by tliee to Borneo seal’d. 

Shall be the label* to another deed, *****’ 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both: 

Therefom, out of thy long-experienced time. 

Give me some present counsel, or, beliold, 

'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire, arbitrating that 
Which the conimission of thy yeais and art 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 

Be not so long to speak; 1 long to die. 

If what thou speak’st speak not of remedy. 

Fri. L. Hold, daughter: I do sjiy a kind of hope. 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we would prevent. 

If, rather than to marry County Paris, 

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself, 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame, 

That copest with death himself to ’scape from it; 

And, if thou darest. 111 give thee remedy. 

Jul. 0, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 

From off the battlements of yonder tower; 

Or walk in thievish ways; or bid me lurk 
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Wliere serpents are ; chain me with roaring bears ; 

Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 

OVr-cover’d quite with dead men's rattling bones, 

With reeky shanks and yellow chapless skulls; 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave 

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud; 

Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt, 

To live an unstain’d wife to my sweet love. 

Fri. L. Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give consent 
To marry Paris: Wednesday is to-morrow: 

To-morrow night look that thou lie alone ; 

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber: 

Take thou this vial, being then in bed. 

And this distilled liquor drink thou off; 

When presently through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, for no pulse 
Shall keep his native progress, but surcease: 

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou livest; 

The ruses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes, thy eyes’ windows full. 

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life; 

Eiich part, deprived of supple government. 

Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear like death: 

And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt continue two and forty hours. 

And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 

Now, when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 

Then, as the manner of our country is. 

In thy best robes uncover’d on the bier 
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 

In the mean time, against thou shalt awake, 

Sltall Romeo by my lettera know our drift. 

And hither shall he come: and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

And this shall free thee from this present shame; 

If no inconstant toy, nor womanish fear. 

Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Jul. Give me, give me! O tell not me of fear! 

Fri. L. Hold ; get you gone, be strong and prosperous 
In this resolve: I'll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

Jul. Love, give me strength ! and strength shall help 
afford. 

Farewell, dear father I [ExeurU. 

Scene II . — Hall in Capulkt’s Tunise. 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and two Servingmen. 

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ. 

[Exii First Servant. 

Sirrah, go hiro me twenty cunning cooks. 

Sec. Serv. Ton shall have none ill, sir: for I'll try 
if they can lick their fingers. 

Cap. How canst thou try them so? 

See. Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick 
his own finj^rs : therefore he that cannot hok his fingers 
goes not with me. 

Cap. Go, be gone. [Exit See. Servant. 

We shall be much unfurnish'd for this time. 

What, Is ray daughter gone to Friar Laurence? 

Nurse. Aj, forsooth. 

Cap. ^ Well, he may chance to do some good on her: 
A peevish self-will’d harlotry it is. 

Nurse. See where she comes from shrift with merry 
look. 


Enter Juliet. 

Cap. How now, my headstrong ! where have you been 
gadding ? 

JiU. Where I have leani'd me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you and your liehests, and am enjoin'd 
By holy lAurence to fall prostrate here. 

And beg your pardon : pardon, I beseech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever ruled by }ou. 

Cap. Send for the county; go tell him of this: 

I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jut. I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell; 

And gave him what becomed love I might. 

Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap. Why, I am glad on’t; this is well: stand up: 
Tins is as't should be. Let me see the county ; 

Ay, many, go, I sajr, and fetch him hither. 

Now, afore God! this reverend holy friar. 

All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet. 

To help me sort such needful oi-naments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-monw ? 

Im. Cap. No, not till Thursday; there is time enough. 
Cap. Go, nurse, go. with her: we'll to church to-morrow. 

[Exeunt Juliet and Nurse. 
La. Cap. Wo shall be short in our provision : 

Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tush, I will stir about. 

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife: 

Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her; 

I'll not to bed to-night; let me alone; 

I'll play the housewife for this once. Wlint, ho! 

They are all forth. Well, 1 will walk myself 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow : my heart is wondrous light, 

Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim’d. [ExmnX. 

Scene III. — Juliet’s ehamher. 

Enter Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Ay, those attires are best : but, gentle nurse, 

I pray thee, leave mo to myself to-night; 

For I have need of many orisons 

To move the heavens to smile upon my state. 

Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin. 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

Za. Cap. What, are you busy, ho? need you my help? 
Jul. No, madam ; w’e have cull’d such necessaries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow: 

So please you, let me now he left alone. 

And let the nurse this night sit up with you : 

For, I am sure, yow have your hands full all. 

In this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Good night: 

Get thee to bed, and reit; for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Jul. Farewell ! God knows when we shall me^t again. 
I liave a faint cold fear thrills through my veins. 

That almost freezes up the heat of life : 

I’ll call them hack again to comfort me: 

Nurse ! What should sho do here ? 

My dismal scene I needs must act alone. 

Come, vial. 

What if this mixture do not work at all? 

Shall I be married then to-morrow morning ? 

No, no; this ^all forbid it: lie thou there. 

[Laying down her dagger. 
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What if it be a poisDn, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead, 

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour’d, 

Because he married fne before to Eoiiieo? 

I fear it is; and yet, methinks, it should not, 

For ho hath still been tried a holy man. 

How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Eomeo 
Come to redeem mo? there's a fearful point! 

Shall I not, then, be stiHed in the vault. 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 

And there die strangled ere iny Komeo comes ? 

Or, if I live, is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place — 

Ah in a vault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buri(»d ancestors arc pack’d : 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Lies festering in his shroud ; wdierc, as they say, 

At some hours in the night spirits resort; — 

Alack, alack, is it not like that I, 

So early waking, what with bathsome smells. 

And shrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth. 

That living mortal^ hearing them, nm mad : — 

0, if 1 wake, shall I not be distraught, 

Environed wdth all these hideous fears ? 

And madly play with my forefathers’ joints? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud? 

And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s bone, 

As with a club dash out my desperate bniins? 

O, look I methinks I see my cousin's ghost 
Seeking out Itomeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapiers point: stay, Tybalt, stay! 
llomeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[She fidU vpon her bed, within the curtains, 

ScnxE W.—Hall in Capulet’s honse. 

Enter Lauy Capulet and Nurse. 

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more spices, 
nurse. irooo. 

Nurse, They call for dates and quinces in the pastry.^ 
Enter Capulet. 

Cap, Come, stir, stir, stir ! the second cock hath crow’d. 
The curfew-bcll hath rung, 'tis three o'clock: 

Look to the baked meats, good Angelica: 

Spare not for cost. 

Nurse. fJo, you cot-quean, go, 

Get you to bed ; faith, you’ll be sick to-morrow 
For tins night's watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit : what! I liave watch’d ere now 
All night for lesser cause, and ne’er been sick. 

La, Cap, Ay, you have been a inousc-uunt in your 
time; 

But 1 will watch you from such watching now. 

[Exe^int Lady Capulet and Nurse, 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood ! 

Enter three or four Servingmen, with q>its, logs, and 
baskets. 

Now, fellow, 

What’s there? 

First Serv. Things for the cook, sir ; but I know not 
what. 

Cap, Make haste, make haste. [Exit First 
Sirrah, fetch drier logs: 

Coll Peter, he will show thee where they are. 


See, Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit. 

Cap. Mass, and well said; a merry whoreson, Wl 
Thou slialt be logger-head. Good faith, 'tis day: 

The county will be here with music straight, 

For so he said he would: I hear him near. [Afusic within. 
Nurse! Wife! What, ho! What, nurse, I say! 

JRe-enter Nurse. 

Go waken Juliet, go and trim her up; 

I'll go and cliat with l*aris : hie, make haste. 

Make haste; the bridegroom he is come already: 

Make haste, I say. [Exeunt, 

Scene V. — Jcliet’s chamber. 

Enter Nurse. 

N%ir$e. Mistress ! what, mistress ! Juliet ! fast, I war- 
rant licr, she : 

Why, lamb! why, lady! fie, you slug-a-hed! 

Why, love, I say ! madam ! sweet-heart ! why, bride ! 
What, not a word ? you take your pennywoiths now ; 
Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I waiTant, 

The County Paris hath set up his rest, 

That you shall rest but little. God forgive me, 

Marry, and amen, how sound is she asleep? 

I must needs wake her. Madam, madam, madam! 

Ay, let the county take you in your bed ; 

He’ll fright you up, i* faith. Will it not be ? 

[Undraws the curtains. 

What, dress’d ! and in your clothes ? and down again I 
I must needs wake you : Lady ! lady ! lady ! 

Alas, alas ! Help, help ! my lady’s <lcad ! 

0, well-a-day, that ever I was Inmi ! 

Some aqua vitfc, lio ! My lord I my lady ! 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La, Cap, What noise is here ? 

Nurse. 0 lamentable day ! 

La. Cap. What is the matter? 

Nurse. Look, look ! 0 heavy day ) 

La, Cap. 0 mo, 0 me ! My child, my only life. 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee! 

Help, lielp ! Call help. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth; her lord is come. 
Nurse. She's dead, deceased, she’s dcJid ; alack the day I 
La, Cap. Alack the day, .«she’8 dead, she’s dead, she’s 
dead I 

Cap. Ha! let me sec her: out, alas! she’s cold; 

Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff ; 

Life and these lips have long been separated; 

Peath lies on her like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 

Nurse. 0 lamentable day! 

La. Cap. 0 woful time! 

Cap, Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail, 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak. 

Enter Friar Iaurence and Paris, vnth Musicians. 

Fri, L, Come, is the bride ready to go to church? 
Cap, Ready to go, but never to return. 

0 son ! the night l^eforc thy wedding-day 
Hath Death lain with thy wife There she lies, 

Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 

Death is my son-in-law, Death is my heir; 

My daughter he hath wedded : I will die, 

And leave him all; life, living, all is Death’s. 
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Par. Have I thougbt long to see this morning’s face. 
And doth it give me such a sight as this? 

La. Cap. Accursed, unhappy, wretched, hateful day I 
Most miserable hour that e’er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 

But one, p<Mr one, one poor and loving child, 

But one thing to rejoice and solace in. 

And cruel death hath catcli'd it from my sight! 

Nurse. O woe! O woful, woful, uoful day! 

Most lamentable day, most woful day. 

That ever, ever, I did yet behold ! 

O day ! O day ! O day 1 0 hateful day ! 

Never was seen so black a day as this: 

0 woful day, 0 woful day ! 

Par. Beguiled, divorced, wronged, spited, slain ! 

Most detestable death, by thee beguil’d. 

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown! 

O love ! O life ! not life, but love in death ! 

Cap. Despised, distressed, hated, martyr’d, kill'd ! 
Uncomfortable time, why earnest thou now 


To murder, murder our solemnity? 

0 child ! O child I my soul, anu not my child ! 

Dead art thou ! Alack ! my child is dead ; 

And with my child my joys are buried. 

Fri. L. Peace, ho, for shame I confusion’s cure lives not 
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath .all. 

And all the better is it for the maid: 

Your part in her you could not keep from death. 

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 

The most you sought was her promotion; 

For ’twas your heaven she should be advanced: 

And weep ye now, seeing she is advanced 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 

O, in this love, you love your child so ill. 

That you run mad, seeing that she is well: 

She’s not well married that lives married long; 

But she’s best married that dies married young. 

Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse; and, as the custom is, 



In all her best array bear her to church: 

For though fond nature bids us all lament. 

Yet nature’s tears are reason’s merriment 
Cap. All things that we ordained festival. 

Turn from their office to black funeral; 

Our instruments to melancholy bells. 

Our wedding cheer to a sad burial f^t. 

Our solemn hynms to sullen diiges change. 

Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse. 

And all thin^ cliange them to the contraiy. 

Fri. L. Sir, go you in; and, madam, go with him; 
And m. Sir Paris; every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto W grave: 

The heavens do lour upon you for some ill; 

Move them no more by crossing their high will. 

[Exeunt Camlet, Lady CapuUt, Paris, and Friar. 
FirU Mum. Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be 
gone. 

Nuru. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put up; 

For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. [Exit. 

Find Mum. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended. 


Enter Peter. 

Pet. Musicians, 0, musicians, ‘Heart’s ease. Heart’s 
ease:’ O, an you will have me live, play ‘Heart’s ease.’ 

FirH Mus. Why ‘Heaii’s ease’? 

Pet. 0, musicians, because iny heart itself plays ‘My 
heart is full of woe :’ 0, play me some merry dump,* to 
comfort me. 4 bii.i». 

First Mus. Not a dump we ; 'tis no time to play now. 

Pet. You will not, then? 

First Mus. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you soundly. 

First Mus. What will you give us? 

Pet. No money, on my faith, but the gleek; 1 will 
give you the minstrel 

First Mus. Then will I give you the serving-creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature’s dagger on 
your pate. I will carry no crotchets: I’ll re you. I’ll 
fa you; do yqu note me? 

First Mus. An you re us and ik us, you note us. 
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See. Mue. Prny you. put up your dagger, and put out 
your mt i “ 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit ! I will dry-heat 
you with an iron wit. and put up my iron da^^rer 
Answer me kke men: ‘ 


‘When griping grief the heart doth wound, 
And doleful dumps the mind oppress, 
Then music with her silver sound’ 


why'sUver sound’? why ‘music with her silver sound’? 
What say you, Simon Catling? 

Pint Mue. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet sound. 
pa. Pretty. What say you, Hugh Eebeck? 


See. Mue. I say ‘silver sound,’ because musicians 
sound for silver. 

Pet. Pretty too ! What say you, James Soundpost ? 

Third. Mue. Faith, I know not wliat to say. 

Pa. 0, 1 cry you mercy ; you are the singer : I will 
say for you. It is ‘ music with her silver sound,’ because 
musicians have no gold for sounding; 

‘ Then music with her silver sound 

With speedy help doth lend redress.’ [ExU. 

Fira Mue. What a pestilent knave is this same I 

See. Mue. Hang him. Jack ! Come, we'll in here ; 
tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt 



ACT V. 


Scene 1.— Mantua. A area. 


Enter RoMEO. 

Rom. If I may trust the flattering truth of sleep, 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand ; 

My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne; 

And all this day an unaccustom’d spirit 

Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 

I dreamt my lady came and found me dead — 

StmnM dream, that gives a dead man leave to think ! — 
And breathed such life with kisses in my lips. 

That I revived, and was an emperor. 

Ah me ! how sweet, is love itself, possess’d. 

When but love’s shadows are so rich in joy I 

Enter Balthasab, looted. 

News firom Verona ! — How now, Balthasar ! 

Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar? 

How doth my lady ? Is my father well ? 

How fares my Juliet ? that I ask again ; 

For nothing can be ill, if she be well 


Bat. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill : 

Her body sleeps in Capel’s monument, 

And her immortal part with angels lives. 

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault. 

And presently took post to tell it you : 

0, pardon me for bringing these ill new's. 

Since you' did leave it for my office, sir. 

Rom. Is it even so? then I def^r you, stars! 

Thou know’st my lodging; get me ink and paper, 

And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night. 

Bat. I do beseech you, sir, have patience: 

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Bom. Tush, thou art deceived: 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do. 

Hast thou no letters to me from tlie ftiai*? 

Bal. No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter: get thee gone, 

And hire those horses; I’ll be with thee strai^t 

[Exit %dOutear. 
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Well, Juliet, I will lie with tliee to-night. 

Let’s see for means : 0 mischief, thou art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men I 
I do remember an apothecary — 

And hereabouts he dwells — which late I noted 
In tatter’d weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of simples; meam were his looks, 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones: 

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung. 

An alligator stuff’d, and other skins 
Of ill-shaped fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes. 

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 
Remnants of packthread and old cakes of roses. 
Were thiuly scatter’d, to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself I said 


‘An if a man did need a poison now. 

Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him.’ 

0, this same thought did but forerun my need; 

And this same needy man must sell it me. 

As I remember, this should be tlie house. 

Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. 

What, ho I apothecat}' ! 

Enter Apothecary. 

Ap. Who calls so loud? 

Eom. Come hither, man. I see that thou aii poor: 
Hold, there is forty ducats: let me have 
A dram of poison, such soon-speeiiiug gear 
As will disperse itself through all the veins 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead 



And that the trunk may be discharged of breath 

As violently as hasty powder fired 

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua’s law 
Is death to anv be that utters them. 

Bom. Art thou so bare and full of wretchedness. 
And fear’st to die? famine is in thy cheeks, 

Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes. 
Contempt* and b^gary han« upon thy back; 

The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s law; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich; 

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. hfy poverty, but not my will, consents. 

Bm. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

And drink it off: and, if you had the strength. 

Of twenty men, it would dispatch you straight. 


Bom. Tliere is thy gold, worse poison to men’s souls, 
Doing more inurdAs in this loathsome world. 

Than these poor compounds that thou mayst not sell. 

I sell thee poison; thou hast sold me none. 

Farewell: buy food, and get thyself in flesh. 

Come, .cordial and not poison, go with me 

To Juliet’s grave; for there must I use thee. .{Exeunt. 

Scene II.— Fbiar Iacrencs’s edl. 

Enter FRlilB John. 

Fri. J. Holy Franciscan friar! brother, hoi 
Enter FKiaa LavRENCE. 

Fri. L. This same should bo the voice of Frkt John. 
Welcome from Mantua: what says Borneo? 

Or, if his mmi be writ, give me his letter. 
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Fri. J. Going to find a bare-foot brother out, 

One of our order, to associate me. 

Here in this city visiting the sick, 

And finding him, the 'searchers of the town, 

Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign. 

Seal’d up the do(»rs, aud would not let us forth; 

So that my speed to Mantua there was stay’d. 

Fri L. Who bore my letter, then, to Romeo! 

Fri, L. I could not send it — here it Ls again — 

Nor get a messenger to bring it thee. 

So fearful were they of infection. 

Fri, L, Unhappy fortune! by my brotherhood, 

The letter was not nice,* but full of charge • 

Of dear import, and the neglecting it 

May do much danger. Friar John, go hence; 

Get me an irou orow, and bring it straiglit 
Unto my cell. 

Fri, J. Brother, I’ll go and bring it thee. [Exit, 
Fri, L, Now must I to the monument alone; 

Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake: 

She will beshrew me much that Romeo 
Hath hod no notice of these accidents; 

But 1 will write again to Mantua, 

And keep her at my cell till Romeo come: 

Poor living corse, closed in a dead man’s tomb! [ExU. 

Scene III . — A churchyard; in it a tomb belonging 
to the Capulets. 

Enter Paris, and his Page bearing flowers and a torch. 

Par, Give me thy torch, boy : hence, and stand aloof : 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 

Under yond yew-trees lay thee all along. 

Holding thine car close to the hollow ground; 

So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread, 

Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves. 

But thou shalt hear it: whistle then to me. 

As signal that thou hear’st something approach. 

Give me those fiowers. I)o as I bid thee, go. 

Page. [Aside.'] I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the churchyard ; yet I will adventure. [Betires, 
Par. Sweet flower, witlx flowers thy bridal bed I strew — 
0 woe! thy canopy is dust and stones; — 

Which with sweet water nightly I will dew, 

Or, wanting that, with tears distill’d by moans: 

The obsequies that I for thee will keep 
Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep. 

[The Page whistles. 

The boy gives warning something doth approach. 

What cursed foot wanders this way to-night. 

To cross my obsequies and true love’s rite ? 

What, with a torch! muifie me, night, awhile. [Eehres. 

Enter Romeo and Balthasar, with a torch mattock, Ac. 

Bom, Give me that mattock and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter; early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give roe the light: upon thy life, I charge thee, 
Whate’er thou hear’st or seeat, stand all aloo^ 

And do not interrupt roe in my course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my lady’s face; 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious ring, a ring that I must use 
In dear employment: therefore hence, be gone, 

But if thou, jealous,* dost return to pry •smvWom. 

In what I farther shall intend to do. 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 


And strew this hungry churchyard with thy limbs: 

The time and my intents ore savage-wild. 

More fierce and mure inexorable lar 
Tlmn empty tigers or the roaring sea. 

Bal. 1 will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Bom. So shalt thou show me friendship. Take thou 
that : 

Live, and be prosjierous : and farewell, good fellow. 

BaK [Aside.] For all this same, I’ll hide me hereabout: 
His looks 1 fear, and his intents I doubt. [Betires. 

Bom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death. 
Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth, 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open. 

And, in despite. I’ll cram thee with more food! 

[Opens the tomb. 

Par. This is that banish’d haughty Montague, 

That murder'd my love’s cousin, with whmh grief, 

It is supposed, the fair cre&ture died; 

And here is come to do some villanous shame 
To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him. 

[Cnmes forward. 

Stop thy unhallow’d toil, vile Montague! 

Can vengeance be pursued further than death? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee: 

Obey, and go with me; for thou must die. 

Bom. I must indeed; and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man; 

Fly hence, and leave me: think upon these gone; 

Let them affright thee. I beseech thee, youth, 

Put not another sin upon my head, 

By urging me to fury: O, be gone! 

By heaven, I love thee better than myself; 

For I come hither arm’d against myself : 

Stay not, be gone; live, and hereafter say, 

A madman’s mcn:y luidc thee run away. 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations,* ruin.ti» 

And apprehend thee for a felon here. 

Bom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, boy ! 

[They fight. 

Page. 0 Lord, they fight i I will go call the watch. 

[Exit. 

Par. O, I am slain! [Fodls!] If thou be merciful. 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet [Dia. 

Bom. In faith, I will Let me peruse this face. 
Morciitio’s kinsman, noble County Paris! 

What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him os we rode? I think 
He told me Paris should have married Juliet : 

Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet? 

To think it was so? O, give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in sour misfortune’s book! 

I’ll bury thee in a triumphant grave; 

A grave? 0, no! a lantern, slaughter’d youth. 

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence* full of light. •»«««• 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr’d. 

[Laying Paris in the tomb. 
How oft when men are at the point of death 
Have they been merry ! which their keepers call 
A lightning before death: O, how may I 
Call this a lightning? 0 my love! my wife! 

Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 

Thou art not conquer’d; beauty’s ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks. 

And death’s pale flag is not advanced there. 

Tybalt, Rest thou there in thy bloody sheet? 

0, what more favour can I do to thee. 
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To make me die with a restorative. [ITiaset him. 

Thy lips are warm. 

jPirst Watdi, [WUhin^ Lead, boy; which way? 

Jtd. Yea, noise?' then I’ll be brief. O happy 
dogper I {Snatching Romeo' t dagger. 

This is thy sheath [iSKobs htntlf\\ there rust, and let 
me die. {FcUU on Borneo's body and dies. 

Enter Watch, wUh Hu Page of Pabis. 

Page. This is the place ; there, where the torch doth 
bum. 

First IVatch. The ground is bloody ; search about the 
churchyard : 

Go, some of you, whoe’er you find attach. 

Pitiful sight! here lies the county slain; 

And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead. 

Who here hath lain these two days buried. 

Go, tell the prince: run to the Capulets: 
liaise up the Montagues: some others search: 

We see the ground whereon these woes do lie; 

But the true ground of all these piteous woes 
We cannot without circumstance descry. 

Re-enter some of the Watch, voith BALTliASAn. 

See. Watch. Here’s Borneo’s man ; we found him in 
the churchyard. 

First Watch. Hold him in safety, till the prince come 
hither. 

Re-enter others of tlve Watch, vtnih Fkiar Laurence. 

Third Wafeh Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs, 
and weeps : 

We took this mattock and this spade from him. 

As he was coming from this churchyard side. 

First Watch. A great suspicion: stay the War too. 

Enter the Prince and Attendants. 

Prince, What misadventure is so early up. 

That calls our person from our morning’s rest? 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek abroad? 
La. Cap. The people in the street cty ^meo. 

Some Juliet, and some Paris; and all run. 

With open outcry, toward our monument 
Prince. What fear is this which startles in our ears ? 
First Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County Paris 
slain ; 

And Borneo dead; and Juliet, dead before. 

Warm and new kill’d. 

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul murder 
comes. 

First Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter’d Borneo’s 
man; 

With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men’s tombs. 

Cap. 0 heaven I 0 wife, look how our daughter bleeds ! 
This dagger hath mista’en — for, lo, his house 
Is empty on the back of Montague — 

And is mis'sheathed in my daughter’s bosom! 

La. Cap. 0 me 1 this sight of death is as a bell. 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague and others. 

Prince. Come, Montague; for thou art early up. 

To see thy son end heir more early down. 

Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night; 

Grief of my son’s exile hath stopp’d her breath; 

What further woe conspires against my age ? 

VOL II. 


Prince. Look, and thou slialt see. 

Mon. O thou untaught! what manners is in this. 

To press before thy father to a grave? 

Pnnee. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while. 
Till we can clear these ambiguities. 

And know their spring, their head, their true descent; 
And then will 1 to general of your woes. 

And lead you even to death: meantime forbear. 

And let mischance be slave to patience. 

Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Fri. L. I am the greatest, able to do least. 

Yet most suspected, as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder; 

And here I stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned and myself excused. 

Prince. Then say at once wbat thou dost know in 
this. 

Fri. L. 1 will be brief,' for my shoi’t dote of breath 
Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet: 

And she, there dead, that Borneo’s faithful vife: 

1 married them ; and their stol’n marriage-day 
Was Tybalt’s dooms-day, whose untimely death 
Banish’d the new-made bridegroom from this city. 

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pined. 

You, to remove that siege of griet from her. 

Betroth’d and would have married her perforce 
To County Paris : then comes she to me, 

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means 
'To rid her from this second marriage. 

Or in my cell there would she kill herself. 

Then gave I her, so tutor’d by my art, 

A sleeping potion; which so took effect 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The form of death : meantime I writ to Borneo, 

That he should hither come as this dire night. 

To help to take her from her borrow’d grave, 

Being the time the potion's force should cease. 

But he which bore my letter. Friar John, 

Was stay’d by accident, and yesternight 
Beturn’d my letter back. Then all alone 
At the preyed hour of her waking. 

Came I to take her from her kindred’s vault; 

Meaning to keep her closely at my cell, 

Till I conveniently could send to Borneo: 

But when I came, some minute ere the time 
Of her awaking, here untimely lay 
The noble Paris and true Borneo dead. 

She wakes; and I entreated her come forth. 

And bear this work of heaven with patience : 

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb; 

And she, too desperate, would not go with me. 

But, as it seems, did violence on herself 
All this I know; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : and, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, lei my old life 
Be sacrificed, some hour before his time, 

Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy man. 
Where’s Borneo’s man? what can he say in this? 

Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet’s death; 
And then in post he came from Mantua 
To this same place, to this same monument. 

This letter he early bid me give his father. 

And threaten’d me with death, going in the vault. 

If 1 departed not, and left him there. 

Prince. Give me the letter; I will look on it. 
Where is the county’s page, that raised the watch? 
Sirrah, what made vour master in this place? 

28 
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Page. He came with flowen to strew his lady’s grave : 
And bid me stand aloof, and so I did: 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb; 

And by and by my master drew on him ; 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. 'Phis letter doth make good the friar’s words. 
Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 

And here he writes that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor 'potheenry, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. 

Where be these enemies? Capulet! Montague! 

See, what a scoui^ge is laid upon your hate, 

That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love. 
And I for winking at your discords too 
Have lost a brace of kinsmen: all are punish’d 
Cap. 0 brother Montague, give me thy hand : 


This is my daughter’s jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Afon. But I can give thee mora: 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold; 

That while Verona by that name is known, 

There shall no figure at such rate be set 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie; 

Poor sacrifices of our enmity! 

Prince. A glooming* peace this morning with it 
brings ; * 

The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head: 

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things ; 

Some shall be pardon’d, and some punished: 

For never was a story of more woe 

Than this of Juliet and her Romea [Exeunt. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I.->Kino Leab’s palace. 


Enter Kent, Gloucesteb, and Edmund. 

Kent. I thought the king had more affected the Duke 
of Albany ‘ than Cornwall iBooumd. 

Olou. It did always seem so to us : but now,.in the divi- 
sion of the kingdom, it appears not which of the dukes he 
values most ; for equalities are so weighed, that curiosity 
in neither can make choice of either's moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 

Gloxi. His breeding, sir, hath been at my chaige: I 
have so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now I 
am brazed to it. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Olou. Sir, this young fellow's mother could: where- 
upon she grew round-wombed, and had, indeed, sir, a son 
for her cradle ere she bad a husband for her bed. Do 
you smell a fault? 

Kemt. I cannot wish the fault undone, 3 issue of it 
being so proper. 

Otou. But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account : 
though this knave came something saucily into the world 
before he was sent for, yet was his mother fair; there 
was good sport at his making, and the whoreson must 
be acknowledged. Do yon know this noble gentleman, 
Edmund ? 

Edtn. No, my lord. 

Olou, My lord of Kent: remember him hereafter as 
my honourable friend. 

EdM. My services to your lordship. 

Kemt. I must love you, and sue to know you better. 

Bdm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 


Olou. He hath been out nine years, and away he shall 
again. The king is coming. 

Sennet. Enter KiNO Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, 
Began, Cordelia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Buigundy, Glou- 
cester. 

Glow. I shall, my liege. 

[Exeunt Gloucester and Edmund 
Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker purpose 
Give mo the map there. Know that we have divided 
In three our kingdom : and 'tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our age ; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburtheu’d crawl toward death. Our son of Cornwall, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 

We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters’ several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. Tlie princes, France and Buigundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 

Long in our court have made their amo ous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. Tell me, my daughters — 
Since now we will divest us, both of rule. 

Interest of territory, cares of state — 

Which of you shall we say doth love us most ? 

That we our largest bounty may extend 
V^ere nature doth with merit challenga Goneiil, 

Our eldest-born, speak first 
Gon. Sir, I love you more than words can wield the 
matter; 

Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty; 

Beyond what can ^ valued, rich or rare; 
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No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour; 
As much as child e’er loved, or father found; 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable. 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor. [A»ide.] What shall CordeJia do 7 Love, and be 
silent. 

Xear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to this. 
With shadowy forests and with champains rich’d. 

With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads. 

We make thee lady : to thine and Albany’s issue 
Be this perpetual. What says our second daughter. 

Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak. 

It<g. Sir, I am made 


Of the self-same metal that my sister is. 

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find she names my very deed of love ; 

Only she comes too short: that I profess 
Hifyself an enemy to all other joys, 

Wnioh the most precious square of sense possesses; 
And find I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness* love. 

Cor. [Alcwfe.] Then poor Cordelia! 

And yet not so; since, I am sure, my love’s 
More richer than my tongue. 

hear. To thee and thine hereditaiy ever 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 



No less in apace, validity, and pleasure. 

Than that conferr’d on Goneril. Now, our joy. 
Although the last, not least; to whose young love 
*1110 vines of France and milk of Burgundy 
Strive to be interess’d; what can you say to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak. 

Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing I 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing will come of nothing: speak again. 

Cor. Unhappy that 1 am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty 
A^tding to my bond ; nor more nor less. 


Lear. How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a little 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good my lord, ; 

You have b^ot me, bred me, loved me: I < 

Return those duties back as ere right fit. 

Obey you, love }rou, and most honour you. 

Why nave my sisters husbands, if they say •' 

They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed/ 

That lord whose hand must take my plight shall cany 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty*. 

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all. 

Lear. But;goes thy heart with this? 
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Cor, Ay, good my lord. 

Ltar. So young, and so untender? 

Cot. So young, my lortl, and true 
Lear. Let it to so; thy truth, then, he thy dower: 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun. 

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night; 

By all the operation of the orbs 

From whom we do exist, and cease to be; 

Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 

Propinquity and property of blood. 

And as a stranger to my heart and me 

Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 

Or he that makes his generation messes 

To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 

Bo as well neighbour’d, pitied, and relieved. 

As thou my soinetiine daughter. 

KtixJt. Good my liege — 

Lear. Peace, Kent ! 

Come not between the dragon and his wratk 
I loved her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery. Hence, and avoid my sight! 

So be my grave my peace, as here I give 

Her father’s heart from her! Call France; who stirs? 

Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany, 

With my two daughters’ dowers digest this third: 

pride, which she calls plainness, marry her. 

I do invest you jointly with my power, 

Pre-eminence, and all the laige effects 

Tiiat troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly course, 

With reservation of an hundred knights. 

By you to be sustain’d, shall our amde 

Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 

Tlie name, and all the additions to a king; 

Tlie sway, revenue, execution of the rest. 

Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm. 

This coronet part betwixt you. [Giving the crown. 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honour’d as my king. 

Loved as my father, ns my master follow’d. 

As luy great patron thought on in my prayers — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the shaft 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly. 

When Lear is mad. What wilt thou do, old man? 
TIunk’st thou that duty shall have dread to speak, 
Wlien power to flattery bows ? To plainness honour’s bound. 
When majesty falls to folly. Reverse thy doom; 

And, in tiiy best consideration, check 

Tliis hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment, 

Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 

Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound 
Reverba no hollowness. 


Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

• Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies; nor fear t<. lose it, 

Thy safety being the motive. 

ieor. Out of my sight 1 

Kent. See better, I^r; and let me still remain 
The true blank of thino eye. 

Lmr. Now, by Apollo— , 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king. 

Thou sweaFst thy gods in vain. 

Lear. 0, vassal I miscmntl 

[Laying h/U hand on his sword. 


Dear sir. forbear. 

Kent. Do ; 

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon thy foul disease. Revoke thy doom; 


Or whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 

I’ll tell thee thou dost evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant! 

On thine allegiance, hear me! 

Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow. 
Which we durst never yet, and with strain’d pride 
To come between our sentence and our power, 

Which nor our nature nor our place can bear, 

Our potency made good, take thy reward. 

Five days we do allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world ; 

And on the sixth to turn thy hated bock 
Upon our kingdom: if, on the tenth day following. 

Thy banish’d trunk be found in our dominions. 

The moment is thy death. Away! by Jupiter, 

Tills shall not be revoked. 

Kent. Fare thee well, king : sith thus thou wilt appear, 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here. 

[To Cordelia.^ The gods to their dear shelter take thee, 
maid. 

That justly think’st, and hast most rightly said* 

[To Regan and Goner%l'\ And your large speeches may 
your deeds approve. 

That good effects may spring from wonls of love. 

Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu; 

He’ll shape his old course in a country new. [Exit. 

Flourish. Re-enter GLOUCESTER, with France, Burgundy, 
and Attendants. 

Glau. Here’s France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 
Lear. My loid of Burgundy, 

We first address towards you, who with this king 
Hath rivall’d for our daughter : what, in the least. 

Will you require in present dower with her. 

Or cease your quest of love ? 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness offer’d. 

Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. Right noble Buiguiidy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 

But now her price is fall’n. Sir, there she stands: 

If aught within that little seeming substance. 

Or all of it, with our displeasure pieced. 

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace. 

She’s there, and she is yours. 

Bur. 1 know no answer. 

Lear. Will you, with those infirmities she owes. 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate. 

Dower’d with our curse, and strauger’d with our oath. 
Take her, or leave her? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir; 

Election makes not up on such conditions. 

Lear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the power that 
made me, , 

I tell you all her wealth. [To Fraiue.] For you, great king 
I would not from your love make such a stray. 

To match you where I hate; therefore beseech you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way 
Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamed 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange. 

That she, that even but now was your best object^ 

The argument of your praise, balm of your age, ^ 

Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of tune 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour. Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree. 

That monsters it, or your foro-vouch’d affection 
Fall’n into taint : which to believe of her. 
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Must be a faith that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty — 

If for I want that glib and oily art. 

To speak and purpose not; since what 1 well intend, 
I’ll do’t before 1 speak — that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 

No unchaste action, or dishonour’d step. 

That hath deprived me of your gntce and favour; 

But even for want of that for which I am richer, 

A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 

As I am glad I have not, though not to have it 

Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear, Better thou 

Hadst not been bom, than not to have pleased me better. 

France. Is it but this — a tardiness in nature 
Which often leaves the history unspoke, 

Tliat it intends to do? My lord of Burgundy, 

What say you to the lady? Love’s not love 
When it is mingled with regards that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will yon have her ? 

She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Koyal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself proposed. 

And here I take Cordelia by the hand. 

Duchess of Buigundy. 

Lear. Nothing. I have sworn; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father 
That you must lose a huslMind. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy! 

Since that respects of fortune are his love, 

I shall not be his wife. 

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor ; 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most loved, despiseil I 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon: 

Be it lawful, I take up what’s cast away. 

Gods, gods! ’tis strange that from their culd’st neglect 
My love should kindle to inflamerl respect. 

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance. 

Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France: 

Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy 
Can buy this rmprized precious maid of me. 

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind: 

Thou losest here, a better-where to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her be thine ; for we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
'That face of hers again. Therefore be gone 
Without our grace, our love, our benison. 

Coma, noble Burgundy. [Flourish. Breunt all but 

France, Goneril, Began, and Cordelia. 
France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash’d eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : 1 know you what you are ; 

And like a sister am most loath to call 

Your faults as they are named. Use well our father: 

To your professed bosoms I commit him: 

But yet, alas, stood I within his grace, 

I would prefer him to a better pmce. 

So, farewell to you both. 

Beg. PrescriM not us our duties. 

Oon. Let your study 

Be to content your lord, who hath received you 
At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited* cunning hides: 
Wlio cover faults, at iMt shame them derides. 

Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my feir Cordelia. 

[Exeunt Frame and Cordelia, 


Oon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say of what 
most nearly appertains to us both. I think our father 
will hence to-night 

B^. That’s most certain, and with you; next month 
with us. 

Oon. You see how full of changes his age is; the 
observation we have made of it hath not been little: he 
alwa 3 rs loved our sister most ; and with what poor judg- 
ment he hath now cast her off appears too grossly. 

Beg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age: yet he hath ever 
but slenderly known himself. 

Oon. The best and soundest of his time hath been 
but rash ; then must we look to receive from his age, not 
alone the imperfections of long-engrafifed condition, but 
therewithal we unruly waywardness that infirm and 
choleric years bring with them. 

Beg. Such unconstant starts arc wo like to have from 
him as this of Kent’s banishment. 

Oon. There is further compliment of leave-taking 
between France and him. Pray you, let’s hit together: 
if our father carry authority with such dispositions as he 
bears, this last surrender of his will but offend us. 

Beg. We shall further think on’t. 

Oon. We must do something, and i’ the heat. [Exeunt. 

ScEXE II. — The Eabi. of Gloucf.btf.r’s caaie. 

Enter Edmund, vnth a letter. 

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law 
My services are bound. Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit 
The cariosity of nations to deprive* me, ii)w.iiOTit 

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines 
Lag of a brother ? Why bastard ? wherefore base ? 
When my dimensions are as well compact. 

My mind as generous, and my shape as true. 

As honest madam’s issue? Why brand they us 
With base ? with baseness ? bastardy ? base, base ? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and .fierce quality 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops. 

Got ’tween asleep and wake? Well, then; 

Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land: 

Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund 
As to the legitimate : fine word — legitimate ! 

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper : 

Now, gods, stand up for bastords! 

Enter Gloucester. 

Glou. Kent banMi'd thus I and Fmnce in oholer parted ! 
And the king gone to-night! subscribed bis power! 
Confined to exhibition!* All this done 
Upon the gad!* Edmund, how now! what newat 

Edm, So please your lordship, none. 

[PiUting up the lettei’. 

Olou. Wliy so earnestly seek you to put up thal letter ? 

Edm. I know no news, my lord. 

OUm. What paper were you reading ? 

Edm. Nothing, my lord. 

Olou. No 7 What needed, then, that terrible dispatch 
of it into your pMket ? the quality of nothing l^th not 
such need to hide itself. Let’s see : come, if it M aothing, 
1 shall not need spectacles. 

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me: it is a letter 
from my hroyidr, that I have not all o’er-read ; and for 



Act I.] 


KING LEAR 


223 


so much as I have perused, I find it not fit for your 
o’er-lookiiw. 

Oltm. Give me the letter, sir. 

I!dm. I shall offend, either to detain or give it. The 
contents, as in port 1 understand them, are to blame. 

Qlou. Let’s see, let’s see. 

£dm. I hope, for my brotlier’s justification, he wrote 
this but as an essay or taste of my virtue. 

Qlou. [iZeotfs.] 'This policy and reverence of age 
makes the world bitter to the best of our times; keeps 
our fortunes from us till our oldn&ss cannot relish them. 
1 begin to find an idle and fond* bondage in the •r<x»i«i> 
oppression of aged tyranny; who sways, not os it liath 


power, but as it is suffered. Come to me, that of this 
I may speak more. If our father would sleep till I waked 
him, you should enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live 
the beloved of your brother, Edgar.’ 

Hum— conspiracy ! — ‘ Sleep till I waked him — you should 
enjoy half his ^o^'enue.’ — My sou Edgar ! Had he a hand 
to write this? a heart and brain to breed it in? — ^When 
came this to you ? who brought it ? 

Hdni. It was not brought me, my lord; there’s the 
cunning of it; I found it thrown in at the casement of 
my closet 

Glou. You know the character to bo your brother’s ? 

£dm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst swear 



it were his; but, in respect of that, I would fain think 
it were not 

Olou. It is his. 

Bdm. It is his hand, my lord; but I hope his heart 
is not in the contents. 

Olou. Hath he never heretofore sounded you in this 
business. 

Edm. Never, my lord : but I have heard liim oft main- 
tain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, and fathers 
declining, the fkther should be as ward to the eon, and 
the son manage his revenue. 

Olon, 0 viSain, villain I His very opinion in the letterl 
Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested, brutish villain! 


worse than brutish ! Go, simih, seek him ; I’ll apprehend 
him : abominable villain ! Where is he ? 

jFdm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall please 
you to suspend your indignation against my brother till 
you can derive from him better testimony of his intent, 
you shall run a certain course ; where, if you violently 
proceed against him, mistaking his purpose, it would make 
a great gap in your own honour, and shake in pieces the 
heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down my life for 
him, that he hath wrote this to feel my affection to your 
honour, and to no further pretence of danger. 

Olou. Think you so ? 

JEdm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place you 
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where 70 a shall hear us confer of this, and by an 
auricular assurance have your satisfaction; and that 
without any furUier delay than this very evening. 

Olou. He cannot be such a monster — 

Edm. Nor is not, sure. 

Olou. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely loves 
him. Heaven and earth ! Edmund, seek him out : wind 
me into him, I pray you : frame the business after your 
own wisdom. 1 would unstate myself, to be in a due 
resolution. 

Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey the busi- 
ness as I shall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

CUou., These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend 
no good to us : though the wisdom of nature can reason it 
thus and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged by the 
sequent effects : love cools, friendship falls off, brothers 
divide ; in cities, mutinies ; in countries, discord ; in pal- 
aces, treason ; and the bond cracked 'twixt son and father. 
This villain of mine comes under the prediction ; there's 
son against father: the king falls from bios of nature; 
there’s father aminst child. We have seen the best of 
our time: machinations, hollowness, treachery, and all 
ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our grave. Find 
out this villain, Edmund ; it shall lose thee nothing ; 
do it carefully. And the noble and true-hearted Kent 
banished ! his offence, honesty I Tis strange. 

Edm This is the excellent foppery of the world, that, 
when wo are sick in fortune— often the surfeit of our 
own behaviour — we make guilty of our disasters the sun, 
the moon, and the stars : as if we were villains by neces- 
sity ; fools by heavenly compulsion ; knaves, thieves, and 
treachers, by spherical predominance; drunkards, liars, 
and adolterers, by an enforced obedience of planetary 
infiuence ; and all that we are evil in, by a divine thrust- 
ing on: an admirable evasion of whoremaster man, to 
lay his goatish disposition to the chaige of a star ! My 
father compounded with my mother under the dragon's 
tail; and my nativity was under Ursa major; so that 
it follows, I am rough and lecherous. Tut, I should have 
been that I am, had the maidenliest star in the firmament 
twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgar — 

Enter Edgob. 

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old comedy : 
my cue is villanous melancholy, with a sigh like Tom 
0 ’ Bedlam. 0, these eclipses do portend these divisions ! 
fa, sol, la, ml 

Edg. How now, brother Edmond ! what serious con- 
templation are you in? 

Edm 1 am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read 
this other day, what should follow these eclipses. 

Edg. JDo you busy yourself about that? 

Edm I promise you, the effects he writes of succeed 
unhappily; as of unnaturalness between the child and 
the i^nt; death, dearth, dissolutions of ancient amities; 
divisions in state, menaces and maledictions against king 
and nohles; needless diffidences, banishment of friends, 
dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches, and 1 know not 
what 

Edg. How long have you been a sectary astronomical ? 

Edm Come, come ; when saw you my father last 7 

Edg. Why, the night gone by. 

Edm Spake you with him? 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Ed/m Parted you in goM tenns ? Found you no dis- 
pleasure in him by word or countenance ? 

Edg. Hone at all. 

Edm Bethink yourself wherein you may have offended 
him: and at my entreaty forbear his presence till some 


littlo time hath qualified the heat of his displeasure; 
which at this instant so rogeth in him, that with the 
mischief of your person it would scarcely allay. 

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm That’s my fear. 1 pray you, have a continent 
forbearance till the speed of his rage goes slower; and, 
as I say, retire with me to my lodging, from whence 1 
will fitly bring you to hear my lord speak ; pray ye, go : 
there’s my key: if yon do stir abroad, go armed. 

Edg. Armed, brother I 

Edm Brother, I advise you to the best: go armed; 
I am no honest man if there be any good meaning towards 
you : I have told you what I have seen and heard ; but 
faintly, nothing like the image and horror of it: pray 
you, away. 

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon? 

Edm. 1 do serve you in this business. [ Exit Edgar. 
A credulous father! and a brother noble. 

Whose nature is so far from doing harms. 

That he suspects none; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy 1 1 see the business. 

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit: 

All with me’s meet that I can fashion fit. [Exit. 

Scene III. — The Duke of Albany’s palace. 

Enter GoNEBlL, and Oswald, her steward. 

Qon. Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding 
of his fool ? 

Osw. Yes, madam. 

Gon. By day and night he wrongs me; every hour 
He flashes into one gross crime or other. 

That sets us all at (rads; 111 not endure it: 

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids ns 
On every trifle. When be returns from hunting, 

I will not speak with him; say I am sick: 

If you come slack of former services. 

You shall do well; the fault of it I’ll answer. 

Osw. He’s coming, madam; I hear him. 

[Homs vrithin. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please. 

You and ^our fellows; I 'Id have it come to question : 
If he dislike it, let him to our sister. 

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that arc one. 

Not to be over-ruleiL Idle old man. 

That still would manage those authorities 
That he hath given away! Now, by my life. 

Old fools are babes again, and must be used 
With checks as flatteries — when they arc seen abused. 
Bemember what I tell you. 

Otw. Well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among you ; 
What grows of it^no matter; advise your fellows so: 

I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall. 

That I may speak: I’ll write straight to my tdster. 

To hold my very course. Prepare for dinner. ' [Esuunt. 

Scene IV. — A hall in the same. 

EiUvr Kent, disguised. 

Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow^ 

That can my speech defuse,^ my good intent 
May cany through itself to that iml issue 
For which I razed my likeness. Now, baniah’4 Kent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemn'd, 
So may it Ame, thy master, whom thou loves^ 

Shall find tnee full of labours. 
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Hvm» within. Snter Lear, Knights, and Attendants. 

Leaf, lAt me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get it 
ready. [JEct^ o» Attenda7a:\ How now ! what art thou ? 

Kent. A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess? what wouldst thou 
with us? 

KenJt. 1 do profess to be no less than I seem; to 
serve him truly that will put me in trust; to love him 
that is honest; to converse with him that is wise, and 
says little; to fear judgment; to fight when I cannot 
choose; and to eat no &h. 

Lear. What art thou? 


Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as 
the king. 

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject as he is for 
a king, thou art poor enough. What wouldst thou? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear. Whom wouldst thou serve? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow? 

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your countenance 
which I would fain call master. 

Lear. What’s that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou do? 

Kent. 1 can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a 



curious tale in telling it, and deliver a phdn message 
bluntly; that which ordinary men are fit for, I am 
qualified in; and the best of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for singing, 
nor so old to dote on her for any thing: I have years 
on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt serve me : if I like thee 
no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee yet 
Dinner, ho 1 dinner 1 Where’s my knave ? my fool ? Go 
you, and call my fool hither. [Exit an Attendant. 

Enter Oswald. 

You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter? 

VOL IL 


” Osw. So please you — [Exit. 

Lear. What says the fellow there? Call the clotpoll 
back. [Exit a Knight.^ Where’s my fool, ho ? I think 
the world’s asleep. 

Re-enter Knight 

How now! where’s that mongrel? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not well. 
Lear. Why came not the slave back to me when I 
called him? 

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest manner, 
he would not 

Lear. He would not I 

Knight. My lord, 1 know not what the matter is; 
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but, to my judgment, your Iiighness is not entertained 
with that ceremonious affection as yon were wont ; there’s 
a great abatement of kindness appears, as well in the 
general dependants as in the duke himself also and your 
daughter. 

Lmt. Ha! sayest thou so? 

Knigkt. 1 beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if 1 be 
mistaken; for my duty cannot be silent when 1 think 
your highness wronged. 

Ltar. Thou but rememberest me of mine own concep- 
tion: I have perceived a most faint neglect of late; 
which I have rather blamed as mine own jealous curiosity 
than as a very pretence and purpose of unkindness: I 
will look further into’t. But where’s my fool? I have 
not seen him this two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady’s going into France, sir, 
tiie fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that; 1 have noted it well. Go 
you, and tell my daughter I would speak with her. 
[ExU an AUendant!\ Go you, call hither my fool. 

[EzH an Attendant. 

Bt-enter OSWALD. 

0, you sir, you, come yon hither, sir: who am I, sir? 

Osw. My lady’s father. 

Lear. ‘Sly lady’s father’! my lord’s knave : you whore- 
son dog! you slave! you cur! 

Osw. 1 am none of these, my lord; I beseech your 
pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal? 

[Striking him. 

Osw. I’ll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither, you base foot-ball player. 

[Tripping up his heels. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and I’ll 
love thee. 

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away ! I’ll teach you differences: 
away, away! If you will measure your lubber’s length 
again, tarry: but away! go to; have you wisdom? so. 

[Pushes Oswald out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : there’s 
earnest of thy service. [Giving Kent money. 

Enter Fool, 

Fool. Let me hire him too: here’s my coxcomb. 

[Offering Kent his cap. 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave! how dost thou? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. Why, for taking one’s part that’s out of favour : 
nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thou’lt 
catch cold shortly : there, take my coxcomb : why, this 
fellow has banished two ou’s daughters, and did the third 
a blessing against his will; if thou follow him, thou 
must needs wear my coxcomb. How now, nuncle ! Would 
I had two coxcombs, and two daughters! 

Jjtar. Wlw, my toy? 

Food. If 1 gave them all my living, I ’Id keep my 
coxcombs mysdf. There’s mine; beg another of thy 
daughters. 

Lear. Take heed, sirrah; the whip. 

FoA. Truth’s a dog must to kennel; he must be 
whipped out, when Lady the brach may stand by the 
fire and stink. 

Lear. A pestilent gall to me! 

Fod. Sirrah, I’ll teach thee a speech. 

Ltar. Do. 

Fool. Mark it, nuncle: 


Have more than thou showest. 

Speak leas than thou knowest. 

Lend less than thou owest. 

Bide ntoro than thou goest. 

Learn more than thou trowest. 

Set less than thou throwest. 

Leave thy drink and thy whore. 

And keep in-a-door. 

And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 

KemA. This is nothing, fool. 

Fool. Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee’d lawyer ; 
you gave me nothing for’t. Can you make no use of 
nothing, nuncle? 

Lear. Why, no, toy; nothing can be made out of 
nothing. 

Fod. [To KerU.'\ Prithee, tell him, so much the rent 
of his land comes to: he will not believe a fool. 

Lear. A bitter fool! 

Fod. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, between 
a bitter fool and a sweot fool? 

Lear. No, lad; teach me. 

Fod. That lord that counsell’d thee 
To give away thy land. 

Come place him here by me. 

Do thou for him stand: 

The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear; 

The one in motley here. 

The other found out there. 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy? 

Fod. All thy other titles thou hast given away ; tliat 
thou wast bom with. 

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool. No, faith, lords and great men will not let me ; 
if I had a monopoly out, they would have part on’4: 
and ladies too, they will not let me have all fool to 
myself; they’ll be sna^shing. Give me an egg, nuncle, 
and I’ll give thee two crowns. 

Lear. What two crowns shall they be? 

Fod. Why, after I have cut the egg i’ the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When 
thou clovest thy crown i’ the middle, and gavest away 
both parts, thou torest thy ass on thy back o'er the dirt : 
thou hadst little wit in thy bald crown when thou gavebt 
thy ^Iden one away. If I speak like myself in this, 
let him be whipped that first finds it so. [Singing.] 

Fools had ne’er less wit in a year; 

For wise men are grown foppish. 

They know not how their wits to wear. 

Their manners are so apish. 

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of song, 
sirrah? 

Fod. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou madest 
thy daughters thy mothers: for when thou gavest them 
the rod, and put’st down thine own breeches, [tinging^ 

Then they for sudden joy did weep. 

And I for sorrow sung, ' 

That such a king should play bo-peep. 

And go the fools among. 

Prithee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach thy 
fool to lie: I would fain learn to lie. 

Lear. An you lie, sirrah, we’ll have you whipped. 

Fod. I ntatvel what kin thou and thy daughters are: 
they’ll have me whipped for speaking true, thou’lt have 



KING LEAK. 


227 


Aox i] 

me whipped for lying; and sometimes I am whipped for 
holding my peace. 1 had rather be any kind thing 
than a fool: and yet I would not be thee, nuncle; thou 
hsst pared thy wit o’' both sides, and left nothing i’ the 
middle: here comes one o’ the parings. 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear. How now, daughter ! what makes that frontlet 
on ? Methinks you are too much of late i' the frown. 

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou hadst no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O without 
a figure : I am better than thou art now ; I am a fool, 
thou art nothing. [To Oon.] Yes, forsooth, I will hold 
my tongue ; so your face bids me, though you say nothing. 
Mum, mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor crumb. 

Weary of all, shall want some. 

[Pointing to Zear.] That’s a shealed peascod. 

Oon. Not only, sir, this your all-licensed fool. 

But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-eudured riots. Sir, 

I had thought, by making this well known unto you, 

To have found a safe redress; but now grow fearful. 

By what yourself too late have spoke and done. 

That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance; which if you should, the fault 
Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep. 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal. 

Might in their working do you that offence. 

Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you trow, nuncle, 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long. 

That it’s had it head bit off by it young. 

So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 
Lear. Are you our daughter? 

Oon. Come, sir, 

I would you would make use of that good wisdom. 
Whereof £ know you are fraught; and put away 
These dispositions, that of late transform you 
From what you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws the 
horse ? Whoop, Jus 1 1 love thee. 

Lear. Doth any nere know me? This is not Lear: 
Doth Lear walk thus ? speak thus ? Where are his eyes ? 
Either his notion weakens, his discernings 
Are lethargied — Ha! waking? ’tis not so. 

Who is it that can tell me who I am ? 

Fool. I^ear’s shadow. 

Lear. I would learn that; for, by the marks of sove- 
reignty, knowledge, and reason, 1 should be false persuaded 
I had daughters. 

Fool, Which they will make an obedient father. 
Lear. Your name, fair ^ntlewoman? 

Oon. This admiration, sir, is much o’ the favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright: 

As you are old and reverend, you should be wise. 

Here do ^rou keep a hundred knights and squires; 

Men so disorder’d, so debosh’d and bold. 

That this our court, infected with their manners. 

Shows like a riotous inn: epicurism and lust 

Make it more like a tavern or a brothel 

Than a graced palace. The shame itself doth speak 

For instant remedy: be then desired 

By her, that else will take the thing she begs. 


A little to disquantity your train; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend. 

To be such men as may besort your age. 

And know themselves and you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils! 

Saddle my horses; call my train together. 

Degenerate bastard! I'll not trouble thee: 

Yet have I left a daughter. 

Oon. You strike my people ; and your disorder’d rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents — [To Alh-I O, sir, 
are you come? 

Is it your will? Speak, sir. Prepare my horses. 
Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend. 

More hideous, when thou show’st thee in a child. 

Than the sea-monster! 

AU>. Pray, sir, be patient 

Lear. [To Oon."] Detested kite! thou liest: 

My train are men of choice and rarest parts. 

That all particulars of duty know. 

And in the most exact regard support 

The worships of their name. 0 most small fault. 

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show! 

That, like an engine,* wrench’d my frame of nature *“**• 
From the fix’d place; drew from my heart all love. 
And added to the gall. 0 Lear, Lear, Lear! 

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, [Sinking his head. 
And thy dear jud^ent out! Go, go, my people. 

Alb. My lonl, 1 am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 

Lear. It may be so, my lord. 

Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear! 

Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend 
To make this creature fruitful! 

Into her womb convey sterility ! 

Dry up in her the organs of increase; 

And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honour her! If she must teem. 

Create her child of spleen; that it may live, 

Aud be a thwart* disnatured torment to her! 

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks; 

Turn all her mother’s pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt; that she may feel 
How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is 
To have a thankless child! Away, away! [E^ 

Alb. Now, gods that we adore, whereof comes this? 
Oon. Never affiict yourself to know the cause; 

But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it 

Re-enter Leak 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap! 

Within a fortnight! 

AO). What’s the matter, sir ? 

Lear. I’ll tell thee : [To Oon.'\ Life and death ! I 
am ashamed 

That thou hast power to shake roy manhood thus ; 

That these hot tears, which break from me perforce. 
Should make thee worth them Blasts and fogs upon 
thee! 

The untented* woundings of a hither’s curse * 

Pierce every sense about thee! Old fond eyes, 

Beweep this cause again. I’ll pluck ye out. 

And cast you, with the waters that you lose. 
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To temper clay. Yea. is it come to this) 

Let it be so: yet have I left a daughter. 

Who, 1 am sure, is kind and comfortable : 

When she shall hear this of thee, with her noils 
She’ll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find 
That I’ll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off for ever: thou shalt. I warrant thee. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants. 
Gon. Do you mark that, my lord? 

Alb. I cannot be so partial. Qoneril, 

To the great love I bear you — 

6<m. Pray you, content. What, Oswald, ho! 

[To the Fool] You, sir, more knave than fool, after your 
master. 

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry and take the 
fool with thee. 

A fox, when one has caught her. 

And such a daughter. 

Should sure to the slaughter. 

If my cap would buy a halter: 

So the fool follows after. [ExU. 

Gon. This man hath had good counsel: — a hundred 
knights I 

Tis politic and safe to let him keep 

At point a hundred knights : yes, tliat, on cveiy dream. 

Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike. 

He may enguard his dotage with their powers. 

And hold our lives in mercy. Oswald, I say 1 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than trust too far: 

Let me still take away the harms I fear, 

Not fear still to be taken: I know his heart. 

What he hath utter’d I have writ my sister: 

If she sustain him and his hundred knights. 

When I have show’d the unfitness — 

Re-enter Oswald. 

How now, Oswald 

What, have you writ that letter to my sister! 

Osw. Yes, madam. 

Gon. Take you some company, and away to horse : 
Inform her full of my particular fear; 

And thereto add such reasons of your own 
As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 

And hasten your return. [ExU Osioald.] No, no, my lord. 
This milky gentleness and course of yours. 

Though I condemn not, yet, under pardon, 

,You are much more attask’d for want of wisdom 
Than praised for harmful mildness. 

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well. 

Gon. Nay, then — 

Alb. Well, well ; the event. [Exeunt. 


Scene Y. — Court before the same. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Pool 

Lear. Go you before to Gloucester with these letters. 
Acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know than comes from her demand out of the letter. 
If your diligence be not speedy, I shall be there afore you. 

K^ent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have delivered 
your letter. [Exit. 

Fool. If a roan’s brains were in’s heels, were’t not in 
danger of kibes 7 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I prithee, be merry ; thy wit shall ne’er 
go slip-shod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha! 

Fool. Shalt see thy other daughter will use thee kindly; 
for though she’s as like this as a crab’s like an apple, 
yet I can tell what I can telL 

Lear. Why, what canst thou tell, my boy? 

FooL She will taste as like this as a crab does to a 
crab. Thou canst tell why one’s nose stands i’ the middle 
on’s face? 

Lear. Na 

Fool. Why, to keep one’s eyes of either side’s nose; 
that what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong — 

Fod. Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither; but 1 can tell why a snail has 
a house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away 
to his daughters, and leave his horns without a case. 

Jjear. I will forget my nature. So kind a father! 
Be my horses ready? 

Fool Thy asses are gone about ’em. The reason why 
the seven stars are no more than seven is a pretty reason. 

Lear. Because they are not eight? 

Fool. Yes, indeed : thou wouldst make a good fo(X 

Lear. To take’t again perforce! Monster ingratitude! 

Fool. If thou wert’my fool, nuncle, I’ld have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that ? 

Fool Thou shouldst not have been old till thou hadst 
been wise. 

Lear. 0, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven ! 
Keep me in temper: I would not be mad! 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now ! are the horses ready ? 

Gent. Ready, my lord 

Lear. Come, boy. 

Fod. She that’s a maid now, and laughs at my departure, 
Shall not be a nufld long, unless things be cut shorter. 

[Exeunt. 




ACT II. 


Scene l.—Tlu Earl of Gloucester’s castle. 


EiUer Edmund, avd Cuban meets him. 

Edm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your father, and 
given him notice that the Duke of Cornwall and Regan 
his duchess will be here with him this night. 

Edm. How comes that 1 

Cur. Nay, I know not. You have heard of the news 
abroad ; I mean the whispered ones, for they arc yet but 
ear-kissing arguments ? 

Edm. Not I: pray you, what are they? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, ’twixt 
the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Car. You may do, then, in time. Fare you well, sir. 

[Exit. 

Edm. The duke be here to-night ? The better ! best! 
Tliis weaves itself perforce into my business, 
hly father hath set guard to take my brother ; 

And I have one thing, of a queasy question. 

Which I must act : briefness and fortune, work ! 
Brother, a word ; descend : brother, I say ! 

Enter Edgar. 

My father watches : 0 sir, fly this place ; 

Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 

You have now the good advantage of the night: 

Have you not spoken 'gainst the Duke of Cornwall? 
He’s coming hither; now, i’ the night, i’ the haste, 

And Began with him : have you nothing said 
Upon his party 'gainst the Duke of Albany? 

Advise yourself. 

Edg. I am sure on't, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming : pardon me ; 

In cunning I must draw my sword upon you: 

Draw; seem to defend yourself; now quit you well. 
Yield: come before my father. Light, ho, here! 

Fly, brother. Torches, torches ! So, farewell. [^Exit Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[Wounds his arm. 

Of my more flerce endeavour: I have seen drunkards 
Do more than this in sport Father, father! 

Stop, stopl No help? 

Enter Gloucester, and Servants vM torches. 

Olou. Now, Edmund, where's the villain? 


Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword 
out, 

Mumbling of w'icked charms, conjuring the moon 
To stand auspicious mistress — 

Clou. But where is he? 

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 

Clou. Where is the villain, Edmund? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means he 
could — 

Clou. Pursue him, ho! Go after. [Exeunt some Ser- 
vants.] By no means what? 

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lordship; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend; 

Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father; sir, in fine. 

Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion. 

With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanced mine arm: 

But when he &aw my best alarum’d spirits, 

Bold in the quarrel’s right, roused to the encounter. 

Or whether gasted’ by the noise 1 made, iAirtitbi** 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Clou. Let him fly far: 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught; 

And found — dispatch. Tlic noble duke my master. 

My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night : 

By his authority I will proclaim it. 

That he which finds him shall deserve our thanks. 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake; 

He that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent. 

And found him pight* to do it, with curst speech 
I threaten’d to discover him: he replied, 

'Thou unpossessing ba.stard! dost thou think. 

If I would stand against thee, would the reposal 

Of any trust, virtue, or worth in thee 

Make thy words faith’d ? No : what I should deny — 

As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce 

My very character* — I’ld turn it all 4 nMrfwrtODg. 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice: 

And thou must maJee a dullard of the world. 

If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To make thee seek it.’ 
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Glm. Strong and fasten'd villain I 

Would he deny bis letter? I never got him. 

[Tudcet wUkin. 

Haric, the duke's trumpets ! I know not why he comes. 
All ports I’ll bar; the villain shall not 'scape; 

The duke must g^t me that : besides, his picture 
1 will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my mnd. 

Loyal and natural boy. I'll work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Began, and Attendants. 

Com. How now, my noble friend ! since I came hither, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard strange newa 
Beg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too short 
Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my lord 7 
Glou. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, it’s crack'd I 
Beg. What, did my father's godson seek your life? 
lie whom my father named ? your Edgar ? 

Olon. O, lady, lady, shame would have it hid! 

Beg. Was he not companion with the riotous knights 
That tend upon my father? 

Oku. I know not, madam: 'tis too bad, too bad. 
Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that consort 
Beg. No marvel, then, though he were ill affected: 
Tis they have put him ou the old man’s death. 

To have the expense and waste of his revenues. 

I have this present evening from my sister 

Been well inform'd of them ; and with such cautions. 

That if they come to sojourn at my house. 

I’ll not be there. 

Com. Nor I, assure thee. Began. 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father 
A child-like office. 

Edm. 'Twas my duty, sir. 

Oku. He did bewray his practice; and received 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Com. Is he pursued ? 

Oku. Ay, my good lord. 

Corn. If he be taken, be shall never more 
Be feu’d of doing harm : make your own purpose. 

How in my strength you please. For you, Edmund. 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours: 

Natures of such deep trust we shall much need ; 

You we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve you, sir. 

Truly, however else. 

Olou. For him I thank your grace. 

Com. You know not why we came to visit you — 
Beg. Thus out of season, threading dark-eyed night: 
Occasions, noble Gloucester, of some poise. 

Wherein we must have use of your advice ; 

Our father he hath writ, so hatn our sister. 

Of differences, which 1 best thought it fit 
To answer from our home; the several messengers 
i>om hence attend dispatch. Our good old friend. 

Lay comforts to your Msom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business. 

Which craves the instant use. 

Oku. I serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome. [Exemi, 

Scene II. — Before Gloucester’s eaette. 

Enter Kent and Oswald, eeveraUy. 

Oew. Good dawning to thee, ftiedd : art of this house ? 
Kent. Ay. 

Otw. Where may we set our horses? 


Kent. I' the mire, 

Oew. Prithee, if thou lovest me, tell mo. 

Kent. I love thee not 

Omo. Why, then, I care not for thee. 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me. 

Oeto. Why dost thou use me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent Fellow, I know thee. 

Oew. What dost thou know me for? 

KenL A knave; a rascal; an eater of broken meats; 
a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hundred- 
pound, mthy, worsted-stocking knave ; a lily-livered, 
action-taking knave, a whoreson, ^^ass-gazing, superser- 
viceable, fimeal rogue; one-trunk-mheriting slave; one 
that wouldst be a bawd, in way of good service, and 
art nothing but the composition of a knave, beggar, coward, 
pandar, and the son and heir of a mongrel bitch: one 
whom I will beat into clamorous whining, if thou 
deniest the least syllable of thy addition. 

Oew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus to 
rail on one t^t is neither known of thee nor knows thee ! 

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knowest me! Is it two days ago since I tripped 
up thy heels, and beat thee before the king ? Draw, you 
rogue: for, though it be night, yet the moon shines; 
I’ll make a sop o’ the moonshine of you: draw, you 
whoreson cullionly barber-monger, draw. 

[Ihxitnng his sword. 

Osw. Away! I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal; you come with letters against 
the king; and take vanity the puppet’s part against the 
royalty of her father ; drew, yon rone, or I’ll so car- 
bonado your shanks : draw, you rascal; come your ways. 

Osw. Help, ho ! murder I help ! 

Kent. Strike, you slave; stand, rogue, stand; you 
neat slave, strike. [Beating him. 

Osw. Help, ho ! murder ! murder I 

Enter Edmund, wUh his rapier dravm, Cornwall, Beoan, 
Gloucester, and Servants. 

Edm. How now! 'What’s the matter? 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, an you please ; come. 
I'll flesh ye; come on, young master. 

Oku. Weapons ! arms ! What’s the matter here ? 

Com. Keep peace, upon your lives: 

He dies that strikes again. What is the matter? 

Beg. The messengers from our sister and the king. 

Com. What is your difference? speak. 

Osw. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirred your valour. 
You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee: a tailor 
made thee. 

Com. Thou art a strange fdlow : a tailor make a man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir: a stone-cutter or a painter 
could not have made him so ill, though he had been but 
two hours at the trade. 

Com. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel? 

Oew. Tins ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I ha^ spared 
at suit of his gray beard — 

Kent. Thou whoreson- zed! thou unnecessary letter! 
My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tlead this 
unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the of a 
jakes with him. Spare my gray beard, you wagtail? 

Com. Peace, sirrah ! 

You beastly knave, know you no reverence? 

Kent. Yes, sir; but anger hath a privily. ' 

Com. Why art thou angry? 

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a sword. 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these. 
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Like rats, oft bite the holy cords a-twain 

Which are too intrinse t’ unloose; smooth every passion 

That in the natures of their lords rebel; 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods; 

Renege, afiinn, and turn their halcyon ^aks’ 

With every gale and vaiy of their mastens.. 

Knowing nought, like dogs, but following 
A plague upon your epileptic visage! 

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ? 

Goose, if 1 had you upon Sarum plain, 

I 'Id drive ye cackling home to Cainelot. 

Cofrn. What, art thou mad, old fellow? 

Q\m. How fell you out? say that. 

KetU. No contraries hold more antipathy 
Than I and such a knave. 

Cam. Why dost thou call him knave? What’s his 
offence ? 

Ktmi. His countenance likes me not. 

Com. No more, perchance, does mine, nor his, nor hers. 

Keni. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain: 

I have seen better f^es in my time, 

Than stands on any shoulder that 1 see 
Before me at this instant. 

Com. This is some fellow. 

Who, having been praised for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb 
Quite from hu nature: he cannot fialter, he. 

An honest mind and plain, ho must speak truth! 

An they will take it^ so; if not, he’s plain. 

These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness 
Harbour more r-raft, and more corrupter ends. 

Than twenty silly ducking observants 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kmt. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity. 

Under the allowance of your great aspect. 

Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus’ front — 

Com. What mean’st by this? 

KtnJt. To go out of my dialect, which you discommend 
so much. 1 know, sir, I am no flatterer : he that beguiled 
you in a plain accent was a plain knave ; which for my 
part I will not be, though I should win your displeasuo' 
to entreat me to’t. 

Com. What was the offence you gave him? 

Cm. I never gave him any: 

It pleased the king his master very late 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction; 

When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure. 
Tripp'd me behind; being down, insulted, rail'd, 

And put upon him such a deal of man, 

That worthiied him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdued ; 

And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit. 

Drew on me here again. 

Kent. None of these rogues and cowards 


But Ajax is their fooL 
Com. Fetch forth the stocks! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggarl, 
We’ll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn: 

Call not your stocks for me : I servo the king ; 

On whose employment I was sent to you : 

You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master. 

Stocking his messenger. , , , 

Com. Fetch forth the stocks! As I have hfe and 


honour, 

There shall he sit till noon. 

Beg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; 


and all night too. 


Kent. W'hy, madam, if 1 were your father's dog. 
You should not use me so. 

Beg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of. Come, bring away the stocks! 

hrottght out. 

Clou. Let mo beseech your grace not to do so: 

His fault IS much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for’t; your purposed low correction 
Is such as basest and contemned’st wretches. 

For pilfering and most common trespasses. 

Are punish’d with: the king must take it ill. 

That he’s so slightly valued in his messenger. 

Should have him thus restrain'd. 

Com. I’ll answer that 

Reg. My sister may receive it much more worse. 

To have her gentleman abused, assaulted. 

For following her affairs. Put in his legs. 

[Kent u put in the etocla. 

Come, my good lord, away. 

[Bxeunt all but Gloucester and Kent. 
Glou. I am sorry for thee, friend ; 'tis the duke’s pleasure, 



Wliose disposition, all the world well knows. 

Will not be rubb’d nor stopp’d: I’ll entreat for thee. 
Kent. Pray, do not, sir : I have watched and travoU’d 
hard; 

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I’ll whistle. 

A good man’s fortune may grow out at heels: 

Give you good morrow. 

Glou. The duke’s to blame in this; ’tw’ill be ill taken [Exst. 
Kent. Good king, that must approve the common saw. 
Thou out of heaven’s benediction comest 
To the warm sun! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe. 

That by thy comfortable beams 1 may 
Peruse this letter! Nothing almost s^ miracles 
But misery: I know ’tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath most fortunately been inform’d 
Of my obscured course; and she’ll find time. 

From this enormous state-seeking, to give 
Losses their remedies. All weaiy and o’erwatch’d. 

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shamefol lodging. 

Fortune, good night: smile once more: turn thy wheel! 
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SCEKE III . — A xoood. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. I heard myself proclaim’d ; 

And by the happy hollow of a tree 
Escaped the hunt No port is free; no place. 

That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 

Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may 'scape, 

I will preserve myself; and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape 
That ever penury, in contempt of man. 

Brought near to beast : my face I’ll grime with filth ; 
Blanket iny loins; elf all my hair in knots; 

And with presented nakedness out-face 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and pi'ecedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 

And with this horrible object, from low fariiis, 

Poor pelting* villages, sheep-cotes, and mills, imoj. 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers, 
Enforce their charity. Poor Turlygod ! poor Tom : 
That’s something yet: Edgar I nothing am. 

Scene IV . — Before Gloucester’s castle. Kent in the 

stocks. 

Enter Lear, Fool, axid Gentleman. 

£ear. ’Tis strange that they should so depart from home, 
And not send back my messenger. 

Gent. As I learii’d. 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of tins remove. 

JTent. Hail to thee, noble mastei*! 

Bear. Ha ! 

Makest thou this shame thy pastime 1 
Kent. No, my lord. 

Fod. Ha, ha! he wears crud garters. Horses are 
tied by the heads, dogs and bears by the neck, monkeys 
by the loins, and men by tbe legs : when a man’s over- 
lusty at legs, then he wears wooden nether-stocks. 

JjMr. Whafs he that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set thee here? 

Eent. It is both he and she; 

Your son and daughter. 

Bear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Bear. No, I say. 

Kent. I say, yea. 

Bear. No, no, they would not. 

Kent. Yes, they have. 

Bear. By Jupiter, I swear, no. 

Kent. By Jano, 1 swear, ay. 

Bear. They durst not do’t; 

They could not, would not do’t ; 'tis worse than murder. 
To do upon respect such violent outrage: 

Besolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou mightst deserve, or they impose, this usage. 
Coming from us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 

I did commend your highness’ letters to them, 

Ere I was risen from the place that allow’d 
My dut^ kneeling, came there a reeking post. 

Stew’d in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril his mistress salutations; 

Deliver'd letters, spite of intermission. 

Which presently they read: ou whose contents. 


They summon’d up their meiny,* straight took horse; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend (SatteM, 

The leisure of their answer; gave me cold looks: 

And meeting hero the other messenger. 

Whose welcome, I perceived, had poison’d mine — 

Being the very fellow that of late 
Display’d so saucily against your highness — 

Having more man than wit about me, drew: 

He raised the house with loud and coward cries. 

Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

Fool, Winter’s not gone yet, if the wild-geese fly 
that way. 

Fathers that wear rags 

Do make their children blind; 

But fathers that bear bogs 
Shall see their children kind. 

Fortune, that arrant whore, 

Ne’er turns the key to the poor. 

But, for all thU, thou shalt have as many dolours for 
thy daughters os thou const tell in a year. 

Ijear. 0, liow this mother swells up toward my heart I 
Hysterica passio, down, thou climbing sorrow. 

Thy element’s below! Where is this daughter? 

Kent. With tho earl, sir, here within. 

Bear. Follow mo not; 

Stay here. {Exit. 

Gent. Made you no more offence but what you speak of ? 
Kent. None. 

How chanco the king comes with so small a train ? 

Fool. An thou hadst been set i’ the stocks for that 
question, thou hadst well deserved it. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee 
there’s no labouring i' the winter. All that follow their 
noses arc led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there’s 
not a nose among twenty but can smell him that’s stinking. 
Let go thy hold when a great wheel nms down a hill, lest 
it break thy neck with 'following it; but the great one that 
goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When a wise 
man gives thee better counsel, give me ihine agmn: I 
would have none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it. 

That sir which serves and seeks for gain. 

And follows but for form, 

Will pack when it begins to rain. 

And leave thee in the storm. 

But I will tarry; the fool will stay. 

And let the wise man fly: 

The knave turns fool that runs away ; 

The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent. Where learned you this, fool? 

Fool. Not i’ the stocks, fool. 

Re-enter Lear, with Gloucester. 

Bear. Deny to speak with me ? They are siek ? they 
are weary? 

They have travell’d all the night? Mere fetches; 

The images of revolt and flying off. 

Fetch me a better answer. 

GUm. My dear lord. 

You know the fiery quality of the duke ; 

How unremoveable and fix’d he is 
In his own coarse. 

Bear. Vengeance! plague! death! confhsion! 

Fiery? what quality? ^y, Gloucester, Gloucester, 

I ’Id speak witfi the Duke of Cornwall and his wife. 
Olou. Well, my good lord, I have inform’d them so. 
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Lear . Inform'd them ! Dost thou understand me, man ? 
Olou, Ay, my good lord. 

Lear, The king would speak with Cornwall; the dear 
father 

Would with his daughter speak, commands her service : 
Are they inform'd of this? My breath and blood! 

Fiery? the fiery duke? Tell the hot duke that 

No, but not vet ; may be he is not well : 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office 
Whereto our health is bound; we are not ourselves 
When nature, being oppress’d, commands the mind 
To suffer with the body: I’ll forbear; 

And am fall’n out with my more headier will, 

To take the indisposed and sickly fit 

For the sound man. Death on my state! wherefore 

[Looking on Kent 

Should he sit here ? This act persuades me 
That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice' only. Give me my servant forth. 

Go tell the duke and’s wife I’ld speak with them, 

Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear me. 

Or at their chamber-door I’ll beat the drum 
Till it cry sleep to death. 

Olou, I would have all well betwixt you. [Ejcit 
Lear, 0 me, my heart, my rising heart! but, down! 
Fool, Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the eels 
when she put ’em i’ the paste alive ; she knapped ’em o’ 
the coxcombs with a stick, and cried, *Down, wantons, 
down !’ ’Twas her brother that, in pure kindness to his 
horse, buttered his hay. 

Enter CohNWA/^L, Regan, Gloucester, and Servants. 

Lear, Good morrow to you both. 

Corn, Hail to your grace! 

[Kent is set at liherty, 
Reg, I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear, Regan, I think you are; I know what reason 
I have to think so: if thou shouldst not be glad, 

I would divorce me from thy mother’s tomb. 
Sepulchring an adultress. [To Keni,'] 0, are you free? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 

Thy sister s naught : O Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth’d unkindness, like a vulture, here: 

[Points to his heart, 

I can scarce speak to thee; thou’lt not believe 
With how depraved a quality — 0 Regan ! 

Rzg, I pray you, sir, take patience: I have hope 
You less know how to value her desert 
Than she to scant her duty. 

Lear, Say, how is that? 

Reg, I cannot tliink my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : if, sir, perchance 
She have restrain’d the riots of your followers, 

*Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end. 

As clears her from all blame. 

Lear, My curses on her! 

Reg, 0, sir, you arc old; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine: you should be Tilled and led 
By some discretion, tW discerns your state 
Better than you yourself. Therefore, I pray you. 

That to our sister you do make return; 

Say you have wrong’d her, sir. 

Lear, Ask her forgiveness? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house : 

‘Dear daughter, I confess that I am old; [Krueling, 

Age is unnecessary: on my knees I beg 

That you’ll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.’ 

VOL. II. 


Reg, Good sir, no more; these are unsightly tricks: 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear, [Rising^ Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train; 

Look’d black upon me; struck me with her tongue. 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart: 

All the stored vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones, 

You taking* airs, with lameness! iBbiUM. 

Com, Fie, sir, fie! 

Lear, You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty. 

You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, 

To fall and blast her pride! 

Reg, 0 the blest gods! so wdll you wish on me, 
When the rash mood is on. 

Lear, No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse: 
Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give 
Thee o’er to harshness: her eyes are fierce; but thine 
Do comfort and not burn. *Tia not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train. 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,* lAnowMCM. 
And in conclusion to oppose the bolt 
Against ray coming in: thou better know’st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood. 

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude; 

Thy half o’ the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 

Wlierein I thee endow’d. 

Reg, Good sir, to the purpose. 

Lear, Who put my man i* the stocks ' [Tucket within. 
Com, What trumpet’s that? 

Reg. I know’t, my sister’s: this approves her letter, 
That she would soon be here. 


Enter Oswald. 

Is your lady come? 

Lear, This is a slave, whose easy-borrow’d pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows. 

Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Corn, What moans your grace? 

Lear, Who stock’d my servant ? Regan, I have good 
hope 

’Tliou didst not know on’t. Who comes here ? 0 heavens, 
E^iter Gonkril 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sw’ay 
Allow ^ obedience, if yourselves are old, lApprm 

Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part 1 
[To Oon,'] Art not ashamed to look upon this beard? 

0 Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand? 

Gon, Why not by the hand, sir ? How have I offended? 
All’s not offence that indiscretion finds, 

And dotage terms so. 

Lear, 0 sides, you ore too tough; 

Will you yet hold ? How came my man i’ the stocks ? 

Com, I set him there, sir: but his own disorders 
Deserved much less advancement. 

Lear, You! did you? 

Reg, I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 

If, till the expiration of your month. 

You will return and sojourn with my sister, 

Dismissing half your train, come then to me : 

1 am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear, Return to her, and fifty men dismiss’d? 

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o’ the air; 

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl — 

Necessity’s sharp pinch! Return with her? 

30 
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Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerlcss took 
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee ms throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life afoot Beturn with her? 

Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groom. ^Potnting at Oswald. 

Oon. At your choice, sir. 

Lear. I prithee, daughter, do not make me mad: 

I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell: 

We’ll no more meet, no more see one another: 

But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter; 

Or rather a disease that’s in my flesh. 


Which I must needs call mine: thou art a boil, 

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood. But I’ll not chide thee; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it: 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot. 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove: 

Mend when thou canst; be better at thy leisure: 

I can be patient; I can stay with Began, 

1 and my hundred knights. 

Meg. Not altogether so: 

1 look’d not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my sister; 



For those that mingle reason with your passion 
Must be content to think vou old, and so— 

But she knows what she does. 

Lear. Is this well spoken? 

It^. I dare avouch it, sir: what, fifty followers? 

Is it not well? What should yon need of more? 

Yea, or so many, sith that both charge and danger 
Speak ’gainst so great a number? How, in one house. 
Should many people, under two commands. 

Hold amity? Tis hard; almost impossible 
Ocn. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance 
From those that she calls servants Of from mine? 

JUg. Why not, my lord? If then they chanced to 
alack you. 


Wo could control them. If you will come to me— 

For now I spy a danger — I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty: to no more 
Will I give place or notice 
Lear. I gave you all — 

Jieg. And in good time jroq gave it. 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depositajries ; 

But kept a reservation to be follow’d 
With such a number. What, most I come to you 
With five and twenty. Began ? said you so 7 
Meg. And speak’t again, my lord ; no more with me 
Lear. Those wicked creahiies yet do look well^favont'd. 
When others are more wicked ; not being the worst 
Stands in sofie rank of praise \To Om.'\ I’ll go with thee: 
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Thy fifty y®t doth double five and twenty, 

/Vnd thou art twice her love. 

0<m. Hear me, my lord; 

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 

To follow in a house where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you 7 
jteg, What need one? 

Ltar. 0, reason not the need: our basest beggars 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

Man’s life’s as cheap as beast’s : thou art a lady ; 

If only to go warm were gorgeous. 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’st. 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. But, for true need — 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience 1 need! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man. 

As full of grief as age; wretched in bothl 
If it be you that stir these daughters’ hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger. 

And let not women’s weapons, water-drops. 

Stain my man’s cheeks! No, you unnatural hags, 

I will have such revenges on you both, 

That all the world shall — I will do such things — 

What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall bo 
Tlie terrors of the earth. You think I’ll weep; 

No, I’ll not weep: 

I have full cause of weeping: but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 

Or ere I’ll weep. O fool, I shall go mad ! 

{Krfunt Taot, CnaaoesUr, Kent, and Fool. 


Com. Let us withdraw; 'twill be a storm. 

[S^rm and tempest. 
Beg. This house is little : the old man and his people 
Cannot be well bestow’d. 

Oon. ’Tie his own blame ; hath put himself from rest, 
And must needs taste his folly. 

Beg. For his particular. I’ll receive him gladly. 

But not one follower. 

Oon. So am I purposed. 

Where is my lord of Gloucester^ 

Com. Follow’d the old man forth: he is return’d. 

Be-enter Gloucester. 

OUm. The king is in high rage. 

Com. Whither is he going 7 

GUnt. He calls to horse ; but will I know not whither. 
Com. ’Tis best to give him way ; he leads himself. 
Oon. My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 
Ohu. Alack, the night comM on, and the bleak winds 
Do sorely ruffle; for many miles about 
There’s scarce a bush. 

Jteg. 0, sir, to wilful men, 

Tlic injuries that they themselves procure 

Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your doors. 

He is attended with a desperate train ; 

And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his car abused, wisdom bids fear. 

Com Shut up your doors, my lord ; ’tis a wild night : 

My Began counsds well : come out o’ the storm. 

[Exeunt, 




ACT III. 


Scene I— Aea^ 


Storm still. Enter Kent and a Gentleman, meeting. 

Kent. Who’s there, besides foul weather? 

Gent. One minded like the weather, most unquietly. 

Kent. I know you. Where’s the king ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful element; 

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sen. 

Or swell the curled waters ’bove the mn.n. 

That things might change or cease ; tears his white hair. 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage. 

Catch in their fury, and make nothing of; 

Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro-conllicting wind and rain. 

This uight, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch. 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs. 

And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him? 

Gent. Konc but the fool; who labours to out-jest 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you; 

Aud dare, upon the warrant of my note, 

Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be cover’d 
With mutual cunning, ’twixt Albany and Cornwall; 
Who have — as who have not, that their great stars 
Throned and set high ? — servants, who seem no less, 
Wliich ore to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state ; what hath l^en seen. 

Either in snuffs aud packings* of the dukes, 

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king; or something deeper. 
Whereof perchance these are but furnishings; 

But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this scatter'd kingdom; who already. 

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 
In some of our brat ports, and are at point 
To show their open Imnner. Now to you: 

If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 


Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding siutow 
The king hath cause to plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
This office to you. 

Gent. I will talk further with you. 

Ketit. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall, open this purse and take 
What it contains. If you shall see Conleliu — 

As fear not but you shall — show her this ring; 

And she will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm ! 

I will go seek the king. 

Gent. Give me your hand : have you no more to say ? 
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than nil yet; 
That, when we have found the king — in which your pain 
That way, I’ll this — he that first lights on him 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally. 

Scene W.—An<Alier part of the heath. Storm still. 
Enter Leak and P'ool. 

Lear. Blow, winds, and emek your cheeks ! rage ! blow 
You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d the cocks! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires. 
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts. 

Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking thunder. 
Smite flat the thick rotundity o’ the world! 

Crack nature’s moulds, all geimens spill at once, 

That make ingrateful man I 
Fool. 0 nuncle, court holy.(,vater* in a 
dry house is better than this rain-water out o’ door. 
Gootl nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters’ blessing : here’s 
a night pities neither wise man nor fool. 

Lmr. Bumble thy bellylbl! Spit, fire I spoilt, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 

I tax not you, you elements, with nnkindness; 
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I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children, 

You owe me no eubecriptiou : then let full 
Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave, 

A poor, infirm, weak, tind despised old man: 

But yet I call you servile ministers. 

That have with two pernicious daughters join’d 
Your high engender’d battles ’gainst a head 
So old and white as this. 0 ! 0 I ’tis foul ! 

Fool. He that has a house to put’s head in has a 
good head-piece. 

The cod-piece that will house 
Before the head has any. 

The head and he shall louse; 

So b^|;gar8 marry many. 


The man that makes his toe 
What he his heart should make, 

Shall of a corn cry woe. 

And turn his sleep to wake. 

For there was never yet fair woman but she made mouths 
in a glass. 

Zear. No, 1 will be the pattern of all patience ; I will 
say nothing. 

Fnler Kent. 

JCml. "Who’s there? 

Fool. Marry, here’s grace and a cod-piece; that’s a 
wise man and a fool. 

FctU. Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love night 



l 4 )ve not such nights as these; the wrathful skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark. 

And make them keep their caves: since I was man. 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Bemeraber to have heard : man’s nature cannot cany 
The aiftiotion nor the fear. 

Zear. Let the great gods. 

That keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch. 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhipp’d of jiwtice : hide thee, thou bloody hand; 


I CMiaUrfcS 


Thou peijured, and thou simular* man of virtue 
That art incestuous : caitiff, to pieces shake. 

That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practised on man’s life; close pent-up guilts. 
Rive your concealing continents, and ciy 
These dreadful summoners grace. I am a man 

More sinn’d against than sinning. v i j, 

Alack, bare-headed! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 

Some friendship wiU it lend you 'gainst the tempest: 
Repose you there ; while I to this hard hoi^— 

More harder than the stones whereof tie raised; 
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Which evea hut now, demanding after you. 

Denied me to come in — ^return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits h^in to turn. 

Come on. my boy : how dost, my boy ? art cold ? 

I am cold myself. Where is this straw, my fellow? 
The art of our necessities is strange, 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel. 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That’s sorry yet for thee. 

Foci 

He that has and a little tiny wit — 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,~ 

Must make content with his fortunes fit^ 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

Lear. True, my good boy. Come, bring us to this 
hovel [Exeunt Lear and Kent. 

Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan. 

I’U speak a prophecy ere I go*. 

When priests are more in word than matter; 

When brewers mar their malt with water; 

When nobles ate their tailors’ tutors; 

No heretics bum’d, but wenches’ suitors; 

When every case in law is right; 

No squire in debt, nor no ^r knight; 

When slanders do not live in tongues; 

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs; 

When usmreis tell their gold i’ ^ field; 

And bawds and whores do churches builtf; 

Then shall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion: 

Then comes the time, who lives to see’t^ 

That going shall be used with feet. 

This prophecy Merlin shall make; for I live before his 
time. [Exit. 

Scene HI. — Gloccester’s eeude. 

Enter Gloucester and Edmund. 

OUm. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural 
dealing. When I desired their leave that 1 might pity 
him, they took from me the use of mine own hoiue; 
charged me. on pain of their perpetual displeasure, neither 
to speak of him, entreat for lum, nor any way sustain 
him. 

JSim. Most savage and unnatural I 
0lou. Go to; say you nothing. There’s a division 
betwixt the dukes ; and a worse matter than that : I have 
received a letter this night; ’tis dangerous to he spoken; 
I have locked the letter in my closet : these injuries the 
king now bears will be revenged home; there’s part of 
a power already footed : we iniut incline to the king. I 
will seek him, and privily relieve him : po you and main- 
tain talk with the duke, that my charuy be not of him 

? 9 rceived : if he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to bed. 

hough I die for it^ as no less is threatened me, the king 
my oul master must be relieved. There is some strange 
thing toward, Edmund; pray you, be careful [Exit. 

ESm. This courtesy, torlnd thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know; and of that letter too: 

This seems a fair deserving, and most draw me 
That which my fidher loses; no less than all : 

The younger rises when the old doth fall [Eixii. 

Scene Vf^^The heath. B^ore a hoveL 
Enter Imam, Kent, and Fool 
Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, enter: 


The tyranny of the open night’s too rough. 

For nature to endure. [Storm etilt. 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart? 

Kent. I had rather break mine own. Good my lord, 
enter. 

Lear. Thou thiuk’st ’tis much that this contentious 
storm 

Invades us to the skin: so 'tis to thee; 

But where the greater malady is fix’d. 

The lesser is scarce felt Thou’ldst shun a bear; 

But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 

Thou’ldst meet the bear i’ the mouth. When the mind’s 
free, 

The body’s delicate: the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take aU feeling else. 

Save what bMts there. Filial ingratitude! 

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand 
For lifting food to’t ? But I will punish home : 

No^ I wiU weep no more. In such a night 
To shut me outl Pour on; I will endure. 

In such a ni^t as this! 0 Began, Gonerilt 
Your old kind fbther, whose frank heart gave all — 

O, that way madness lies; let me shun that; 

No more of that. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Prithee, go in thyself; seek thine own ease: 
This tempest will not give mo leave to ponder 
On thinra would hurt me more. But I’ll go in, 

t To the Fool.'] In, boy ; go first You houseless poverty — 
fay, get thee in. I’ll pray, and then I'll sleep. 

[Foot goes in. 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are. 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 

How shall your houseless heads and tmfed sides, 

Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these? 0, I have ta’eu 
Too little care of this! Take physic, pomp; 

Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel. 

That tbgu mayst shakb the superflux to them. 

And show the heavens more just 
Edg. [JVUhin.] Fathom and half, fathom and half! 
Poor Tom 1 [The Fool rune out from the hoed. 

Foot Come not in here, nuncle, here’s a spirit Help 
me, help me I 

Kent. Give me thy band. Who’s there? 

Foot A spirit R spirit: he says his name’s poor Tom. 
Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i’ the 
straw ? Come forth. 

Enter Edgar diegfuieed as a madman. 

Edg. Away I the foul fiend follows me! 

Through the sharjy hawthorn blows the cold wind. 
Hum! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters? 
And art thou come to this? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom the 
foul fiend hath led through fire and through flime, and 
through ford and whitlipool o’er bog and mugmfre ; that 
hath hud knives under his pillow, and haltelb in his 
pew; set ratsbane by bis porridge; made him j^ud of 
Wr^ to ride on a bay trotting-horse over fovr-inched 
brid|^, to coarse his own shadow for a traitdr. Bless 
thy five wits I Tom’s Orcold — 0, do de^ do db, do de. 
Bless thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting; and taking I Do 
poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes : there 
could I have him now»aod there— and there again, sad 
Husta. ^ [Storm tHU. 
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Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to this pass ? 
Couldst thou save nothing? Didst thou give them all? 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else wo had been 
all shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o’er men’s faults light on thy daughters I 
KetU. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear, Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdued nature 
To such a lowness but his unkind daughtcra. 

Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh? 

Judicious punishment! ’twas this flesh ^got 
Those pelican daughters. 


Edg, Pillicock sat on Pillicock-hill : 

Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and 
madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o’ the foul flend : obey thy parents ; 
keep thy word justly; swear not; commit not with 
man’s sworn spouse; set not thy sweet heart on proud 
array. Tom’s a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been? 

Edg. A scrving-man, proud in heart and mind ; that 
curled my hair ; wore gloves in my cap ; served the lust 
of my mistress’ heart, and did the act of darkness with 
her; swore as many oaths as I spake words, and broke 



them in the sweet face of heaven : one that slept in the 
contriving of lust^ and waked to do it: wine loved 1 
deeply, dioe dearly; and in woman out>paramoured the 
Turk: fa^ of hea:^ light of ear, bloody of hand; hog 
in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in mad- 
ness, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of shoes nor 
the rustling of silks betray thy poor heart to woman : 
keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 
thy pen from lenders’ books, and defy the foul fiend. 
Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind: 

Says suum, mun, ha, no, nonny. 

Dolphin my boy, my boy, sessa I let him trot by. 

[Shim ttill. 


Lear. Why, thou wert better in thy grave than to 
answer with thy uncovered body this extremity of the 
skiea Is man no more than this? Ckmsider him veil 
Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the 
sheep no wool, the cat no perfuma Ha! here’s three 
on’s are sophisticated! Thou art the thing itself: un- 
accommodated man is no more but such a poor, bare, 
forked animal as thou art Oif, off, you lendings ! come, 
unbutton here. [Tearing off his clothes. 

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, he contented; ’tis a naughty 
night to swim in. Now a little fire in a wild field were 
like an old lecher’s heart; a small spark, all the rest 
on’s body cold. Look, here comes a walking fire. 
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Enter Glovcesteb, xoith a torch. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet ; ho begins 
at curfew, and walks till the first cock; he gives the 
web and the pin,* squints the eye, and makes • 
the harelip ; mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor 
creature of earth. 

Saint Withold footed thrice the wold; 

He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold; 

Bid her alight. 

And her troth plight. 

And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee! 

Kent. How fares your grace? 

Lear. What's he? 

Kent. Who’s there ? What is’t you seek ? 

GUru. What are you there? Your names? 

Edg. Poor Tom; that eats the swimming frog, the 
toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water ; that in 
the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats 
cow-dung for sallets ; swallows the old rat and the ditch- 
dog ; drinks the green mantle of the standing pool ; who 
is whipped from tithing to tithing, and stock-punished, 
and imprisoned; who &th had three suits to his back, 
six shirts to his body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear ; 

But mice and rats, and such small deer. 

Have been Tom’s food for seven long year. 

Beware my follower. Peace, Smulkin ; peace, thou fiend I 
Oloxi. What, hath your grace no better company? 
Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman: Modo 
he’s call’d, and Mahu. 

Olont. Our flesh and hlood is grown so vile, my lord, 
That it doth hate what ^ts it 
Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. 

Gloa. Go in with me: my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters’ hard commands: 

Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 

And let thb tyrannous night take hold upon you. 

Yet have I ventured to come seek you out, 

And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lmr. First let me talk with this philosopher. 

What is the cause of thunder? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer ; go into the house. 
Lmr. I’ll talk a word with this same learned Theban. 
What is your study? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 
Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord; 

His wits begin to unsettle. 

Glou. Canst thou blame him ? [£^fom stiU. 

His daughters seek his death: ah, that good Kent! 

He said it would be thus, poor banMi’d man! 

Thou say’st the king grows mad; I’ll tell thee, friend, 

I am almost mad myself: I had a son. 

Now outlaw’d from my blood; he sought my life. 

But lately, very late : I loved him, friend : 

Ho father his eon dearer: truth to tell thee. 

The grief hath crazed my wita What a night’s this ! 

I do beseech your grace — 

Lear. 0, cry you mercy, sir. 

Noble philosopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom’s a-cold. 

Ouu. In, fellow, there, into the hovel : keep thee warm. 

Lear. Come, let’s in all 

Kent. This way, my lord. 

With him; 

I will keep still with my philosopher. 

Kent. Ciood my lord, soothe him ; let him take the fellow. 


GUm. Take him yon on. 

Kent. Sirrah, come on; go along with us. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian. 

Glou,. No words, no words: hush. 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came. 

His word was still — Fie, foh, and fum, 

I smell the blood of a British man. [Exeunt. 

Scene V.— Gloucesteb’s castle. 

Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 

Com. I will have my revenge ere 1 depart his house. 

Edm. How, my lord, I may be censured, that nature 
thus gives way to loyalty, something fears me to think of. 

Com. I now perceive, it was n<it altogether your 
brother’s evil disposition made him seek bis death ; but 
a provoking merit, set a-work by a reproveable badness 
in himself. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must i-ci)cnt 
to bo just ! This is the letter he spoke of, which approves 
him an intelligent party to the advantages of Irance. 0 
heavens ! that this treason were not, or not I the 
detector ! 

Com. Go with me to the duchess. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you have 
mighty business in hand. 

Com True or false, it hath made thee earl of Gloucester. 
Seek out where thy father is, that he may be ready for 
our apprehension. 

Edm. [Aeide!\ If I find him comforting the king, it 
will stuff his suspicion more fully. — I will persevere in 
my course of loyalty, though the conflict be soic between 
that and my blood. 

Com. I will lay trust upon thee; and thou slialt find 
a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt. 

Scene YI. — A chamber in a farmhouse adjoining the castle. 

Enter Gloucester, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar. ^ 

Glou. Here is better than the open air ; take it thank- 
fully. I will piece out the comfort with what addition 
I can : T will not be long from you. 

Kent. All the power of his wits have given way to 
his impatience: the gods reward your kindness! 

[Kait Gloiuester. 

Edg. Fiateretto calls me ; and tells me Nero is an angler 
in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and beware the 
foul fiend. 

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, tell me whether a madman ho 
a gentleman or a yeoman ? 

Lear. A king, a king! 

Fool. No, he’s a yeoman that has a gentleman to his 
son ; for he’s a mad yeoman that sees his son a gentleman 
before him. w 

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits 
Come hissing in upon ’em — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He’s mad that trusts in the tameness of a wolf, 
a horse’s health, a boy’s love, or a whore’s ontht 

Lear. It slioll be done; I will arraign them <straight 

f To Edgar.] Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ; 
To the FooL] Thou, sapient sit. sit here. Now,' you she 
foxes ! 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares I Waniest thou 
eyes at trial, madam? 

Come o’er the bourn, Bessy, to me — 

Foid. Her boat hath a leak, 

ilpd she must not speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 
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The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in tho voice of 
a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom’s belly for two 
white herring. Croak^ not, black angel , I have no food 
for thee. 

KeiU. How do you, sir? Stand you not so amazed: 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 

Lear. I’ll see their trial first. Bring in the evidence. 
[To Edgar] Thou robed man of justice, take thy 
place, 

[To the Fool.] And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity. 
Bench by his side : [To KenA.] you are o’ the commission. 
Sit you too. 

Edg Let us deal justly. 


Sleepest or wakest tlion, j'olly shepherd ? 

Thy sheep be in the com ; 

And lor one blast of thy minikin mouth. 

Thy sheep shall take no harm 

Pur! the cat is gray 

Lear Arraign her first ; ’tis Goncril I here take my 
oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked the poor 
king her father. 

Fool Come hither, mistress Is your name Gonenl? 
Lear. She cannot deny it 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a jointstool 



Lear. And here’s another, whose warp’d looks proclaim 
What store her heart is made on. Stop her there 1 
Arms, arms, sword, firol Corruption in the place! 

False justicer, why host thou let her ’scape ? 

Edg. Bless thy five wits! 

K^. 0 pity! Sir, where is the patience now. 

That you so oft have boasted to retam? 

Edg. [Aside.] My tears begin to take his part so 
much. 

They’ll mar my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogs and all, , , . 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see. they bark at me. 

£dg. Tom will throw his head at them. Avaunt^ you 
CUTS! 

TOL. II. 


Be thy mouth or black or white. 

Tooth that poisons if it bite : 

Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim. 

Hound or spaniel, brach or lym,' f wmowm* 
Or bobtail tike or trundle-tail, 

Tom will make them weep and wail: 

For, with throwing thus my head. 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do de, de, dc Sessa’^ Come, march to wakes and 
fairs and market-towns Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear Then let them anatomize Began ; see what breeds 
about her heart Is there any cause in nature that makes 
these hard hearts? [To Edgar] You, sir. 1 entertain for 

31 
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one of my hundred; only I do not like the fashion of 
your garments : you will say they are Persian attire ; but 
let them be changed. 

Ktat. Now, good my lord, lie here and rest awhile. 
Ltar. Make no noise, make no noise; draw the curtains : 
so, so, so. We’ll go to supper i* the morning. So, so, so. 
FooA. And I’ll go to ted at noon. 

Re-enter Gloucesteh. 

Glou. Come hither, friend : where is the king my 
master I 

Kent. Here, sir ; but trouble him not, his wits are gone. 
Glm. Good friend, I prithee, take him in thy arms; 
I have o’erheard a plot of death upon him : 

There is a litter ready; lay him in’t, 

And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master: 

If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life. 

With thine, and all that offer to defend him. 

Stand in assured loss : take up, take up ; 

And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 


Kent, Oppressed nature sleeps: 

This rest might yet have balm’d thy broken senses, 
Which, if convenience will not allow. 

Stand in hard cure. [To the Fool.'\ Come, help to bear 
thy master; 

Thou must not stay behind. 

Glon. Come, come, away; 

[Ejxmi all but Edgar. 

Edg. When we our tetters see bearing our woes. 

We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 

Who alone suffers suffers most i’ the mind, 

Leaving free things and happy shows behind: 

But then the mind much sufferance doth o’erskip, 

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 

How light and portable my pain seems now. 

When that which makes me tend makes the king bow, 
He childed as 1 father’d ! Tom, away ! 

Mark the high noises; and thyself bewray. 

When false opinion, whoso wrong thought defiles thee, 
In thy just proof, repeals and reconciles thee. 

What will hap more to-night, safe ’scape the king I 
Lurk, lurk. [Exit. 



Scene YI I. —Gloucester’s eaUde. 

Enter CORNWALL. BEGAN, Goneril, Edvund, and 
Servants. 

Com. Post speedily to my lord your husband; show 
him this letter : the army of Franco is landed. Seek out 
the villain Gloucester. [Exeunt some of the Servants. 

Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gen. Pluck out his eyes. 

Com. ^ve him to ray displeasure. Edmund, keep 
you our sister company: the revenges we are bound to 
take upon your traitorous father are not fit for your be* 
holding. Advise the duke, where you are going, to a most 
festinate prejMwation : we ore bound to the like. Our posts 
shall be swift and intelligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear 
sister: fanwell, my lord of Gloucester. 

Enter Oswald. 

How now! where’s the king? 

Osw. My lord of Gloucester hath convey’d him hence: 
Some five or six and thirty of his knights, 


Hot questrists after him, met him at gate; 

Who, with some other of the lords dependants. 

Are gone with him towards Dover; where they boast 
To have well-armed Mends. 

Com. Get horses for your mistress. 

Oon. Farewell, ,^wect lord, and sister. 

Com. Edmund, farewell. 

[Exeunt OonerU, Edmund, and Oswald. 
■ Go seek the traitor Gloucester, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before os. 

[Exeunt other Servants. 

Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice, yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who’s there? the’ traitor? 

Enter Gloucester, brought in by two or tlifu. 

Reg, Ingrateful fox! 'tis he. ' 

Com Bind fast his corky* arms. •»»«•<• 

Ohu. What mean your graces? Gtood my Mends, 
consider < 

You are my guests : do me no foul play. Mends. 
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Com. Bind him, I say. [ServaTUs bind him. 

Hard, hard. 0 filthy traitor I 
OUm. Unmerciful lady aa you arc, I’m none. 

Com. To this chsdr bind him. Villain, thou 
find — [R^an jduekt his beard. 

Clou. By the kind gods, tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the heal'd. 

Jt^. So white, and such a traitor! 

Clou. Naughty lady. 

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin. 

Will quicken, and accuse thee: 1 am your host: 

With robbers’ hands my hospitable favours 
You should not rulHu thus. What will you dol 
Com. Come, sir, what letters had you late from France? 
]t^. Bo simple answerer, for we know the truth. 
Com And what confederacy have you with the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 

Reg. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic king? 
Speak. 

Clou. I have a letter gucssingly set down. 

Which came from one that's of a neutral heart. 

And not from one opposed. 

Com Cunning. 

Reg. And false. 

Com. Where hast thou sent the king? 

Olou. To Dover. 

Reg. AVIierefore to Dover? Wast thou not charged 
at peril — 

Com Wherefore to Dover ? Let him first answer that. 
Clou. I am tied to the stake, and 1 must stand the 
course. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover, sir? 

Glou. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sister 
lu his anointed flesh stick boarisU fuugs. 

The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In hell-black night endured, would have buoy’d up. 

And quench’d the stellcd fires: 

Yet, poor old heart, ho holp the heavens to rain. 

If wolves had at thy gate howl’d that stern time. 

Thou shouldst have said, ’Good porter, turn the key,’ 
All cruels else subscribed: but I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 

Corn. Soe’t shalt thou never. Fellows, hold the choir. 
Upon these eyes of thine I’ll set my foot. 

Glou. He that will think to live till he be old. 

Give me some help! 0 cruel! 0 you gods! 

Reg. One side \vill mock another; the other too. 


Com. If you see vengeance, — 

First Serv. Hold your hand, my lord: 

1 have served you ever since I was a child ; 

But better service have I never done you 
Than now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dog! 

First Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin. 
I’d shake it on this quarrel. What do you mean? 

Com. My villain! draw and fight. 

First Serv. Nay, then, come on, and take the chance 
of anger. 

Reg. Give me thy sword. A peasant stand up thus! 

[Taka a sword, and runs at him behind. 
First Serv. O, I am slain! My lord, you have one 
eye left 

To see some mischief on him. 0! [Dies. 

Com. Lest it see more, prevent it Out, vile jelly ! 
Where is thy lustre now? 

Glou. AU dark and comfoitless. Where’s my son 
Edmund ? 

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 

To quit this horrid act 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain! 

Tliou call’st on him that hates thee: it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us; 

Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glou. 0 my follies! then Edgar was abused. 

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him! 

Reg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. [ExU one with Gloucester^ How is’t, 
my lord? how look you? 

Com. I h.ave received a hurt: follow me, lady. 

Turn out that eyeless villain; throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. Regan, I bleed apace: 

Untimely comes this hurt: give me your arm. 

[Exit Cornwall, led bg Regan. 
Sec. Serv. I’ll never care what wickedness I do. 

If this man come to good. 

Third Serv. If she live long. 

And in the end meet the old course of death. 

Women will all turn monsters. 

Sec. Serv. Let’s follow the old carl, and get the Bedlam 
! To leod him where he would: his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

Third Serv. Go thou: I’ll fetch some flax and whites 
of eggs 

To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven hclj) him ! 

[Exeuni severally. 





SCENi! I . — The heath. 


JEnUr Edgar. 

3Ig. Yet better thus, and known to be contemn’d, 
Than still contemn’d and flatter’d. To bo worst, 

The lowest and most dejected thing of fortune. 

Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear : 

The lamentable change is from the best; 

’The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then. 

Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace! 

The wretch that thou hast blown unto the worst 
Owes nothing to thy blasts. But who comes here? 

Enter GLOUCESTER, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led 1 World, world, 0 world! 

But that thy stisnm mutations make us hate thee. 

Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. 0, my good lord, I have been your tenant, 
and your father’s tenant, these fourscore years. 

Oim, Away, get thee away; good fnend, be gone; 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all; 

Thee th^ may hurt 

(Ed Man. Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 

Glcu. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes; 

I stumbled when I saw: full oft ’tis seen, 

Our means secure us, and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities, 0 dear son Edgar, 

The food of thy abused father's wrath! 

Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
lid say I had eyes again! 

(Hd Man. How now! Who’s there? 

Edg. [Aeide.'] 0 gods! Who is’t can say, ‘I am at 
the worst’? 

I am worse than e’er I waa 
Old Man. ’Tis poor mad Tom. 

JMg. [Aside.] And worse I may be yet: the worst 
u not 

So long as we can say, 'This is the worst' 


Old Man. Fellow, where goest? 

Glou. Is it a beggar-man? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. 

Glou. He has some reason, else he could not beg. 
r the last night’s storm I such a fellow saw; 

Which made me think a man a worm: my son 
Game then into my mind; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him; I have heard more 
since. 

As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods. 

They kill us for their sport. 

Edg. [Aside.] How should this be? 

Bad is the trade that must play fool to sorrow, 
Angering itself and others. — Bless thee, master! 

Glou. Is that the naked fellow? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glou. Then, prithee, get thee gone: if, for my sake, 
Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 
r the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love ; 

And bring some covering for this naked soul. 

Who I’ll entreat to lead mo. 

Old Man. « Alack, sir, he is mad. 

Glou. ’Tis the times’ plague, when madmen lead the 
blind. 

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleosure; 

Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I’ll bnng him the best 'parel thnt I have. 
Come on’t what will [Exit. 

Glou. Sirrah, naked fellow— 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. [Aaide.] I cannot daub it 
twher. 

Glou. Come hither, fellow, 

Edg. [Aatda] And yet I must. — ^Bless thy iweet eyes; 
they bleed. 

Glou. Enow'st thou the way to Dover? 

Edg. B^ stile and gate, horse-way and foot-path. 
Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good wits : mess 
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thee, good man’s son, from the foul fiend! five fiends 
have been in poor Tom at once ; of lust, as Obidicut; 
Hobbididance, prince of dumbness; Mahu, of stealing; 
Modo, of murder ; Hibbertigibbot, of mopping and 
mowing, who since possesses chambermaids and waiting- 
women. So, bless thee, master! 

Glou, Here, take this purse, thou whom the heavens* 
plagues 

Have humbled to all strokes: that I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier : heavens, deal so still 1 
Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man, 

That slaves your ordinance, that will not sec 
Because he noth not feel, feel your power quickly ; 

So distribution should undo excess. 

And each man have enough. I)ost thou know Dover ? 
Edg, Ay, master. 

Qlou, Tlicre is a cliff, w^hosc high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 

Bring me but to the very brim of it. 

And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear 
With something rich about me: from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm: 

Poor Tom shall lead thco. [Exeunt. 

Scene ll.— Before the Duke of Albany’s palace. 

Enter GoNEBiL and Edmund. 

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel our mild husband 
Not met us on the way. 

Enter Oswald. 

Now, where’s your master? 

Osw. Madam, within ; but never man so changed. 

I told him of the army that was landed; 

He smiled at it : I told him you were coming ; 

His answer was, 'The worse:* of Gloucester’s treachery. 
And of the loyal service of his son, 

Wlicn I inform’d him, then he call’d me sot, 

And told me I had turn’d the wrong side out: 

What most he should dislike seems pleasant to him ; 
What like, offensive, 

Gon. [To Edm.'\ Then shall you go no further. 

It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 

That dares not undertake: he’ll not feel wrongs 
Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes on the way 
May provo effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother; 
Hasten his musters and conduct his powers : 

1 must change arms at home, and give the distafl' 

Into my husband’s hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear, 

If you dare venture in your own behalf, 

A mistress’s command. Wear this; spare speech; 

[Giving a favour. 

Decline your head: this kiss, if it durst speak, 

Would stretch thy spirits up into the air : 

(Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon, My most dear Gloucester! 

[Exit Edmund. 

0, the difference of man and man! 

To thee a woman’s services are due! 

My fool usurps my body. 

Osu). Madam, here comes my lord. 

[Exit. 

Enter the Duke of Albany. 

Gon. I have been worth the whistle. 

Alb. 0 Goneril I 


You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. I fear your disposition : 

That nature, which contemns its origin. 

Cannot be border’d certain in itself; 

She that herself will sliver and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither 
And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile: 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done ? 
Tigers, not daughters, -what have you perform’d? 

A father, and a gracious aged man. 

Whose reverence even the head-lugg’d bear would lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have you madded. 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it ? 

A man, a prince, by him so benefited! 

If that the lieavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences. 

It will come. 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself. 

Like monsters of the deep. 

Gon. Milk-liver’d man ! 

That bear’st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs; 

Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering; that not know’st 
Fools do those villains pity who are punish’d 
Ere they have done their mischief. Whore’s thy drum ? 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land; 

With plumed helm thy state begins to threat; 

Whiles thou, a moral fool, sit’st still, and cricst 
‘ Alack, why does he so ? ’ 

Alb. Sec thyself, devil! 

Proper defonnity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman. 

Gon. 0 vain fool! 

Alb. Thou changed and self-cover’J thing, for shame, 
Be-monster not thy feature. Were’t my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood, 

They are apt enough to dislocate aud tear 
Thy flesh and bones: howe’er thou art a fiend, 

A woman’s shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your manhood now — 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alb. What news? 

Mess. 0, iny good lord, the Duke of Cornwall’s dead : 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloucester. 

Alb. Gloucester’s eyes! 

Mess. A servant that he bred, tlirill’d with remorse. 
Opposed against the act, bending liis sword 
To his great master: who, thereat enraged, 

Flew on him, and amongst them fell’d him dead; 

But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck’d him after. 

Alb. This shows you are above, 

You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge! But, 0 poor Gloucester! 

Lost he his other eye? 

Mess. Both, botli, my lord. 

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer; 

’Tis from your sister. 

Gon. [Aside. 1 One way I like this well ; 

But being wdow, and my Gloucester with her, 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life: another way, 

The news is not so tart. — I’ll read, and answer. [Exit. 
Alb. Wlicre was his son when they did take his eyes ? 
Mess. Come with my lady hither. 
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Alh. He is uob here. 

Mess. No, my good lord; 1 met him back again. 
A^. Knows he the wickedness > 

Mess. Ay, my good lord; ’twas ho inform'd against 
him; 

And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

AU>. Gloucester, I live 

To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the king. 

And to revenge thine eyes. Como hither, friend : 

Tell me what more thou know'st [Exsv/nl. 


Scene III. — The French camp near Dover. 

Enter Kent and a Gentleman. 

Eeni. Why the King of France is so suddenly gone 
back know you the reason? 

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the state, which 
since his coming forth is thought of; which imports to 
the kingdom so much fear and danger, that his personal 
return was most required and necessary. 

Eent. Who hath he left behind him general ? 



Gent. The Marshal of France, Monsieur La Far. 

£ent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any de- 
monstration of grief? 

Gent. Ay, sir; she took them, read them in my presence; 
And now and then an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek: it seem'd she was a queen 
Over her passion; who, most rebel-like. 

Sought to be king o'er her. 

Jient. 0, then it moved her. 

Gent. Not to a rage; patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express W goodliest You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once: her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : those happy smilets. 

That play'd on her riM lip, seem’d not to know 
What guests were in ner eyes; which parted thenc^ 
As pearls firom diamonds dropp’d. In brief. 

Sorrow would be a rarity most beloved. 

If all could so become it 


Xent. blade she no verbal question ? 

Gent. ’Faith, once or twice she heaved the name of 
‘ father ’ ^ 

Pantingly forth, as if it press'd her heart; 

Cried ' Sisters 1 sisters I Shame of ladies I sisters I 
Kent I father I sisters t What, i' the storm ? i' the night ? 
Let pitv not be bdieved!’ There she shook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes. 

And clamour moisten’d: then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Xent. It is the stars. 

The stars above us, govern our conditions; 

Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not wim her since? 
Gent. No. 

Xent. Was this before the king return’d 1 

Gent. No, sinoe. 

Xent. Watt, sir, the poor distressed Lear’s i' the town; 
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Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see hia daughter. 

Qtnt. ^ *’ Why, good sir ? 

Kt/nt, A sovereign shame so elbows him : his own 
unkindness. 

That stripp'd her firom his benediction, turn’d her 
To foreiOT casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

GetU. ^ Alack, poor gentleman! 

Ktfnt. Of Albany's and Cornwall’s powers you heard > 
not ? 

OeMt. 'Tis so, they are afoot 
Ke>U. Well, sir. I’ll bring you to our master T,ear, 
And leave you to attend him: some dear cause 
Will in concealment wrap mo up awhile; 

When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with raa [Exeunt 

Scene IV. — The name. A tent. 

ErUer, with drum and colourt, Cordelia, Doctor, and 
Soldiers. 

Cor. Alack, ’tis he : why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex’d sea; singing aloud; 

Crown’d with rank fiimiter and furrow-weeds. 

With bur-docks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers. 

Darnel, and uH the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining corn. A century send forth ; 

Search every aero in the high-grown field. 

And bring him to our eye. [ExU an Officer ] What can 
man’s wisdom 

In the restoring his bereaved sense? 

He that helps him take all my outward worth. 

Doct. There is means, madam: 

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose, 

The which he lacks; that to provoke in him. 

Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All blest secrets, 

All you unpublish’d virtues of the earth. 

Spring with my tears ! be aidant and remediate 
In the good man’s distress! Seek, seek for him; 

Lest his ungovem’d rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mesa. News, madam; 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. ’Tis known before; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. 0 dear father. 

It is thy business that I go about; 

Therefore great France 

My mourning and important* tears hath pitied, 'f"***"^ 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our aged father’s right; 

Soon may I hear and see him ! [Exeunt. 

Scene V.— Gloucester’s easUe. 

Enter Began and Oswald. 

Jteg. But are my brother’s powers set forth? 

Oew. Ay, madam. 

Beg. Himself in person there? 

Oew. Madam, with much ado : 

Tour sister is the better soldier. 


Beg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at home ? 
Osw. No, madam. 

Beg. What might import my sister’s letter to him ? 
Osw. I know not, lady. 

Beg. 'Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 

It was g^t ignorance, Gloucester’s eyes being out. 

To let him live : where he arrives he moves 
All hearts against us: Edmund, I think, is gone, 

In pity of his misery, to dispateh 
His nighted life; moreover, to descry 
The strength o’ the enemy. 

Osw. I must needs after him, madam, with my letter. 
Beg. Our troops set forth to-morrow: stay with us; 
The ways are dangerous. 

Osw. I may not, madam: 

My lady charged my duty in this business. 

Beg. Wliy should she write to Edmund ? Might not 
you 

Transport her purposes by word? Belike, 

Something — 1 know not what: I’ll love thee much. 

Let me unseal the letter. 

Osw. Madam, I had rather — 

Beg. I know your lady does not love her husband; 

I am sure of that: and at her late being here 
She gave strange oeillades and most speaking looks 
To noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosom. 

Osw. I, madam? 

Beg. I speak in understanding; you are, I know’t: 
Therefore I do advise you, take this note: 

My lord is dead; Edmund and I have talk’d; 

And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your lady’s: you may gather more. 

If you do find him, pray you, give him this: 

And when your mistress hears thus much from you, 

1 pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 

So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor. 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Osw. Would I could meet him, madam ! 1 should show 
What party I do follow. 

Beg. Fare thee well [Exeunt 

Scene VI. — Fields near Dover. 

Elder Gloucester, and Edgar dressed like a peasant. 

Olott. When shall we come to the top of that same 
hm? 

Edg. You do climb up it now : look, bow we labour. 
Olou. Methinks the ground is even. 

Edg. Horrible steep. 

Hark, do you bear the sea? 

Glou. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then, your other senses grow imperfect 
By your eyes’ anguish. 

Cflou. So may it be, indeed: 

Methinks thy voice is alter’d; and thou speak’st 
In better phrase and matter than thou didst. 

Edg. You’re much deceived : in nothing am I changed 
But in my garments. 

Olou. Methinks you’re better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir ; here’s the place : stand still. How 
fearful 

And dizsy ’tis, to cast one’s eyes so low! 

The crows and choughs that wing the midway air 
Show scarce so gross as beetles: half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire, dreadful trade! 
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head: 

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach. 

Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoring bark. 
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Diminish’d to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight: the munnuring surge, 

That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes. 

Cannot bi'. heard so high. I’ll look no more; 

Ix‘st my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 

Olmi. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your hand : you are now within a foot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would 1 not leap upright. 

Glm. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, 's another purse : in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man’s taking: fairies and gods 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou farther off ; 

Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. 

Olmt. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair 
Is done to cure it. 

Glom. O you mighty gods! 

This world 1 do renounce, and, in your sights. 

Shake patiently my great affliction off: 

If 1 could bear it longer, and not fall 
To qiiarrcl with your peat opposeless wills, 

My snuff and loathed part of nature should 
Burn itself out If Edgar live, 0, bless him ! 

Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He falls forward. 

E^. Gone, sir: farcwclL 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the Ihcfl.: had he been where he thought. 

By this, had thought been past Alive or dead ? 

Ho, you sir ! friend ! Hear you, sir ! speak ! 

Tims might he pass indued : yet he revives. 

What are you, sir? 

Glcni. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Iladat thou been aught but gossamer, feathers, 
air. 

So many fathom down precipitating, 

Thou’dst shiver’d like an egg : but tliou dost breathe ; 
Hast heavy substance ; blued’st nut ; speak’st ; art sound. 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell: 

Thy life’s a miracle. Speak yet again. 

Glov,. But have I fall’n, or no? 

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky bourn.* 
Look up a-height ; the shrill-gorged lark so far ‘ 

Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up. 

Glou. Alack, I have no eyes. 

Is wretchedness deprived that benofit. 

To end itself by death ? ’Twas yet some comfort. 

When misery could b^uile the tyrant’s rage. 

And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg. Give me your arm: 

Up : so. How is’t ? Feel you your legs ? You stand. 
Glon. Too well, too well 

Edg. This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o’ the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted liom you? 

GUnt. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought his eyes 
Were two full moons; he had a thousand noses, 

Homs whelk’d and waved like the enridged sea: 

It was some fiend ; therefore, thou happy father. 

Think that the clearest gods, who make them honours 
Of men’s impossibilities, have preserved thee. 

Glou. I do remember now: henceforth I’ll bear 
Affliction till it do cry out itself 
Enough, enough,’ and die. Tlmt thing you speak of, 


I took it for a man; often 'twould say 
'The fiend, the fiend:’ he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. But who comes 
here ? 

Enter Lgar, fantastically dressed with wild flowers. 

The safer sense will ne’er accommodate 
Ills master thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining; I am 
the king himself. 

Edg. 0 thou side-piercing sight I 
Lear. Nature’s above art in that respect. There’s 
your press-money. That fellow handles his bow like a 
crow-keeper: draw me a clothier’s yard. Look, look, a 
mouse I Peace, peace ; this piece of toasted cheese will 
do’t. There’s my gauntlet; I’ll prove it on a giant. 
Bring up the brown bills. O, well flown, bird ! i' the 
clout, i’ the clout:* hewghi Give the word. •»»«•»«/•. 
Edg. Sweet maijoram. 

Lear. Pass. 

Glou. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha' Gonoril, with a white beard ! They flat- 
tered me like a dog; and told me I had white hairs in 
my beard ere the black ones were there. To say ‘ay’ 
and ‘no’ to every thing that I said! — ‘Ay’ and ‘no’ 
too was no good divinity. When the rain came to wet 
me once, and the wind to make me chatter; when the 
thunder would not peace at my bidding ; there I found 
’em, there I smelt ’em out. Go to, they are not men 
o’ their words: they told me I was every thing; 'tis a 
lie, I am not ague-proof. 

Glou. The trick of that voice I do well remember : 
Is't not the king? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king: 

When I do stare, see how tlie subject quakes. 

I pardon that man’s life. What was thy cause? 
Adultery ? 

Thou shall not die: die for adultery! No: 

The wren goes to’t, aud the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 

Let copulation thrive; 'for Gloucester’s bastard son 
Was kinder to his father than my daughters 
Got ’tween the lawful sheets 
'fo’t, luxury, pell-mell! for I lack soldiers. 

Behold yond simpering dame. 

Whose face between her forks presages snow ; 

That minces* virtue, and does shake the head 
To hear of pleasure’s name ; * 

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to’t 
With a more riotous appetite. 

Down from the waist they are Centaurs, 

Though women all above : 

But to the girdle do the gods inherit. 

Beneath is aU the fiends’; 

Tliere’s hell, there’s darkness, there's the sulphurous pit. 
Burning, scalding, stench, consumption ; fie, fie, fie I pah, 
pah! Give roc an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to 
sweeten my imagination: there’s money for thoe. 

Glow. 0, let mo kiss that hand! . 

Lear. Let me wipe it first; it smells of moftality. 
Glou. 0 ruin'd piece of nature! This great world 
Shall so wear out to nought. Dost thou know me ? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost 
thou squiny at me? No, do thy worsts blind Cupid; 
I’ll not love. Bead thou this chwenge; mark but the 
penning of it. 

Glou. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one, 
Edg, I wofild not take this from report; it is, 

And my heart breaks at it. 
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Ltar. Bead. 

0\m. What^ with ttie case of eyes ? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me » No eyes in 
your head, nor no mency in your purse? Your eyes 
are in a heavy case, your purse in a light: yet you see 
how this world goes. 

Olou. I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad? A man may see how this 
world goes with no eyes. Look with thine ears : see 
how yond justice rails upon yond simple thief. Hark, 
in thine ear: change places; and, handy-dandy, which 
is the justice, which is the thief? Thou hast seen a 
farmer’s dog bark at a beggar? 


Glou. Ay, sir 

Lear. Aud the creature run from the cur? Tliere 
thou mightst liehold the great image of authority : a 
dog’s obeyed in oifice 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand! 

Why dust thou lash that whore? Strip thine own back; 
Thou hotly lust’st to use her in that kind 
For which thou whipp’st her. The usurer hangs the 
cozener. 

Through tatter’d clothes small vices do appear; 

Robes and furr’d gowns hide all. Plate sin with gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtlcss breaks; 

Arm it m rags, a pigmy’s straw does pierce it 



None does offend, none, I say, none; I'll able* 'em; 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power ««“>**?• 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes; 

And, like a scurvy politician, seem 

To see the things thou dost not. Now, now, now, now: 

Pull off my boots : harder, harder : so. 

Bdg. 0, matter and impertinenoy mix’d ! 

Reason in madness! 

Xear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough; thy name is Gloucester: 
Thou must be patient; we came crying hither: 

Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air, 

We wawl and cry. I will preach to thee: mark. 

TOLU 


Gl<m. Alack, alack the day: 

Lear. \Vhen we are bom, we cry that we are come 
To this great stage of fools : this’ a good block ; 

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt: I’ll put’t in proof: 

And when I have stol’n upon these sons-in-law. 

Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill ! 

E-nier a Gentleman, vfith Attendants 

Gent. 0, here he is: lay hand upon him. Sir, 
Your most dear daughter — 

Lear. No rescue ? What, a prisoner ? 1 am even 

The natural fool of fortune. Use me well; 

32 
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Tou shall have ransom. Let me have surgeons; 

I am cut to the brains. 

Omt. You shall have any thing. 

Liar. No seconds? all myself? 

Why, this would make a man a man of salt. 

To use his eyes for garden water-pots. 

Ay, and lapng autumn’s dust 
QenL Good sir— 

Ltar. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom. What! 

I will be jovial: come, come; I am a king. 

My masters, know you that 
Omt. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Ltar. Then there’s life in’t Nay, if you get it, you 
shall get it with running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

[Exit running; Attendants /ollmo. 
Oent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch. 
Past speaking of in a king! Thou hast one daughter. 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg, Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you: what’s your will? 

Edg. Do you hear aught sir, of a battle toward? 
Gent. Most sure and vul^r: every one hears that 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But by your favour. 

How near’s the other army? 

Gent. Near and on sp^y foot; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought 
Edg. 1 thank yon, sir: that’s all. 

Gent. Though that the queen on special cause is here. 
Her army is moved on. 

Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Oent. 

Olou. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from me ; 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Big. Well pray you, father. 

Glou. Now, good sir, what are you? 

Edg. A most ixwr man, made tame to fortune’s blows; 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows, 

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand. 

I’ll lead you to some biding. 

Gbu. Hearty thanks: 

The bounty and the benison of heaven 
To boot, and boot! 

Enter OSWALD. 

Om. A proclaim’d prize I Most happy ! 

That eyeless head of thine was first fimmed flesh 
To raise my fortunes. Thou old unhappy traitor. 

Briefly thyself remember: the sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Olou. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to’t. [Edgar interpoeee. 

Osw. Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Darest thou support a publish’d traitor? Hence; 

Lest that the infection of his fortune take 
like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vurther ’casion. 
Omo. Let m, slave, or thou diestt 
Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait^ and let poor volk 
pasa Au chud ha’ bin swaggered out of my life, ’twould 
not ha’ bin zo long as ’tis by a vortnight Nay, come 
not near th’ old man ; keep out, che vor ye, or iae try 
whether your costard or my hallow* be the harder: ***** 
chill be plain with you. 

(huf. Ou^ dunghill I 

E(fy. Chill pick your teeth, zir: oome; no matter vor 
your foins.' ennut. 

[They fight and Edgar knodkt him down. 


[Act IV. 

Osw. Slave, thou hast slain me: villain, take my purse: 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body; 

And mve the letters which thou find’st about me 
To Edmund, earl of Gloucester; seek him out 
Upon the British party : O, untimely death ! [Dies. 

Edg. I know thee well: a serviceable villain: 

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress 
As badness would desire. 

Olou. What, is he dead? 

Edg. Sit you down, father; rest you. 

Let’s see these pockets: tlie letters that he speaks of 
May be my friends. He’s dead ; I am only sorry 
He had no other death ’s-man. Let us see: 

Leave, gentle wax; and, manners, blame us not: 

To know our enemies’ minds, we’ld rip their hearts ; 
Their papers, is more lawful. 

[Beads.^ 'Let our reciprocal vows be remembered. 
You have many opportunities to cut him off : if your 
will want not, time and place will be fhiitfully offered. 
There is nothing done, if he return the conqueror: then 
am I the prisoner, and his bed my gaol; from the loathed 
warmth whereof deliver me, and supply the place for 
your labour. 

‘Your — wife, so I would say — 

'Affectionate servant, 

' Goneril.’ 

0 undistinguish’d space of woman’s will! 

A plot upon her virtuous husband’s life; 

And the exchange my brother! Here, in the sands. 
Thee I’ll rake up, the post unsanctified 
Of murderous lechers: and in the mature time 
With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the death-practised duke: for him ’tis well 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 

GUm. The king is mad : how stiff is my vile sense. 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows! Better I were distract: 

So should my thoughts be sever’d from my griefs, ^ 
And woes by wrong imaginations lose 
The knowledge of wemsdves. 

Edg. Give me your hand : 

[Drum afar off. 

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum : 

Come, father. I’ll bestow you with a friend. [Exeunt. 

SCKHB VII. — A tent in the French, camp. Lear on a 
bed oAeep, soft musie playing; Gentlemen, and others 
attending. 

Enter Cordeua, Kent, and Doctor. 

Cor. 0 thou good Kent, how shall I live and work, 
To match thy goodness? My life will be too short. 
And every measuse fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowledged, madam, is o’erpaid. 

All my reports go with the modest truth ; 

Nor more nor clipp’d, but so. 

Cor. Be better suited:. 

These weeds are memories of those worser houia: 

1 prithee, put them off. 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madaA ; 

Yet to bo known shortens my made intent :* * ***•• 

Mv boon I make it^ that you know me not > 

Tul time and I think meet 
Cor. Then be’t so^ my good lord. [To the Doetcr^ 
How does the king? 

Doct. Madam, sleeps still 
Cor. 0 yuu Idnd gods, 

Cure this mat breach in bis abused nature! 
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Act IV.] 


The untuned and jarring senses, 0, wind up 
Of this child-changed father I 

Doet. So please your majesty 

Tliat wo may wake the king: he hath slept lon<». 

Cor. Be governed by your knowledge, and pioceed 
r the sway of your own will. Is he array'd ? 

Cent. Ay, madam j in the heaviness of his sleep 
Wo put fresh garments on him. 

Boct. Be by, good madam, when we do awake him; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

Boct. Please you, draw near. Louder the music there ! 

Cor. 0 my dear father! Restoration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made! 

Kent. Kind and dear princess I 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white flakes 
Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face 
To be opposed against the warring winds? 


To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 

In the most terrible and nimble stroke 

Of quick, cross lightning ? to watch — poor perdu ! — 

With this thin helm ? Mine enemy’s dog. 

Though he had bit me, should have stood that night 
Again.st my fire; and wast thou fain, poor father. 

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn. 

In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack ! 

'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. lie wakes; speak to him, 

Boct. Madam, do you; 'tis fittest. 

Cor. ^ How does my royal lord i How fares your 
majesty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o’ the grave; 
Thou art a soul in bliss; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
1)0 scald like molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. You are a spirit, I know: when did you die* 
Cor. Still, still, far wide! 



Boct. He’s scarce awake: let him alone awhile. 

Lear. Where have I been ? Where am I ? Fair 
daylight ? 

I am mistily abused. I should e’en die with pity, 

To see another thus. I know not what *0 say. 

I will not swear these are my hands: lets see; 

I feel this i>in prick. Would I were assured 
Of my condition! 

Cor. 0, look upon me, sir. 

And hold your hands in benediction o’er me: 

No, sir, you must not kneel 
Lear. Prayi do not mock me: 

1 am a very foolish fond old man. 

Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor less; 

And, to deal plainly, 

I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 

Methinks I should know you, and know this man; 

Yet I am doubtful; for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments; nor I know not 


Where I did lodge last night Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet? yes, 'faith. 1 pray, weep 
not ; 

If you have poison for me, I will drink it 
I know you do not love me; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong: 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no causa 

Lear. Am I in France? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Boct. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage, 
You see, is 1^’d in him: and yet it is danger 
To make him even o’er the time he has lost 
Desire him to go in; trouble him no more 
Till further settling. 

Cor. Will’t please your highness walk? 
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[Act V. 


Lear. You must bear with me: 

Fray you now, forget and forgive: I am old and foolish. 

[Exeunt all but Ktfnt and Gentleman. 
Gent. Holds it true, sir, that the Duke of Cornwall 
was so slain? 

Kent. Most certain, sir. 

Gent. Who is conductor of his people ? 

Kent. As ’tis said, the bastard son of Gloucester. 


Gent. They say Edgar, his banished son, is with the 
Earl of Kent in Germany. 

Kent. Beport is changeable. Tis time to look about; 
the powers of the kingdom ap|>roach apace. 

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be bloody. Fare 
you well, sir. 

KetU. My point and period will be throughly wrought. 
Or well or ill, as tliis day's battle's fought [Exit. 



ACT V. 


ScENK I. — 77u British amp, near Dover. 


Enter, with drum and colours, EnMUND, Reoan. Gentle- 
men, and Soldiers. 

Sdm. Know of the duke if his last purpose hold, 

Or whether since he is advised by aught 
To change the course: he’s full of alteration 
And self-reproving: bring his constant pleasure. 

[To a Gentleman, who goes out. 
Beg. Our sister’s man is certainly miscarried. 

Edm. Tis to be doubted, madam. 

Beg. Now, sweet lord. 

You know the goodness I intend upon you ; 

Tell me — ^but truly — but then speak the truth. 

Do you not love my sister? 
jSstn. In honour'd lov& 

B^. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the forfended place? 

Edm. That thought abuses you 

Beg. I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And bosom’d with her, as fiii as we call hers. 

^m. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Beg. I never shall endure her: dear my lord. 

Be not fomiliar with her. 

JSdm. Fear me not: 

She and the duke her husband ! 

Elder, with drum and colours, Albant, Oonebil, and 

Soldiers. 

Gon. [Aside^ I had rather lose the battle than that 
sister 

Should loosen him and me 


AU>. Our very loving sister, well be- met. 

Sir, this 1 hear; the king is come to his daughter, 
With others whom the rigour of our state 
Forced to cry out. WKcre I Could not be honest, 

I never yet was valiant: for this business. 

It toucheth us, as France invades our land. 

Not bolds the king, with others, whom, I fear. 

Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly. 

Beg. Wby is this reason’d? 

Gon Combine together 'gainst the enemy; 

For these domestic and particular brawls 
Are not the question here. 

Alh. Let’s then determine 

With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 

Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent 

Beg. Sister, youll go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

Beg, Tis most convenient; prav you, m with ua 

Gon. [Aside.] 0, ho, I know the riddla — I trill ga 

As they are going out, enter Eooar disguised. 

Edg. If e’er your grace had speech with man |o poor. 
Hear me one word. 

Alh. I’ll overtake you. Speak. ] 

[Beeunt all but Albany^ and" Edgar. 

Edg. Before ]rou nght the battle, ope this letW. 

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem, 

I can produce^ a champion that will prove 
What u avouched there. If you miscarry. 
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Act V.] 


Your businesa of the world hath so an end. 

And machiuatioa ceases, fortune love you! 

Alb. Stay till I have read the letter. 

Alrfy. ' I was forbid it. 

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry, 

And I’ll appear again. 

Alb. Way, five thee well : I will o'erlook thy paper. 

[Exii JSdgar. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm. The enemy’s in view ; draw up your powers. 
Here is the guess of their true strength and forces 


By diligent discovery ; but your haste 
Is now urged on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time. [ExU. 

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn luy love; 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Wliich of them shdl I take? 

Both? one? or neither? Neither can be enjoy’d. 

If both remain alive: to take the widow 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril; 

And hardly shall I carry out my side,* • M«r wt mr fw 

Her husband being alive. Now then we’ll use 
His countenance for the battle ; which being done, 

Let her who would bo rid of him devise 



His speedy taking off. As for the merc;^ 

Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 

The battle done, «nd they within our power. 

Shall never see his pardon ; for my state 

Stands on me to demd, not to debate. [Exit. 


For your good host; pray that the right may thrive: 

If ever I return to you again. 

I’ll bring you comfort 
OUm. Grace go with you, sir! 

[Exit Edgar. 


SCENS VI . — A field between the two camps. 

Ala/nun within. Enter, wUh drum and ebUwrs, Lean, 
Cordelia, amd Soldiers, cmer the etage; and exeunt 

Enter Edqab and Gloucester. 

Edg. Here, fiither, take the shadow of this tree 


Alarum and retreat within. Re-enter Edoar. 

Edg. Away, old man ; give me thy hand ; away I 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta’en: 

Give me thy hand; come on. 

Olou. No farther, sir; a man may rot even here 
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again ? Men must endure 
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Their going hence, even as their coming hither: 
Bipeness is all: come on. 

Glou. And that’s true too. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — Tlie British camp near Dover. 

Enter, in conquest, with drum and colours, Khmukd; Lear 
and Cordelia, prisoners ; Captain, Suliliers, £c. 

Edm. Sonic oihcers take them away: good guard. 
Until their gi-eator pleasures iir:»t be known 
That arc to censure them. 

Cor. We are nut the first 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr’d the worst. 

For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down; 

Myself could else out'l'rawn false fortune’s fruwn. 

Shall we not sec these daughters and these sisters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let’s away to prison : 
We two alone will sing like birds i’ the cage: 

When thou dost ask me blessing. I’ll kneel down. 

And ask of thee forgiveness : so we’ll live, 


And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 

Talk of court news ; and we’ll talk with tliem tuo, 

Who loses and who wins; who’s in, who’s out; 

And take upou’s the mystery of lliinp, 

As if we were God’s spies : and we’ll wear ouk 
In a wall’d prison, packs and sects of great ones, 

That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Coulelia, 

The gods themselves throw incense. Have I caught thee 7 
He tliat parts us shall bring a brand from heaven. 

And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe thine eyes; 

The gou jeers* shall devour them, flesh and fell, 

Ere they shall make us weep : we’ll see ’em starve first 
Come. [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded. 

Edm. Come hither, captain; hark. 

Take thou this note [giving a paper']-, go follow them 
to prison: 

One step I have advanced thee; if thou dost 



As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes: know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is: to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sword : thy great eroplo^ent 
Win not bear question ; either say thonTt do’t^ 

Or thrive by other means. 

Capt. I’ll do’t, my lord. 

Edm. About it ; and write happy when thou hast done. 
Mark, I say, instantly; and carry it so 
As I have set it down. 

Capt. 1 cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats; 

If it be man’s work, I’ll do’t. [Exit. 

Flourieh. Enter Albany, Goneril, Seoah, ancHher Cap- 
tain, and Soldiers. 

AU>. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant strain. 
And fortune led you well: you have the captives 
That were the opposites of this day’s strife: 

We do require them of you, so to use them 


As we shall find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable king 
To some retention *and appointed gua^ ; 

Whose age has charms in it, whoso title mure, 

To pluck the common liosom on his side. 

And turn our impress’d lances in our eyes, 

Which do command them. With him I sent the queen ; 
My reason all the same; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this tidie 
We sweat and bleed; the friend hath lost his ^iend; 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are cursed 
By those that feel their sharpness : 

The question of Cordelia and her &thet 
Requires a fitter place. 

Alb. Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you bjut a subject of this war. 

Not as a brother. 
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That's 08 we list to grace him. 
Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded. 

Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers; 

Bore the commission of my place and person ; 

The which immediacy may well stand up, 

And call itself your brother. 

Oon. Not so hot: 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself, 

More than in your addition. 

In my rights. 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Qon. That were the most, if he should husband yon. 
Beg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon. Holla, holla! 

That eye that told you so look'd but a-squint 
Btg. Lady, I am not well; else I should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach. General, 

Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ; 

Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine : 

Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Oon. Mean you to enjoy him? 

AW. The let-alone lies not in your goal will. 

Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 

AW. Ualf-hlooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. [To Edmund.\ Let the drum strike, and prove 
my title thine. 

AW. Stay yet; hear reason. Edmund, I arrest thee 
On capital treason; and, in thine attaint. 

This gilded serpent [pointing to Gon\ For your claim, 
fair sister. 

I bar it in the interest of my wife; 

'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord, 

And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 

If you will marry, make your loves to me. 

My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude ! 

AW. Thou art arm'd, Gloucester: let the trumpet 
sound: 

If none appear to prove upon thy head 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons. 

There is ray pledge [throwing down a glove]-. I’ll prove 
it on thy heart. 

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 

Reg. Sick, 0, sick! 

Oon. [Aside.] If not, I’U ne’er trust medicine. 

Edm. There’s my exchange [throwing down a glove]-. 
what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies: 

Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach. 

On him, on you, who not? I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

AW. A herald, hoi 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald! 

AW. Trust to thy single virtue; for thy soldiers. 

All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. My sickness grows upon me 

AW. She is not well; convey her to my tent 

[Exit Regan, led. 

Enter a Herald. 

Come hither, herald — Let the trumpet sound 
And read out this. . ^ ^ , 

Capt. Sound, trumpet I [-4 trimpU sonrfi. 

Her. [Reads.] ‘ If any man of quality or de^ within 
the li^ of the army will maintain upon Edmund, suppled 
Earl of Gloucester, that he is a manifold traitor, let him 
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appear by the third sound of the trumpet : he is bold in 
his defence.’ 

Edm. Sound ! [First trumpet. 

Her. Again ! [Seamd trumpet. 

Her. Again ! [Third tnvmpet. 

[Tnmpct answers within. 

Enter Edgar, at the third sound, armed, with a trumpet 
before him. 

AW. Ask him his purposes, why ho appears 
Upon this call o’ tlie trumpet. 

Her. What are you ? 

Your name, your quality ? and why you answer 
This present summons? 

Edg. Know, my name is lost; 

By treason's tooth barc-gnawn and canker-bit: 

Yet am I noble as the adversary 
I come to cope. 

AW. Which is that adversary ? 

Edg. What’s he that speaks for Edmund Earl of 
Gloucester ? 

Edm. Himself : what say’st thou to him ? 

Edg. Draw thy sword, 

That, if my speech offend a noble heart, 

Thy arm may do thee justice: here is mine. 

Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours. 

My oath, and thy profession: I protc.st, 

Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and eminence. 
Despite thy victor sword and fire-new fortune. 

Thy valour and thy heart, thou art a traitor; 

Fake to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Conspirant ’gainst this high-illustrious prince ; 

And, from the extremest upward of thy head 
To the descent and dust below thy foot, 

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou ‘No,’ 

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, arc bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto 1 speak. 

Thou liest. 

Edm. In wisdom I should ask thy name; 

But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike, 

Aud that thy tongue some say ' of breeding breathes. 
What safe and nicely I might well delay i-sumpir 

By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 

With the hcll-hoted lie o’erwhelm thy heart; 

Which, for they yet glance by and scarcely brui.se. 

This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 

Wliere they shall rest for ever. Trumpets, speak ! 

[Alarums. They fight. Edmvnd falls. 
AW. Save him, save him ! 

Gon. This is practice,* Gloucester: 

By the law of arms thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite; thou art not vanquish’d. 

But cozen’d and beguiled. 

AW. Shut your mouth, dame. 

Or with this paper shall I stop it : ^ Hold, sir ; 

Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil : 

No tearing, lady; I perceive you know it. 

[Gives the letter to Edmund. 
Gon. Say, if I do, the laws are mine, not thine: 
Who can arraign me for’t? 

AW. Most monstrous! oh! 

Know’st thou this paper? 

Gon. Ask me not w'hat I know. [JElcif. 

AW. Go after her: she’s desperate; govern her. 

Edm. 'l^at you have charged me with, that have I 
done; 

And more, much more; the time will bring it out: 

’Tis past, and so am I. But what art thou 
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That bast this fortune on me? If thou’rt noble, 

I do forgive thee. 

Edg Let’s exchange charity 

I am no less in blood than thou art, l^mund; 

If more, the more thou host wrong’d me. 

My name is Edgar, and thy father's son 
The god’s are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to plague us: 

The dark and vicious place wheiu thee he got 
Cost him his eyes. 

Ednu Thou hast spoken right, ’tis true; 

The wheel is come full circle, 1 am here. 

Afh Mothought thy very gait did prophesy 


A royal nobleness : I must embrace thee: 

Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee or thy father I 
Edg Worthy prince, I know’t 

Alh, Where have you hid yourselt? 

How have you known the miseries of your father < 
Edg. By nursing them, my lord, list a brief 
tale; 

And when ’tis told, 0, that my heart would bunt! 
The bloody proclamation to escape, 

That follow’d me so near — 0, our lives’ sweetness! 
That we the pain of death would hourly die 
Bather than die at once' — taught mo to shift 



Into a madman’s rags; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain’d : and in this habit 
Mst I my father with his bleeding rings. 

Their precious stones new lost; b^me his guide, 
1^ him, beg^d for him, saved him from d^air; 
Never — 0 fiwt ! — reveal’d mjrself unto him. 

Until some half-hour past, when I was arm’d : 

Not sure, though hoping of this good success, 

I ask’d his blmin^, and from fint to last 
Told him my pilgrimage: but his flaw’d heart— 
Alack, too wealc the conflict to support ' — 

Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief. 
Bunt smilingly. 


Sdm. This speech of yonn hath moved me. 

And shall perchance do good: but speak you on; 

You look as you had something more to sav. ' 

Alh. If there be more, more woeful, hold it in; 

For I am almost ready to dissolve. 

Hearing of this. 

Edg. This would have seem’d a period 

To such as love not sorrow; but another. 

To amplify too much, would make much more. 

And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour came there in a man. 
Who, having ^n me in my worst estate, 

Shunn’d my (mhorr’d society, but then, finding 
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Who ’tvas that so endured, urith his strong arms 
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow’d out 
As he’ld burst lieaven; threw liim on my father; 

Told the moat piteouS' tale of Lear and liim 
That ever ear received: which in i-ecounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : twice then the trumpets sounded. 

And there I left him tranced. 

Alh. But who was this? 

Eig. Kont^ sir, the banish'd Kent; who in dis- 
guise 

Follow’d his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 


Enter a Gentleman, vrUh a bloody kn'tfe. 

Gent. Help, help, 0, help! 

Edg. What kind of help? 

AVb. Speak, man. 

Edg. Wliat means that bloody knife ? 

OenJL. ’Tis hot, it smokes; 

It came even from the heart of — 0, she’s dead ! 

Alb. Who dead? speak, man. 

Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady: and her sister 
By her is poisoned; she hath confess’d it. 

Edm. I was contracted to them both: all three 
Now marry in an instant. 



Edg. Here comes Kent. 

Aw. Produce their bodio.s, be they alive or dead : 
This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pity. [Exit GenUeman. 

Enter Kent. 

O, is this he? 

The time will not allow the compliment 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent. I am come 

To bid my king end master aye good night: 

Is he not here? 

AU). Great thing of us forgot I 

VOL. n. 


Speak, Edmund, where’s the king ? and where’s Cordelia ? 
See’st thou this object, Kent? 

[The bodies of Goneril and Jtcgan are browjht in. 
Kent, .^ack, why thus ? 

EdM. Yet Edmund was beloved: 

The one the other poison’d for my sake. 

And after slew herself. 

Alb. Even so. Cover their faces. 

Edm. I pant for life: some g:^ I mean to do, 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send. 

Be brief in it, to the castle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia: 

Nay, send in time. 

33 
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Alb, Bun, run, O, run! 

Edg, To who, my lord ? Who hath tho office ? send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

^m. Well thought on: take my sword, 

Give it the captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. [Eoeit Edgar, 

Edm, He hath commission from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair. 

That she fordid herself. 

Alb. The gods defend her! Bear him hence awhile. 

\^Edmund is borne off. 

Re-enter Leah, with Cordelia dead in his arms; Edoab, 
Captain, and others following, 

Lear, Howl, howl, howl, howl! O, you are men of 
stones : 

Had I your tongues and eyes, I*ld use them so 
That heaven's vaults should crack. She's gone for ever! 
1 know when one is dead, and when one lives; 

She's dead as earth. Lend me a looking-glass ; 

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone. 

Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promised end? 

Edg, Or image of that horror? 

Alb. Fall, and cease! 

Lear, This feather stirs: she lives! if it be so, 

It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent, \^Knuling,\ O my good master! 

Lear, Prithee, away. 

Edg. Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear, A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all! 

I might have saved her; now she's gone for ever! 
Cordelia, Cordelia! stay a little. Ha! 

What is't thou sa/st? Her voice was ever soft. 

Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman. 

I kill'd the slave that was a-han^ng thee. 

Capt. 'Tis true, my lords, he md. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 

I have seen the day, with my good biting falchion 
1 would have made them skip: I am old now. 

And these same crosses spoil me. Who are you? 

Mine eyes are not o’ the best: I’ll tell you straight. 

Kent, If fortune brag of two she loved and hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Lear, This is a dull sight. Are you not Kent? 

Kent. The same. 

Your servant Kent. Where is your servant Caius? 

Lear, He’s a good fellow, 1 can tell you that; 

He’ll strike, and quickly too: he’s dead and rotten. 
Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the very man — 
Lear. I’ll see that straight. 


Kent, That^ from your first of difference and decay. 
Have follow'd your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else : all’s cheerless, dark, and 
deadly. 

Your eldest daughters have fordone themselves. 

And desperately are dead. 

Lear, Ay, so I think. 

Alb, He knows not what he says : and vain it is 
That we present us to him. 

Edg, Very bootless. 

Enter a Captain. 

Cajpt, Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alb. That’s but a trifle here. 

You lords and noble friends, know our intent. 

What comfort to tliis great decay may come 
Shall be applied: for us we will resign. 

During the life of this old majesty. 

To him our absolute power: [7b Edgar and Kent.] 
you, to your rights ; 

With boot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. All friends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings. O, see, see! 

Lear. And my poor fool is bang’d 1 No, no, no life I 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 

And thou no breath at all? Thou’lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never! 

Pray you, undo this button: thank you. sir. 

Do you see this? Look on her, look, her lips. 

Look there, look there 1 \I)ies 

Edg, He faints ! My lord, niy lord ! 

Kent, Break, heart ; I prithee, break ! 

Edg, Look up, iny lord 

Kent. Vex not his ghost : 0, let liim pass ! he liatcs 
him much 

That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. ^ 

Edg. He is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder ft, he hath endured so long : 

He but usurp’d his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence. Our present business 
Is general woe. [To Kent and Edgar."] Friends of my 
soul, you twain 

Rule in this realm, and the gored state sustain. 

Kent, I have a journey, sir, shortly to go ; 

My roaster calls roe, I roust not say no. 

Alb. !^e weight of this sad time we must obey; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 

The oldest hath borne most: we that are young 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

[Exeunt with a dead march. 












DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Duke of Vksicc. 

Bbkeaktio, a§enak>r, 

Oiber SeiiAtori. 

Oratiamo, frrolAflr to Bnbantio. 

I^DOTico. kinman to Brabintio. 
OrHELLOtanobUJdoorinthttenrieoi^tko Vonetian 
state, 

Camo. Ail iieuUnant. 


Iaoo, Mi ancient, 

Boderioo, a Venetian gentleman. 

UOBTAHO, Othello*! predeeeuor in tke gcvenmaU 
o/CypniB, 

Clows, mvant to Othello. 

Drboemoita, davghUr to BnbAotio and lofft to 
Othello. 


Emiua, wife to lAgo. 

Biaeca, miftrcM to Ctisio. 

Sailor^ Meaenger, Berold, Oficira, QentUmen^ 
Huakianet and Attendanta. 

SCENE; — VEiacE a Seorport in Cypbd!. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Fenice. A strut. 


Enter Rodebigo and Iago. 

Bod. Tush I never tell me ; I take it much unkindly 
That thou, Iago, who hast had my purse 
As if the strings were thine, shouldst kn<'>w of this. 

logo. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me: 

If ever I did dream of such a matter, 

Abhor me. 

Bod. Thou told’st me thou didst hold him in thy hata 
logo. Despise me, if I do not Three great ones of 
the city. 

In personal suit to make me bis lieutenant 
OET-capp’d to him: and, by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worse a place: 

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes. 

Evades them. wiSi a bombast circumstance^ i 
Horribly stuff’d with epithets of war; 

And, in conblnsion, 

Nonsuits ray mediators; for, ’Certes,’ says he. 


‘I have already chose my officer.’ 

And what was be? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician. 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife; 

That never set a squadron in the field. 

Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster: unless the bookish theoric. 
Wherein the toged consuls can propose 
As masterly as he: mere prattle, without practice 
Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election: 
And I, of whom his eyes had seen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, must be be-lee’d and calm’d 
By debitor and creditor: this counter-caster. 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I-^od bless the mark I — ^his Moorship’s ancient 
Bod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hangman. 
logo. Why, there’s no remedy; ’tis the curse of service. 
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Preferment goes by letter and afTection, 

And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself, 
Whether I in any just term am affin^* tumtt. 

To love the Moor. 

Sod. I would not follow him then. 

laqo. O, sir, content you; 

1 follow him to serve my turn upon him: 

We cannot all bo masters, nor all musters 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave,* 

That, doting on his own obsequious* bondage, ♦•»'*^** 
Wears out his time, much like his master’s ass. 

For nought but provender, and when he’s old, cashier’d: 
Wltip roe such honest knaves. Others there are 
Who, trimm’d in forma and visages* of duty, smuiu. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves. 

And, throwing but shows of service on their lords. 

Do well thrive by them, and when they have lined their 
coats 


Do themselves homage: these fellows have some soul; 
And such a one do I profess myself. For, sir, 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago: 

In following him, I follow but myself; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 

But seeming so, lor my peculiar end: 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native art and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, ’tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon tny sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 

If he can carry’t thus ! 

logo. Call up her father, 

Rouse him: make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen, 

And, though ho in a fertile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flies: though that his joy be joy, 

Yet throw such chances* of vexation on’t, tcimm. 

As it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her father’s house; I’ll call aloud. 

/ago. Do, with like timorous accent and dire yell 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

What, ho, Brabantio! Signior Brabantio, ho! 
logo. Awake ! what, ho, Brabantio ! thieves 1 thieves ! 
thieves ! 


Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags! 
Thieves! thieves! 


Brabantio appears above, at a window. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons? 
What is the matter there? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
logo. Are your doors lock'd? 

Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this? 

logo. ’Zounds, sir, you’re robb’d; for shame, put on 
your gown ; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 

Even now, now, veiy now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise; 

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell. 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you: 

Arise, 1 say. 

Bra. What, have you lost your wits? 

Bod. Most reverend signior, do you know my voice? 
Bra. Not I: what are you? 

IBM. My name is Roderigo. 


Bra. The worser welcome: 

I have char^ thee not to haunt about my doors : 

In honest plainness thou host heard mo say 
My daughter is not for thee; and now, in madness. 
Being full of supper and distempering draughts. 

Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Bod. Sir, sir, sir — 

Bra. ^ But thou must needs be sure 

My spirit and my place have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell’st thou me of robbing ? this is Venice : 
My bouse is not a grange. 

Bod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul T come to you. 

logo. ’Zounds, sir, you are one of those that will not 
serve G(^ if the devil bid you. Because we come to do 
you service, and you think we are ruffians,^ you’ll ’ 
have your daughter covered with a Barbary horse ; you’!! 



have your nephews neigh to you; you’ll have coursers 
for cousins, and gennets for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 
logo. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the bwst with 
two bocks. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

Jago. You are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know thee, Roderigo. 
Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But, I beseech you, 
If’t be your pleasure and most wise consent. 

As partly 1 find it is, that your fair daughter. 

At this odd-even and dull watch o’ the night. 
Transported, with no worse nor better guard 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier. 

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor — 

If this to known to you and your allowance. 

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs; 

But if you know not this, my manners teR me 
We have year wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That, from the sense* of all civility, 
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I thus would play and trifle with your reverence: 

Your daughter, if you have not given lier leave, 

I say again, hath made a gross revolt; 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes 

In an extravagant* and wlieeling stranger awtuderio*. 

Of here and everywhere. Straight satibfy yourself: 

If she be in her chamber or your house. 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra, Strike on the tinder, ho! 

Give me a taper! call up all my people! 

This accident is not unlike my dream: 

Belief of it oppresses me already. 

Light, I say ! light ! [Exit above, 

Ia(jo. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place. 

To be produced — as, if 1 stay, I shall — 

Against the Moor: for, I do know, the state, 

However this may gall him with some check, 

Cannot with safety cast him, for he's embark'd 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, 

Which even now stand in act, that, for their souls, 
Another of hU fathom they have none. 

To lead their business: in which regard, 

Though I do hate him as 1 do hell-pains, 

Yet. for necessity of present life, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love. 

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely find him. 
Lead to the Sagittary the raised search ; 

And there will I be with him. So, farewell. [ExiL 

hdon^ UUABANTIO, arid Servants ivith torches. 

Bra, It is too true an evil: gone she is; 

And what’s to come of my despised time 
fs nought but bitterness. Now, Roderigo, 

Where didst thou see her? 0 unhappy "irl! 

With the Moor, say’st thou ? Who would be a father I 
How diilst thou know ’twas she ? 0, she deceives me 
Past thought ! What said she to you ? Get more tapers : 
Raise all my kindred. Are they married, think you? 
Rod. Truly, I think they are. 

Bra. 0 heaven ! How got she out ? 0 treason of the 
blood ! 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds 
By what you see them act. Is there not charms 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abused ? Have you not read, Roderigo, 

Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. 0, would you had had her * 
Some one way, some another. Do you know 
Whore we may apprehend her and the Moor? 

Rod. I think 1 can discover him, if you please 
To get good guard and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every hoaso I'll call; 

I may command at most. Get weapons, hoi 
And raise some special officers of night. 

On, good Roderigo : I’ll deserve your pains. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Another street. 

Enter Othello, Iaqo, and Attendants, with torches. 

logo. Though in the trade of war I have slain men, 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o* the conscience 
To do no contrived murder: I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service: nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk’d him here under the ribs. 
Oih. 'lia better as it is. 

Iwgo. Nay, but he prated, 


And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 

Against your honour 

Tliat, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you, sir. 

Are you fast married? Be assured of this. 

That the magniiico is much beloved. 

And liatli in his effect* a voice potential iinSowM*. 

As double as the duke's: he will divorce you; 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law, with all his might to enforce it on, 

Will give him cable. 

0th. Let him do his spite; 

My services which I have done the signiory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know — 
Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, 

I shall promulgate — I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege, and my demerits* *i>e*rri. 
May speak unbonneted to ,as proud a foitune 
As this that I have reach'd : for know, lago. 

But that I love the gentle De^demona. 

I would not my unhoused free condition 

Put into circumscription and confine 

For the sea's worth. But, look ! what lights come yond ? 

logo. Those arc the raised father and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

0th. Not I ; I must be found : 

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 
lago. By Janus, I think no. 

Enter Cassio, and certain Officers with torches. 

0th, The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends 1 
What is the news? 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general, 

And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance, 

Even on the instant. 

0th. What is the matter, think you ? 

Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 

It is a business of some heat: the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night at one another’s heels, 

And many of the consuls, raised and met, 

Are at the duke's already : you have been liotly call’d for ; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 

The senate hath sent about three several quests 
To search you out 

0th. 'Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house, 

And go with you. [Exit. 

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

Fago. 'Faith, he to-niglit hath boarded a land carack .* 
If it prove lawful prize, lie's made for ever. * 

Cas. I do not understand. 

lago. He’s married. 

Cos. To who? 

Re-enter Othello. 

lago. Marry, to— Come, captain, will you go? 

0th. Have with you. 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 
logo. It is Brabantio. General, be advised; 

He comes to bad intent. 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers with torches 
and weapons. 

0th. Holla! stand there! 

Bod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra^ Down with him, thief! 

[They draw on both sides. 
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logo. Yon, Boderigol come, sir, I am for you. 

0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will 
rust them. 

Good si^or, you shall more command with years 
Thau with your weapons. 

Bra. 0 thou foul thief, where hast thou stow’d my 
daughter 7 

Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her; 

For I’ll refer me to all things of sense. 

If she in chains of magic were not bound. 

Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy. 

So opposite to marriage that she shunn’d 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation. 

Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 

' ..Mi"' 


Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight 
Judge me the world, if ’tis not gross in sense 
That thou hast practised on her with foul charms, 
Abused her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 
That waken motion: I'll have’t disputed on, 

Tis probable and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant 
Lay hold upon him: if he do resist. 

Subdue him at his peril 

0th. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the rest: 



Ww it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge? 

Bra. To prison, till fit time 

Of law and coarse of direct sesuon 
Call thee to answer. 

Ofk. What if I do obey? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied, 

Whose messengeis are here about my side. 

Upon some present business of tiie state. 

To bring me to him? 

jRrrt Off. ^ ^ Tw true, most worthy signior; 

The duke’s in council, and your noble sd^ 

1 am sure, is sent for. 


Bra. How ! the duke in council 1 

In this time of the ni^t ! Bring him away : 

Mine’s not an idle cause: the duke himseli. 

Or any of my brothers of the state. 

Cannot but feel this wrong as 'twere their own; 

For if such actions may have passage free. 

Bond-slaves and pagans shdl our statesmen be, [Exeunt. 

ScENK III . — A eouneil-ehamber. 

The Duke and Senators eiUivg at a toMe; Officers 
aUmding. 

Duke. TWe is no composition in these news, 

That gives uiem credit 
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Fint Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion’d ; 

My letters say a hundred and seven gtdleys. 

J)ukt. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

See. Sen. ' And mine, two hundred: 

But though they jump not on a just account — 

As in these cases, where the aim* reports, tnamnt. 
Tis oft with difference — ^yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment: 

I do not so secure me* in the error, • conadwtij my 

But the maun artiele 1 do approve 
In fearful sensa 

Sailor. [ W Uhin.'\ What, ho ! what, ho ! what, ho ! 
First Off. A messenger from the galleya 

Enter a Saulor. 

Duke. Now, what’s the business? 

Saii. The Turkish preparation makes for Bhodes; 

So was I bid rerort here to the state 
By Signior Ang^. 


Duke. How say you by this change? 

First Sen. This cannot be^ 

By no assay of reason : ’tis a pageant. 

To keep us in false gauie. When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, 

And let ourselves again but understand, 

That as it more concerns the Turk than Bhodes, 

So may he with more facile question bear it. 

For that it stands not in such warlike brace. 

But altogether lacks the abilities 

That Bhodes is dress'd in : if we make thought of this, 

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful 

To leave that latest which concerns him first, 

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gam, 

To wake and wage a danger profitless. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for Bhodes. 

First Off. Here is moie newa 

ErUer a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 



Steering with due course towards the isle of Bhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after fleet. 

First Sen. Ay, so I thought How many, as you guess ? 
Mess. Of thirty sail: and now they do re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with fiank appearance 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. Siguior Montano, 

Your trusty and most valiant ser\'itor, 

With his free duty recommends you thus. 

And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. *Tis certain, then, for Cyprus. 

Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town? 

First Sen. He’s now in Florence. 

DuJu. Write from us to him ; post-post-haste despatch. 
First Sen. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moor. 

EnUr Bbabantio, Othello, Iaqo, Boderioo, and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

Brabantio.'\ I did not see yon ; welcome, gentle signior ; 
We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon me; 


Neither my place nor aught I heard of business 
Hath raised me from my bed, nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me, for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o’erbearing nature 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows. 

And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what’s the matter? 

Bra. My daughter ! 0, my daughter 1 

Duke and Sen. Dead? 

Bra. Ay, to me; 

She is abused, stol’n from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks ; 

For nature so preposterously to err. 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense. 

Sans witchemft co^d not. 

Duke. Whoe’er he be that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself. 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter 
After your own sense; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 
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Bra. Humbly 1 thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor, whom now, it seems. 

Your special mandate for the 8tate*affairs 
Hath hither brought 

Duke and Sen. We are very sorry for’t. 

Duke. [To Oihdlo.'\ What, in your own part, can you 
say to this ? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 

My very noble and approved good masters, 

That I have ta*en away this old man's daughter. 

It is most true; true, I have married her: 

The very head and front of my offending 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech. 

And little bless’d with the soft phrase of peace : 

For since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith. 

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action in the tented field. 

And little of this great world can I speak, 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle. 

And therefore little shall 1 grace my cause 
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious patience, 
I will a reund unvarnish’d tale deliver 


Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charms. 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic. 

For such proceeding I am chaiged withal, 

1 won bis daughter. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush’d at herself; and she, in spite of nature. 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing. 

To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on ! 

It is a judgment maim’d and most imperfect 
That will confess perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature, and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again 
That with some mixtures powerful o’er tlie blood. 

Or with some dram conjured to this effect, 

He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof. 

Without more wider and more overt test 
Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming do prefer against him. 

First Sen. But, Othello, speak : 

Did you by indirect and forced courses 



Subdue and poison this young maid’s affections? 

Or came it by request and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth? 

0th. I do beseech you. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her speak of me before her father: 

If you do find me foul in her report. 

The trust, the office I do hold of you. 

Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

0th. Ancient, conduct them: you best know the 
place. [Exeunt logo and Attendants. 

And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 

So justly to your grave ears III present 
How 1 did thrive in this fair lady's love. 

And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

0th. Her fother loved me; oft invited me; 

Still question’d me the story of my life. 

From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes. 

That 1 have pass’d 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days. 


To the very moment that he bade me tell it; 

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances. 

Of moving accidents by flood and field. 

Of hair-breadth scapes i’ the imminent deadly breach. 
Of being taken by the insolent foe 
And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence 
And portance* in my tmvels’ history : * 

Wherein of antres’ vast and deserts idle, 5c»wi»» 

Rough quarries, roeks, and hills whose heads touch heaven, 
It was my hint to speak — such was the process; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 

Tlie Anthropophagi and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear 
Would Desdemona seriously incline: 

But still the house-affairs would draw her thenuc: 
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 

She’ld come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse: which T observing. 

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a praver of earnest heart 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Wliereof by parcels she had something heard, 

But nob inteMively: I did consent. 

And often did beguile her of her tmrs, 
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When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my youth sofifer'd. My story being done, 

She gave me for my pams a world of sighs : 

She swore, in faith, 'twos strange, ’twas passing strange 
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful. “ 

She wish’d she hod not heard it, yet she wish’d 
That heaven had made hor such a man she thank’d me. 
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that would woo her Upon this hint 1 spake 
She loved me for the dangers 1 had pass’d, 

And I loved her that she did pity them 


This only is the witchcraft I have used: 

Here comes the lady; let her witness it, 

ErUer Desdemona., Iaoo, and Attendants. 

Duke. I think this talc would win my daughter too. 
Good Brabautio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best. 

Men do their bioken weapons rather use 
Than their bare hands. 

lira. I pray you, hear her speak: 

If she confess that she was half the wooer, 

JJestruction on my head, if my bad blame 



Light on the man I Come hither, gentle mistress: 

Do you perceive in all this noble company 
Where most you owe obedience? 

Dea. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty: 

To you I am bound for life and education; 

My life and education both do learn me 
How to respect you; you are the lord of duty; 

I am hitherto your daughter: but here’s my husband, 
And so much duty as my mother show’d 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor my lord. 

Sra. God bo wi’ you! I have done. 


Please it your grace, on to the state affairs 
I had rather to adopt a child than get it. 

Come hither. Moor: 

I here do give thee that with all my heart 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. For your sake, jewel, 

I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 

For thy escape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on them. I liaTC done, my lord. 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself, and lay a sentence. 
Which, as a grise or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 


VOL. n. 
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To mourn a miachief that is past and gone 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot be preserved when fortune takes 
Patience her iryury a mockery makes. 

The robb’d that smiles steals something from the thief; 
Ue robs himself that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile; 

We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 

He beats the sentence well that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears; 

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience boiTow. 

These sentences, to sugar, or to gall, 

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal: 

But words are words; 1 never yet did hear 
That the bruised heart was pierced through the ear. 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 

Dvkt. The Turk with a most mighty preparatiou makes 
for Cyprus. Othello, the fortitude of the place is best 
known to you; and though we have there a substitute 
of most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sovereign mis- 
tress of effects, throws a more safer voice on you: you 
must therefore be content to slabber the gloss of your 
new fortunes with this more stubborn and boisterous 
expedition. 

OlK. The tyrant custom, most grave senators. 

Hath made the flinty and steel conch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down: I do agnize* 

A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardness, and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 

Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 

1 crave fit disposition for my wife, 

Due reference of place and exhibition. 

With such accommodation and besort 
As leveb with her breeding. 

Dukt. If you please, 

Be’t at her father's. 

Bra. Ill not have it so. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Jk». Nor I : I would not there reside; 

To put my father in imnatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 

To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear; 

And let me find a chapter in your voice. 

To assist my simpleness. 

Dvkt. What would you, Desdemoua? 

Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him. 

My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world: my heart's subdued 
Even to the very quality* of my lord: iri^^w. 

I saw Othello’s visage in his mind, 

And to his honours and his valiant parts 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if 1 be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 

The rites for which I love him are bereft me. 

And I a heavy interim shall support 
By bis dear absence. Let me go with him. 

0th. Let her have your voices. 

Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore b^ it no^ 

To please the palate of my appetite. 

Nor to comply with heat — the young affects 
In me defiinct — and proper satisfaction. 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind: 

And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 
I will your serious and great businerih scant 
For she is with me: no, when light-wing’d toys 
Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dulfness 


My speculative and officed instruments,* **5 ^4^ 
That my disports corrupt and taint mv business, 

Let housewives make a skillet of my lielm. 

And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation! 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately detennine, 

Either for her stay or going : the affair cries .haste. 

And speed must answer it 
First tkn. You roust away to-night 
0th. With all my heart 

Duke. At nine i’ the morning here we’ll meet again. 
Othello, leave some officer behind. 

And he shall our commission bring to you; 

With such things else of quality and respect 
As doth import you. 

Otk. So please your grace, my ancient; 

A man he is of honesty and trust* 

To his conveyance I assign my wife. 

With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. 

Good night to every one. [To Brah.'\ And, noble signior, 
If virtue no delighted* beauty lark, 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

First Sen. Adieu, brave Moor; use Desdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hast eyes to see: 
She has deceived her father, and may thee. 

[ExenrU Duke, Senators, Officers, kc. 
0th. My life upon her faith! Honest lago. 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee: 

I prithee, let thy wife attend on her: 

And bring them after in thu best advantage. 

Como, D^emona; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 

To spend with thee: we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona. 

Bod. lago — 

lago. What say’st thou, noble heart ? 

B^. What will I do, thinkest thou? 
logo. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Bod. I will incontihently drown myself. 

Iti^ If thou dost, I shall never love thee after. 
Why, thou siller gentleman! 

B^. It is silliness to live when to live is torment; 
and then have wo a prescription to die when death is 
our physician. 

logo. 0 villanousi I have looked upon the world for 
four times seven years; and since I could distinguish 
betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man that 
knew how to love himself. Ere 1 would say, I would 
drown myself for the love of a guinea-hen, I would change 
my humanity with a baboon. 

Bod. What should I do? I confess it is my shame 
to be so fond; bifi! it is not in my virtue to amend it 
logo. Virtue! a fig! 'tis in ourselves that we ere 
thus or thus. Our bmies are our gardens, to tlte which 
our wills are gardeners; so that if wo will plant nettles, 
or sow lettuce, set hyssop and weed up thymok supply 
it with one gender of herbs, or distract it uitp many, 
either to have it sterile with idleness, or manuted with 
industry, why, the rower and corrigible authority of this 
lies in our wills. If the balance of our lives )iad not 
one scale of reason to poise another of sensuality, the 
blood and baseness of our natures would conduct us to 
most preposterous conclusions: but wo have reason to 
cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, our nubitted 
lusts, whereof 1 take this that you caU love to be a sect 
or sdon. \ 

Bod. It etinnot be. 
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logo. It is merely a lust of the blood and a permis* 
sion of the will. Come, bo a man. Drown thyself! 
drown cate and blind puppies. I have professed me 
thy friend, and 1 confess me knit to thy deserving with 
cables of perdurable toughness; 1 could never better 
stead thee than now. Put money in thy purse: follow 
thou the wars; defeat thy favour with an usurped beaid; 

I say, put inonev in thy purse. It cannot be that Des- 
deinona should long continue her love to the Moor — put 
money in thy purse — nor he his to her: it was a violent 
commencement, and thou shalt see an answerable seques- 
tration : — imt but money in thy purse. These Moors are 
cliangeable in their wills : — fill thy purse with money : — 
the food that to him now is as luscious as locusts, shall 
be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida. She must 
change for youth: when she is sated with his body, she 
will find the error of her choice: she must have change, 
she must: therefore put money in thy purse. If thou 
wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than 
drowning. Make all the money thou canst: if sancti- 
mony and a frail vow betwixt an erring barbarian and 
a supersubtie Venetian be not too hard for my wits and 
all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her; therefore 
make money. A pox of drowning thyself! it is clean 
out of the way: seek thou rather to be hanged in com- 
passing thy joy, than to be drowned and go with- 
out her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on 
the issue? 

logo. Thou art sure of me: — go, make money: — I 
have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, 
I hate the Moor: my cause is hearted; thine hath no 
less reason. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against 
him: if thou canst cuckold him, thou dost thyself a 


pleasure, me a sport. There are many events in the 
womb of time which will be delivered. Traverse! go, 
provide thy money. We will have more of this to- 
morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the morning ? 
logo. At my lodging. 

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes. 

logo. Go to; farewelL Do you hear, Boderigo? 

Ri^ What say you? 

logo. No more of drowning, do you hear ? 

Bod. I am changed: I’ll go sell all my land. [ExU. 
logo. Thus do I ever make my fool my puree; 

For I mine own gain’d knowledge should profane. 

If I would time expend with such a snipe. 

But for my sport and profit I hate the Moor; 

And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my sheets 
He has done my office: I know not if’t be true; 

But 1, for mere suspicion in that kind. 

Will do as if for surety. He holds me well; 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 

Cassio’s a proper man: let me see now: 

To get his place and to plume up my will 
In double knavery — How, how ? — Let's see . — 

After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear 
That he is too familiar with his wife. 

He hath a person and a smooth dispose 
To be suspected, framed to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature. 

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 
As asses are. 


I have’t. It is engender’d. Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s light. 

[Exit 



ACT II. 


Scene I . — A Sea-port in Cyprus 

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. 

lifon. What from the cape can you discern at sea? 
Fir^ Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high<wrought flood ; 

I cannot, 'twLxt the heaven and the main, 

Descry a sail 

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at land; 

A fuller blast ne’er shook our batUemenls: 

If it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea, 

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 

Can hold the mortise? What shall we hear of this? 

See. Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet: 

For do but stand upon the foaming shore. 

The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds: 

The windoshaked surge, with high and monstrous mane, 
Seems to cast water on the burning bear. 

And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole: 

I never did like molestation view 
On the enchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not enshelter’d and embay’d, they are drown’d: 

It is impossible they bear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

Third Gent. News, lads I Our wars are done. 

The desperate tempest hath so ban^d the Turks, 

That their designment* halts : a noole ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance •!■««««. 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How! is this true? 

Third Gent. 'The ship is here put in, 

A Yeronesa; Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello, 

Is come^ on shore : the Moor himself at sea, 

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 


An open place near the quay. 

Mon. I am glad on’t ; 'tis a worthy governor. 

Third Gent. But this same Cassio, though ho spook 
of comfort 

Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly, .. 
And prays the Moor be safe; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. ’ Pray heavens ho be; 

For 1 have served him, and the man commands 
like a full soldier. Let’s to the seaside, ho 1 
As well to see the vessel that's come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 

Even till we make the main and the aerial blue 
An indistinct regard. 

Third Gent. Come, let’s do so; 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivonce. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cos. Thanks, yeu the valiant of this warlike isle, 
’That so approve the Moor! 0, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements. 

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea. 

Mon. Is he well shipp’d ? 

Cos. His bark is stoutly timber’d, and his pilot 
Of veiy expert and approved allowance ; 

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death. 

Stand in bold cure. [A try vhtkin, ‘A sail, a sail, a sail '’ 

I 

Enter a fourth Gentleman. 

Cos. What noise? 

Fourth Gent. The town is empty : on the brow o’ the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry— 'A sail!’ 

Cos, My ihopes do shape him for the governor. 

\Qwu heard. 
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See. Cteni. They do discharge their shot of courtesy: 
Our friends at least. 

I pray you, sir, go forth. 

And give us truth who 'tis tliat is arrived. 

See. GeM. I shall. [Exit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wived ? 
Cos. Most fortunately: he hath achieved a maid 
Tliat paragons description and wild fame ; 

One that excels the q^uirks of blazoning pens. 

And in the essential vesture of creation 

Does tire the ingencr.* 4Aiii>t. 

Be-enUer second Gentleman. 


How now ! who has put in 1 
See. Gent. ’Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cos. Has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas and howling winds. 

The gutter’d rocks and congregated sands — 

Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless keel — 

As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she? 

Cos. She that I spake of, our great captain’s captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago. 

Whose footing hero anticipates our thoughts 
A se’nnight’s speed. Great Jove, Othello guanl. 

And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath. 

That he may bless this bay with his tall ship. 

Make love’s quick pants in Desdemona’s arms. 

Give renew’d f.ie to our extincted spirits. 

And bring all Cyprus comfort! 


Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Taco, Roderigo, and 
Attendants. 


0, behold. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore! 

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 

Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heaven. 

Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwheel thee round! 

Des. 1 thank you, valiant Cassia 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord? 

Cos. He is not yet arrived: nor know I aught 
But that’s he's well, and will be shortly here. 

Des. O, but I fear — How lost you company? 

Cos. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship— But, hark! a sail 

[TvUhin ‘A sail, a sail!’ (Tuns heard. 
Sec. Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel : 
This likewise is a friend. 

Gas. See for the news. [ExU Gentleman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome. [To Emilia!\ Weloomo, 
mistress : 

liCt it not gall your patience, good lago. 

That I extend my manners ; ’tis my breeding 

That gives me this bold show of courtesy. [Kissing her. 

logo. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips, 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 

Ycm’ld have enough. 

Des. Alas, she has no speech. 

logo. In faith, too much; 

I find it still, when I have list to sleep : 

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 

She puts her tongue a little in her heart. 

And chides with thinking. 

EmU. You have little cause to say so. _ 
logo. Come on, come on; you are pictures out of 
doors, 


Bells in your parlours, wild-cats in your kitchens, 

Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 

Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your 
beds. 

Des. 0, fie upon thee, slanderer! 

lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk : 

You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

Emil. You sliall not write my praise. 

Ingo. No, let me not. 

Des. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou shouldst 
praise me? 

lago. 0 gentle lady, do not put me to’t; 

For I am nothing, if not critical.* »Cfii«r>fi«». 

Des. Come on, assay. Tlicrc’s one gone to the haibour ? 
lago. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not merry; but I do beguile 
The tiling I am, by seemipg otherwise. 

Come, how wouldst thou praise me? 

lago. I am about it; but indeed my invention 
Comes from my pate as birdlime docs from frize; 

It plucks out brains and all; but my Muse labours, 
And thus she is deliver’d. 

If she be fair and wise, fairness and wit. 

The one’s for use, the other useth it. 

Des. Well praised ! How if she be black and witty? 
lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit. 

She’ll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des. Worse and worse. 

EmU. How if fair and foolish? 

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair ; 

For even her folly help’d her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes to make fools laugh 
i’ the alehouse. What miserable praise hast thou for her 
that’s foul and foolish? 

logo. There’s none so foul and foolish thereunto, 

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do. 

Des. 0 heavy ignorance ! thou praisest the worst best. 
But what praise couldst thou bestow on a deserving woman 
indeed, one that, in the authority of her merit, did justly 
put on the vouch* of very malice itself? »rn>™k. th.»€nii«ci«i. 

lago. She that w'as ever fair, and never proud; 

Hod tongue at will, and yet was nev'cr loud; 

Never lack’d gold, and yet went never gay; 

Fled from her wish, and yet said ‘Now 1 may;’ 

She that being anger’d, her revenge being nigh. 

Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fiy; 

She that in wisdom never was so frail 
To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail; 

She that could think, and ne’er disclose her mind; 

See suitors following, and not look behind; 

She was a wight, if ever such wight were — 

Des. To do what? 

logo. To suckle fools and chronicle small beer. 

Des. 0 most lame and impotent conclusion I Do not 
learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy husband. How 
say you, Cassio? is he not a most profane and liberal’ 
counsellor? 

Cos. He speaks home, madam : you may relish him 
more in the soldier than in the scholar. 

lago. [Aside.] He takes her by the palm: ay, well 
said, whisper : with as little a w’eb as this will I ensnam 
as great a fiy as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do ; I will 
gyve* thee in thine own courtship. You say true; 

'tis so, indeed : if such tricks as these strip you out of 
your lieutenantry, it had been better you had not kissed 
your three fingers so oft, which now again you are most 
apt to play the sin* in. Very good ; well kissed ! • *"*•**■ 
an excellent courtesy! ’tis so, indeed. Yet again your 
fingers to your lips? would they were clyster-pipes for 
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yoar sake I {Trum^ wt^tn.] The Moor! I know his 
trumpet 

Cat. Tis truly so. 

Det. Let’s meet him and receive him. 

Cat. Lo, where he comes ! 

ErUer Othello and Attendants. 

0th. O my £ur warrior! 

Da- My dear Othello! 

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content 
To see you here befoi'e ma 0 my soul’s joy ! 

If after ev(»y tempest come such calms, 

May the winds blow till they have waken’d death I 


And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
Olympus-high, and duck again as low 
As hell’s from heaven! If 1 were now to die, 

’Twere now to be most happy; for, I fear. 

My soul hath her content so absolute 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Da. The heavens forbid 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 

Even as our days do grow! 

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers! 

I cannot speak enough of this content; 

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 



And this, and thU, the greatest discords be [Kissing ntr. 
That e’er our hearts shall make! 

logo. [Atids!\ 0, you are well tuned now! 

But I’ll set down the pegs that make this music. 

As honest as I am. 

Oth. Come, let ns to the castle. 

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are drown’d. 
How does my old acquaintance of this isle? 

Honey, you shall be well desired in Cyprus; 

1 have found great love amongst them. O my sweety 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prithee, good Togo, 

Qo to the bay and disembMk my coffers: 

Bring thou the master to the citadd ; 


He Is a ^xl one, and his wortliiness 

Does challenge much respect. Come, Desdemoqa, 

Once more, well met at Cyprus. 

[KuwU OOullo, Dademona, and Attendants, 
lago. Do thou meet me presently at the .harbour. 
Come hither. If thou be’st valiant — as, they |ay, base 
men being in love have then a nobility in their natures 
more than is native to them — ^list ma The lieutenant 
to-night watches on the court of miard: — ^firsk I must 
tell thee this— Desdemona is directiy in love wjth him. 
Eod. With him! why, ’tis not possibla 
logo. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul be in- 
structed. Mark me with what violence she first loved 
the Moor, but for bragging and telling her fantastical lies : 
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and will she love him still for prating? let not thy 
discreet heart think it Her eye must be fed ; and what 
delight shall she have to look on the devil ? When the 
blood is made dulLwith the act of sport, there should 
be, again to inflame and to give satiety a fresh ap 
petito. loveliness in favour, sympathy in years, manners 
and beauties ; all which the Moor, is defective in : now, 
for want of these reejuired conveniences, her 
tenderness will find itself abused, begin to heave the 
gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor; very nature will 
instruct her in it, and compd her to some second choice. 
Now, sir, this granted— as it is a most pregnant and un- 
fold position — who stands so eminent in the degree of 
this fortune as Cassio does ? a knave very voluble ;* * 
no further conscionable than in putting on the mere form 
of civil and humane seeming, for the better compassing of 
his salt and most hidden loose affection ? why, none ; why, 
none : a slipper and subtle knave, a finder of occasions, 
that has an eye can stamp and counterfeit advantages, 
though true advantage never present itself; a devilish 
knave. Besides, the knave is handsome, young, and hath 
all those requisites in him that folly and green minds 
look after: a pestilent complete knave; and the woman 
hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she's full of most 
blessed condition.* • 

logo. Blessed fig’s-end I the wine she drinks is made 
of grapes : if she had been blessed, she would never have 
loved the Moor. Blessed pudding 1 Didst thou not see her 
paddle with the palm of his hand ? didst not mark that ? 
Bod. Yea, that I did ; but that was but courtesy. 
logo. Lechery, by this hand; an index and obscure 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They 
met so near with their lips, that their breaths embraced 
together. Yillanous thoughts, Boderigo! when these mutu- 
alities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master 
and main exercise, the incotporate conclusion. Pish I 
But, sir, be you ruled by me : I have brought you from 
Venice. Watch you to-night; for tlie command. I’ll lay’t 
upon you. Cassio knows you not. I’ll not be far from 
you: do you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either 
by speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline ; or from 
what other course you please, vmich the time shall more 
favourably minister. 

Rod. Well. 

logo. Sir, he is rash and very sudden in choler, and 
haply may strike at you : provoke him, that he may ; 
for even out of that will I cause these of Cyprus to 
mutiny; whose qualification* shall come into 
no true taste again but by the displanting of Cassio. So 
shall you have a shorter journey to your desires by the 
means I shall then have to prefer them ; and the impedi- 
ment most profitably removed, without the which there 
were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if 1 can bnng it to a.iy opportunity. 
logo. I warrant thee. Meet mo by and by at the 
citadel: I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell. 
Rod. Adieu. \E«U. 

logo. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it; 
That she loves him, ’tis apt and of groat credit: 

The Moor, hbwbeit that 1 endure him not, 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature. 

And I dare think he’ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too; 

Not out of absolute lust, though peradventure 
1 stand accountant for as great a sin. 

But partly led to diet my revenge. 

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 

Hath leap’d into my seat; the thought whereof 


Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards; 

And nothing can or shall content my soul 
Till I am even’d with him, wife for wife. 

Or failing so, yet that 1 put the Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do. 

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash* *'*»• 

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on. 

I’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hip. 

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb— 

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too — 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me. 

For making him egregiously an ass. 

And practising upon his peace and quiet 
Even to madness. ’Tis here, but yet confused: 
Knavery’s plain face is never seen till used. {Exit. 

Scene II . — A strut. 

ErUer a Herald with a proclamation ; People following. 

Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and valiant 
general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived, importing 
the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet, every man put 
himself into triumph ; some to dance, some to make bon- 
fires, each man to what sport and revels his addiction 
leads him: for, besides these beneficial news, it is the 
celebration of his nuptial. So much was his pleasure 
should be proclaimed. All offices are open, and there is 
full liberty of feasting from this present hour of five till 
the bell have told eleven. Heaven bless the isle of 
Cyprus, and our noble general Othello ! [Axeun4. 

Scene HI . — A hall in the castle. 

Enter Otheux), Desdemona, Cassio, and Attendants. 

Otlt. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night: 
Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop. 

Not to outsport discretion. 

Ceu. logo hath direction what to do ; 

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to’t. 

0th. lago is most honest. 

Michael, good night: to-morrow with your earliest 
Let me have speech with you. {To Desdemona^ Come, 
ray dear love. 

The purchase made, the friiits are to ensue ; 

That profit’s yet to come ’tween me and you. 

Good night {Exeunt Othello, Desdemona, and Attendants. 

Enter Iago. 

Cos. Welcome, Iago; we must to the watch. 

logo. Not this hour, lieutenant; ’tis not yet ten o’ 
the clock. Our general cast us thus early for the love 
of his Desdemona ; who let us not therefore blame : he 
Wh not yet made wanton the night with her ; and she 
is sport for Jove. 

Cax. She’s a most exquisite lady. 

logo. And, I’ll warrant her, full of game. 

Gas. Indeed, she’s a most fresh and delicate creature, 

logo, '^at an eye she has! methinks it sounds a 
parley of provocation. 

Ca». An inviting eye ; and yet methinks right modest. 

Iago. And when she speaks, is it not an alarum to 
love? 

Cos. She is indeed perfection. 

logo. Well, happiness to their sheets I Come, lieu- 
tenant, I have a stoup of wine; and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus gallants that would fain have a measure 
to the health of black Othello. 
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Cos, Not to-night, good la^: 1 have ve^ poor and 
unhappy brains for drinking : 1 could well wish courtesy 
would invent some other custom of entertainment. 

logo. 0, they are our friends; but one cup: I’U 
drink for you. 

Coa. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that was 
craftily qudified too, and, behold, what innovation it 
makes here : I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare 
not task my weakness with any more. 

logo. What, man ! ’tis a night of revels : the gallants 
desire it 

Cm. Where are thev ? 

logo. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in. 

Cm. I’ll do’t; but it dislikes me. [Ex/U. 

logo. If I can fiisten but one cup upon him. 

With that which he hath drunk to-night already. 

He’ll be as full of quarrel and offence 

As my young mistrew’ dog. Now, my sick fool Hoderigo, 

Whom love hath turn’d almost the wrong side out. 

To Desdemona hath to-night caroused 
Potations pottle-deep; and he’s to watch: 

Three lads of Cyprus, noble swelling spirits. 


That hold their honours in a wary distance. 

The veiy elements of this warlike isle. 

Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cum, 

And they wateh too. Now, ’mongst this floclc of drunkards. 

Am I to put our Cassio in some action 

That may offend the isle. — But here they come: 

If consequence do but approve my dream. 

My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 

Bernier Cassio; wUh him MoirrANO and Glentlemen; 
Servants following with wine. 

Cm. ’Fore God, they have given me a rouse already. 
ifon. Good faith, a little one ; not -past a pint, as I 
am a soldier. 
logo. Some wine, ho I 

[Stn^a] And let me the canakin clink, clink; 

And let me the canakin clink: 

A soldier’s a man; 

A life’s but a span; 

Why, then, let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys I 



Cos. ’Fore God, an excellent song. 
logo. I learned it in England, where, indeed, they are 
most potent in potting: your Dane, your German, and 
your swag-belliea Hollwder — Drink, ho ! — are nothing to 
your English. 

Cm. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking? 
logo. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dane 
dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain; 
be gives your Hollander a vomi^ ere the next pottle can 
be fiUed. 

Cos. To the health of our general! 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant ; and I’ll do you justice. 
logo. O sweet England! 

King Stephen was a worthy peer. 

His breeches cost him but a crown; 

He held them sixpence all too dear. 

With that he caH’d the tailor lown. 

He was a wight of high renown. 

And thou art but of low degree: 

pride that pulls the couh^ down; 

Th^ take thine auld cloak about thee. 

Some wine, ho! 


Cm. "Whj, this is a more exquisite song than the other 
logo. Will yon hear’t again? 

Cm. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place 
that does those things. Well, God’s above all; and there 
be souls must be saved, and there be souls must not be 
saved. 

lego. It’s tru^ good lieutenant 
Ceu. For mine own part — no offence to the general, 
nor any man of quality — I hope to be saved. 
logo. And so do I too, lieutenant 
Ceu. Ay, but^ by your leave, not before me; the lieu- 
tenant is to be saved before the ancient Letfs have no 
more of this; let’s to our affairs. — Foigive us our sins! 
— Gentlemen, let’s look to our business.^ Do not think, 
gentlemen, I am drunk: this is my ancient; this is my 
right band, and this is my left: 1 am not drunk now; 
I can stand well enough, and speak well enoligh. 

All. Excellent well. 

Cos. Why, very wdl then ; you must not think then 
that I am drunk. [BicU. 

Mon. To .the platform, roasters; come, let’s set the watch. 
lego. Y^u see this fellow that is gone before; 

He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar 
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And give direction: and do hut see his vice; 

’Tis to his virtue a just equinox, 

The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him. 

I fear the trust Othello puts him in, 

On some odd time of his infinnity. 

Will shake this island. 

M<yn, But is he often thus ? 

Jctffo. *Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep : 

He’ll watch the horologe a double set. 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well 

The general were put in mind of it. 

Perhaps he sees it not; or his good nature 
Frizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 

And looks not on his evils: is not this true? 

Enter Bodebigo. 

logo, [Aside to Am.] How now, Boderigo t 
I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. [Exit Boderigo. 

Mon. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place as his own second 
With one of an ingraft infirmity: 

It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 

logo. Not I, for this fair island: 

I do love Cassio well; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil — But, hark I what noise? 

[Cry within: ’Help I help!’ 

Be-enter Cassio, driving in Boderigo. 

Cos. You rogue! you rascal! 

Mon, What’s the matter, lieutenant? 

Cos. A knave teach me m^ duty! 

I’ll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 

Bod. Beat me! 

Cos. Dost thou prate, rogue? 

[Striking Boderigo. 

Mon. Nay, good lieutenant ; 

[Staying him, 

I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cos. Let me go, sir. 

Or I’ll knock you o’er the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you’re drunk. 

Cos. Drunk ! [They fight, 

logo. [Aside to Boderigo.] Away, I say ; go out, and 
cry a mutiny. [Exit Boderigo. 

good lieutenant — alas, gentlemen; — 

Help, ho ! — Lieutenant — sir — Montano — sir ; — 

Help, masters! — Here’s a goodly watch indeed! 

[Bell rings. 

Who’s that which rings the bell ? — ^Diablo, ho ! 

The town will rise: God’s will, lieutenant, hold! 

You will be shamed for ever. 

Be-enter Othello and Attendaii’s. 

0th. What is the matter here? 

Mon. ’Zounds, I bleed still ; I am hurt to the death. 

[FainU. 

0th. Hold, for your lives! 

Icyo. Hold, ho I Lieutenant — sir — Montano — gentle- 
men — 

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty? 

Hold! the general speaks to you; hold, hold, for shame, 
0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth this ? 
Are^we turn’d Ihirks, and to ourselves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? 

For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl: 

He that stirs next to carve for his own rage 
Holds his soul light; he dies upon his motion. 

VOL. II. 


Silence that dreadful bell: it frights the isle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, masters? 
Honest lago, that look’st dead with grieving. 

Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge thee. 

logo. I do not know : friends all but now, even now. 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed; and then, but now — 

As if some planet had unwitted men — 

Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breast, 

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds:' a 
And would in action glorious I had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it! 

0th. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot ? 

Cos. I pray you, pardon me; I cannot speak. 

Olh. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil; 

The gravity and stillness of your youth 

The world hath noted, and- your name is great 

In mouths of wisest censure : what’s the matter. 

That you unlace your reputation thus 
And spend your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger: 

Your officer, lago, can inform you — 

While I spare speech, which something now offends me — 
Of aU that I do know : nor know I aught 
By me that’s said or done amiss this night; 

Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice. 

And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us. 

0th. Now, by heaven. 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule; 

And passion, having my best judgment collied,* •o'*™*- 
Assays to lead the way: if I once stir. 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on; 

And he that is approved in this offence. 

Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth. 

Shall lose me. What! in a town of war. 

Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear. 

To manage private and domestic quarrel. 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 

Tis monstrous. lago, who began't? 

Mon. If partially affined,^ or leagued in office. 

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, ' |l•rtl»mr 
Thou art no soldier. 

logo. Touch me not so near: 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio; 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, general. 

Montano and myself being in speech, 

'fhere comes a fellow crying out for help; 

And Cassio following him with determined sword, 

To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause: 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 

Lrat by his clamour — as it so fell out— 

The town might fall in fright: he, swift of foot. 

Outran my purpose; and I return’d the rather 
For that I heara the clink and fall of swords. 

And Cassio high in oath; which till to-night 
I ne’er might say before. When I came back — 

For this was brief — ^I found them close together. 

At blow and thrust; even as again they were 
When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report: 

But men are men; the best sometimes forget: 

35 



274 


OTHELLO. 


[Act ii. 


Though Caasio did some little wrong to him, 

As men in rage strike those that wish them best, 

Yet surely Caasio, I believe, received 
From him that lied some strange indignity. 

Which patience could not pass. 

0th. I know, lago, 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 

Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, 1 love thee; 

But never more be officer of mine. 

Re-enter Desdemona, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not raised up! 

I'll make thee an example. 

Des. What's the matter? 

0th. All’s well now, sweeting; come away to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon: 

L^ad him off. [To Montano, who is Ud off. 

lago, look with care about the town, 

And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted. 


Come, Desdemona: ’tis the soldiers’ life 
To have their balmy slumbers waked with strife. 

[ExearU all but logo and Cassio. 

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant? 

Cas. Ay, past all surgery. 

Jago. Marry, heaven forbid! 

Cas. Beputation, reputation, reputation! 0, 1 have 
lost my reputation! 1 have lost the immortal part of 
myself, and what remains is bestial. My reputation, lago, 
my reputation! 

lago. As I am an honest man, I tliought you had 
received some bodily wound ; there is more sense in that 
than in reputation. Beputation is an idle and most false 
imposition : oft got without merit, and lost without deserv* 
iug : you have lost no reputation at all, unless you repute 
yourself such a loser. What, man ! there are ways to re* 
cover the general again ; you are but now cost in his mood, 
a punishment more in policy than in malice ; even so as 
one would beat his offenceless dog to affright an imperious 
lion: sue to him again, and hes youra 



Cas. I will rather sue to be despised than to deceive so 
good a commander with so slight, so drunken, and so 
indiscreet an officer. Drunic t auu speak parrot 7 and 
squabble? swagger? swear? and discourse fustian with 
one’s own shadow? O thou invisible spirit of wine, if 
thou hast no name to be known l^, let us call thee devil 
/ago. What was he that you followed with your sword ? 
What had he done to you? 

Cas. 1 know not 
Jago. Is’t possible? 

Cm. I remember a mass of things, but nothing dis- 
tinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. 0 God, that 
men should put an enemy in their mouths to steal away 
their brains! that we should, with joy, pleosance, revel, 
and applause, transform ourselves into beasts ! 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough : how came 
you thus recovered? 

Cm. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to give 
place to the devu wrath : one unperfectness shows me 
another, to make me frankly despi^ myself. 


lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler: as the 
time, the place, and the condition of this country stands, 
I could hc^ily wish this had not befallen ; but, since it 
is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Cm. I win aSk him for my place again; he shall 
tell me that I am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths 
as Hydra, such an answer would stop them oil. To be 
now a sensible man, by and by a fool, and presently a 
beast! 0 strange! Every inordinate cup is unblessed, 
and the ingredient is a devU. 

logo. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar crea- 
ture, if it be well used: exclaim no more against it. 
And, good lieutenant, 1 think you think I l^ve you. 
Cm. I have well approved it, sir. 1 drunk! 
logo. You, or any man living may be drunk at a time, 
man. I’ll tell you what you shall do. Our general’s wife 
is now the general : I may say so in this respect, for 
that he^ hath devoted and given up himself to the con- 
templation, mark, and denotement of her parts and graces: 
confess yourself f^ly to her; importune her help to 
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put you in your place again : she is of so free, so kind, 
80 apt, so blessed a disposition, she holds it a vice in 
her goodness not to do more than she is requested : this 
broken joint between •you and her husband entreat her 
to splinter ; and, niy fortunes against any lay worth 
naming, this emek of your love shall grow stronger than 
it was before. 

Cos, You advise rne well 

lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest 
kindness. 

Cos. I think it freely ; and betimes in the morning I 
will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me ; 
1 am desperate of my fortunes if they check me here. 

lago. You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant; 
T must to the watch. 

Cos. Good night, honest lago. [ExiL 

lago. And what's he, then, that says I play the villain ? 
When this advice is free I give and honest, 

Probal to thinking, and indeed the course 

I’o win the Moor again ? For 'tis most easy 

The inclining Dcsdcmcjim to subdue 

Tn any honest suit: shc’.s framed as fruitful 

As the free elements. And then for her 

To win the Moor — werc’t to renounce his baptism. 

All seals anil .symbols of redeemed sin, 

His soul is so enfetter'd to her love, 

That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 

Kven a.s her appetite shall play the god 

With his weak function. Ilow am 1 then a villain 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel cour.se, 

Directly to hi.s good ? Divinity of hell ! 

When devils will the blackest sins put on,* sTnciu 

They do suggCvSt® at first with heavenly show.s, »Teinpt. 

A.s I do now; for wdiiles this hono.st fool 
I'liea Desdemona to repair his fortunes 
And she for him pleads strongly to tlie Moor, 


ITl pour this pestilence into his car, 

That she repeals him for her body's lust; 

And by how much she strives to do him good, 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch, 

And out of her own goodness make the net 
That shall enmesh them all, 

Ite-entcr liODElilGO. 

Ilow now, lioderigo! 

Rod. I do follow hero in the chase, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. !My money is 
almost spent; I have been to-night exceedingly well 
cudgelled; and I think the issue will be, 1 shall have so 
much experience for my pains, and so, with no money 
at all and a little more wit, return again to Venice. 

lago. Ilow poor arc they that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 

Thou know’st wc work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Docs't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee, 

And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd Cassio: 
Though other things grow fair against the sun, 

Yet fruits that blossom first will first bo rijic: 

Content thyself awhile. Dy the mas.s, 'tis morning, 
Pleasure and action make the hours seem shoit. 

Eetirc thee; go where thou art billeted: 

Away, I say ; thou shall know more hereafter : 

thee gone. [^Exit Roderigo^ Two thiiig.s are to 
be done : 

^ly wife mu.st move for Cassio to her mijjtress ; 

I’ll set her on ; 

Myself the wdiilc to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife: ay, that'.s the way: 

Dull not device by coldne.ss and delay \Ent. 





ACT III. 

Scene I. — B^ort (he ea^le. 


Enter Cassio and some Musicians. 

Cos. Masters, play here ; I will content your pains j 
Something that's brief; and bid ‘Good morrow, genena’ 

[Musie. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments been in 
Naples, that they speak i’ the nose thus ? 

First Mus: How, sir, how! 

do. Are these, 1 pray you, wind-instruments? 

First Mus. Ay many, are they, sir? 

Clo. 0, thereby hangs a tail 

First Mus. Whereby bangs a tale, sir. 

Ch. Many, sir, by many a wind-instrument that I 
know. But, masters, here’s money for you: and the 
general so likes your music, that he desires you, for love’s 
sake, to make no more noise with it. 

First Mus. Well, sir, we will not 

Ch. If you have any music that may not be heard, 
to’t a^in: but, as they say, to hear music the general 
does not greatly care. 

First Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll away : 
go ; vanish into air ; away ! [Exeunt Musicians. 

Cos. Dost thou hear, my honest friend ? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear you. 

Cos. Prithee, keep up thy quillets. There’s a poor 
piece of gold for thee: if the gentlewoman that atten^ 
the general’s wife be stirring, tell her there’s one Cassio 
entreats her a little favour of speech.; wilt thou do this ? 

Clo. She is stirring, sir : if she will stir hither, I shall 
seem to notify unto her. 

Cos. Do, good my friend. [Exit Clown. 


Enter lACO. 

In happy time, lago. 
logo. You have not been a-bed, then I 
Cos. Why, no; the day bad broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, lago. 

To send in to your wife: my suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

Jago. I’ll send her to you presently; 

And^I’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of tlie way, that your converse and business 
May more free. 

Cos. I humbly thank you for’t. [Exit lugo.] I never 
knew 

A Plorentiiie more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant: 1 am sorry 
For your displeawre; but all will sure Iw well. 

The general andnis wife arc talking of it; 

And she speaks for you stoutly : the Moor replies. 

That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus 
And great idfinity, and that in wholesome wisdom 
He might not but refuse you, but he protests he loves you. 
And nei^s no other suitor but his likings 
To take the safest occasion by the front 
To bring you in again. 

Cos. Yet, I beseech you. 

If you think fit, or that it may be done. 

Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

EmU. Pray yo'ii cora® 1“ • 

I will bestoiW you where you shall have time 
To speak y*ur bosom freely. 

Cat. I wn much bound to you. [Exeunt. 
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Scene II . — A room in the castle. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 

0th. These lettewrgive, Iago, to the pilot ; 

And by him do my duties to the senate: 

Tliat done, 1 will be walking on the works; 

Kepair there to me. 

Well, my good lord, I’ll do’t. 

0th. This fortincatiun, gentlemen, shall we see't? 
Gent. We'll wait upon your lordsliip. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — Hu garden of the castle. 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia 

Des. Be thou assured, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

Emil. Good madam, do : I warrant it grieves my 
husband. 

As if the case were his. 


Des. O, that’s an honest fellow. Do not doubt, Cassio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cos, Bounteous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He’s never any thing but your true servant. 

Des. I know’t ; I thank you. You do love my lord ; 
You have known him long; and be you well assured 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politic distance. 

Cos. Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may either last so long. 

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet. 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 

'riiat, I being absent and my xdace supplied. 

My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that; before Emilia here 
I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee. 

If I do vow a Mendship, I’ll x>erform it 



To the last article: my lord shall never rest; 

I’ll watch him tame and talk him out of patience; 

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift; 

I’ll intermingle every thing he does 

With Cassio's suit: therefore be merry, Cassio; 

For thy solicitor shall rather die 
Than mve thy cause away. 

Emu. Madam, here comes my lord. 

Cos. Madam, I’ll take my leave. 

Des. Why, stay, and hear me speak. 

Cos. Madam, not now; I am vciy ill at ease. 

Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, do your oiscretion. [jKcif Cassio. 

Enter Othello and Tago. 

logo. Hal I like not that. 

0th. What dost thou say? 

logo. Nothing, my lord: or if — ^I know not what. 
0th. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife ? 
Tago. Cassio, my lord ! No, sure, I cannot think it, 


That he would steal away SJ guilty-like. 

Seeing you coming. 

0th. I do believe ’twas he. 

Des. How now, my lord! 

I have been talking with a suitor here. 

A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

Olh. "l^o is’t you mean ? 

Des. Wliy, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my lord. 
If I have any grace or power to move you. 

His present reconciliation take ; 

For if he be not one that truly loves you. 

That errs in ignorance and not in cunning, 

I have no judgment in an honest face: 

I prithee, call him back. 

0th. Went he hence now ? 

Des. Ay, sooth; so humbled 
That he hath left part of his grief with me, 

To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona; some other time. 
Des. But shall 't be shortly? 
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0th, The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Des, Shall 't be to-night at supper? 

0th. No, not to-night. 

Des. To-morrow dinner, then ? 

0th. I shall not dine at home; 

1 meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why, then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday morn ; 
On Tuesday noon, or night; on Wednesday morn: 

1 prithee, name the time, bnt let it not 
Exceed three days: in faith, he’s penitent; 

And yet his trespass, in our common reason — 

Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their Iwst-— is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check. When shall he come? 

Tell me, Othello: 1 wonder in my soul. 

What you would ask me, that I should deny, ‘ 

Or stand so manunering* on. Whatl Michael Cassio, 
That came a-wooing with you, and so many a time. 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly. 


Hath ta’cn yonr part; to have so much to do 
To bring him in! Trust me, I could do much — 

0th. Prithee, no more : let him come when he 
will ; 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon; 

’Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves. 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm. 

Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 
To your own person: nay, when I have a suit 
Wlierein I mean to touch your love indeed. 

It shall be full of poise and difficult weight 
And fearful to be granted. 

0th. I will deny thee nothing 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this. 

To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you ? no : farewell, my lord. 

0th. Farewell, my Desdemona: I’ll come to thee 
straight. 



Des. Emilia, come. Be as your fancies teach you; 
Whate’er you be, I am obedient. 

[Exmnt Desdemcna and Emilia. 
0th. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul, 
Bnt I do love thee! and when I love thee not. 

Chaos is come again. 
logo. My noble lord — 

0th. What dost thou say, logo? 

logo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo’d my lady. 
Know of your love? 

0th. He did, from first to last: why dost thou ask? 
logo. Bnt for a satisthction of my thought; 

No further harm. 

0th. Why of thy thought, logo? 

logo. I did not think he had been acquainted with her. 
OUi. 0, yes; and went between us very oft 
logo. Indeed ! 

(Hh. Indeed! ay, indeed: discem’st thou aught in that? 
Is he not honest? 
logo. Honest, my lord! 

OtA Honest! ay, honest. 


logo. My lord, for aught I know. 

OiL What dost thou think? 

logo. Think, my lord' 

0th. Think, my lord' 

By heaven, he e^oes me. 

As if there were'^some monster in his thought 

Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean something: 

I heard thee say even, now, thou likedst not that. 

When Cassio leh my wife: what didst not like? 

And when I told thee he was of my counsel 

In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst ‘Indeed!’ 

And uidst contract and purse thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou dost love me, 

Show me thy thought. 
logo. My lord, you know I love you. 

OOi. I think thou dost; 

And, for I know thon’rt full of love and honesty, 

And weigh’st thy words before thou givest them breath, 
Therefore tlpese stops of thine fright me the more: 

For such things in a false disloyal knave 
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Are tricks of custom, but in a man that’s just 
They are close delations,* working from the heart 
That passion cannot rule. 

logo. ' For Michael Cassio, 

I dare be sworn I think that he is honest 
(Hk, I think so too. 

JcLgo. Men should be what they seem ; 

Or those that be not, would they might seem none! 

0th. Certain, men should be what they seem. 
logo. Why, then, I think Cassio’s an honest man. 
0&>. Nay, yet there’s more in this: 

I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 

As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

logo. Good my lord, pardon me: 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 

1 am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 

Utter my thoughts ? Why, say they are vile and false ; 
As where’s that palace whcreinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure, 

But some uncleanly apprehensions 

Keep leets and law-days, and in session sit 

With meditations lawful? 

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago. 

If thou but think'st him wrong’d and makest his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

logo. I do beseech you— 

Though I perchance am vicious in my guess. 

As, I confess, it is my nature’s plague 

To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 

Shapes faults that are not — ^that your wisdom yet. 

From one that so imperfectly conceits. 

Would take no notice, nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 

It were not for your quiet nor your good. 

Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

0th. What dost thou mean? 

logo. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord. 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls: 

Who steals my pxuse steals trash ; ’tis something, nothing ; 
’Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been slave to thousands. 
But he that filches from me my good name 
Bobs me of that which not enriches him. 

And makes mo poor indeed. 

0th. By heaven, I’ll know thy thoughts. 

Jago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody. 

0(h. Ha! 

logo. 0, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 

It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on: that cuckold lives in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 

But, 0, what damned minutes tells he <'’er 
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet struugly loves! 

0th. O misery! 

logo. Poor and content is rich and rich enough. 

But riches findess* is as poor as winter lawndtam 

To him that ever fears he shall bo poor. 

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jedousy I 

0th. Why, why is this? 

Th^k’st thou I ’Id make a life of jealousy. 

To follow still the changes of the moon 

With f^h suspicions? No; to be once in doubt 

Is once to be resolved: exchange me for a goat, 

When 1 shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate* and blown surmises. 

Matchin g thy inference. ’Tis not to make me jealous 


To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company. 

Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well; 

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous: 

Nor from mine own weak merits will 1 draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt; 

For she had eyes, and chose me. No, logo; 

I’ll see before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 

And on the proof, there is no more but tins — 

Away at once with love or jealousy ! 

lagc. I am glad of it; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit: therefore, as I am bound, 

Receive it from me. I speak not yet of proof. 

Look to your wife; observe her well with Cassio; 

Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure: 

I would not have your free and noble nature, 

Out of self-bounty, be abused; look to’t: 

I know our country disposition well; 

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 

They dare not show their husbands ; their best conscience 

Is not to leave’t undone, but keep’t unknown. 

0th. Dost thou say so? 

logo. She did deceive her father, marrying you; 

And when she seem’d to shake and fear your looks. 

She loved them most. 

0th. And so she did. 

laga Why, go to, then ; 

She that, so young, could give out such a seeming. 

To seel her father’s eyes up close as oak — 

He thought ’twas witchcraft — but I am much to blame ; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 

0th. I am bound to thee for ever. 

logo. I see this hath a little dash’d your spirits. 

Not a jot, not a jot. 

logo. r faith, I fear it has. 

I hope you will consider what is spoke 

Comes from my love. But I do see you’re moved: 

I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues, nor to larger reach. 

Than to suspicion. 

0th. I will not 

logo. Should you do so, my lord. 

My speech should fall into such vile success 

As ray thoughts aim not at Cassio’s my worthy friend— 

My lord, I see you’re moved. 

0th. No, not much moved: 

I do not think but Desdemona's honest 
logo. Long live she so! and long live you to think so . 
0th. And yet, how nature erring from itself— 
logo. Ay, there’s the point: as — to be bold with 
you— 

Not to alTect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree. 

Whereto we see in all things nature tends — 

Foil ! one may smell in such a will most rauk. 

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. 

But pardon me; I do not in position 
Distinctly speak of her; though I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 

May fall to match you with her country forms. 

And happily repent. 

0th. Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more; 

Set on thy wife to observe: leave me, logo. 
logo. [(Erotn^.] My lord, I take my leave. 

0th. Why did 1 marry ? This honest creature 

doubtless 

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 



280 


OTHELLO. 


[Act III, 


logo. My lord, 1 would I might eutreat 

your honour 

To scan this thing no further; leave it to time: 

Though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 

For, sure, he fills it up with great ability. 

Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile. 

You shall by that perceive him and his means: 

Note, if your lady strain his entertainment* • 

With any strong or vehement importunity; 

Much will be seen in that In the mean time. 

Let me be thought too busy in my fears — 

As worthy cause I have to fear I am — 

And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 

0th. Fear not my government 

logo. I once more take my leave. [Fxit. 

OOi. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty. 

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit 
Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard,* 

Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, 

I ’Id whistle her off and let her down the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for 1 am black 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have, or for I am declined 
Into the vale of years — yet that’s not much — 

She’s gone. I am abused; and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage, 

'That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad. 

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

I'han keep a corner in the thing I love 

For others’ uses. Yet, ’tis the plague of great ones; 

Prerogatived are they less than the base; 

*Tis destiny unshunnable, like death: 

Even then this forked plague is fated to us 
When we do quickea Desdemona comes : 

Be-enUr Desdemona and Emilia. 

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself! 

I’ll not believe't. 

Dta. How now, my dear Othello! 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 
oik. I am to blama 

Bea. Why do you speak so faintly? 

Are TOu not well? 

Om. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Des. ’Faith, that’s with watching; 'twill away again: 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will he well. 

Otk. Tour napkin is too little: 

[Ee puts the handkerehief Jrom him; and it drops. 
Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in with you. 

Des. I am veiy sorry that you are not well 

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona. 
Emil. I am glad I have foimd this napkin: 

This was her first remembrance’’ from the Moor: 

My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo’d me to steal it; but she so loves the token. 

For he conjured her she should ever keep it, 

That she reaves it evermore about her 

To kiss and talk to. I’ll have the work ta’en out. 

And give’t lago: what he will do with it 
Heaven knows, not I: 

I nothing but to please his fantasy. 

Be-oater Iaoo. 

logo. How now ! what do you here alone ? 

Emil. Do not you chide; f have a thing for you. 
logo. A thing for me? it is a common thing — 


Emil. Ha 1 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

J(yo. What handkerchief? 

£7nil. What handkerchief ! 

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 

That which so often you did bid me steal. 
lago. Hast stol’n it from her? 

Emil. No, ’faith; she let it drop by negligence. 

And, to the advantage, I, being here, took’t up. 

Look, here it is. 

logo. A good wench; give it me. 

EmiL What will you do with’t, that you have been 
so earnest 

To have me filch it? 

logo. [Snatching il.] Why, what’s that to you? 
Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import, 
Give’t me again : poor lady, she’ll run mad 
When she shall lack it. 

lago. Be not acknown on’t: I have use for it. 

Go, leave me. [Aril Emiliu. 

I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin. 

And let him find it. Trifles light as air 
Are to the jealous confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ; this may do something. 

The Moor already changes with my poison: 

Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons, 

Which at the first are scarce found to distaste. 

But with a little act upon the blood. 

Bum like the mines of sulphur. 1 did say so : 

Look, where he comes! 

Be-tnter Othello. 

Not poppy, nor mandragora. 

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
"V^ich thou owedst yesterday. 

Otk. Ha! ha! false to me? 

iojfs. Why, how 'now, general! no more of that. 

0th. Avaunt! be gone! thou host set me on the rack; 
I swear ’tis better to be much abused 
Than but to know’t a little. 

lago. How now, my lord! 

0(h. What sense had I of her stol’n hours of lust ? 

I saw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me: 

I slept the next night well, was free and merry; 

I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips: 

He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stol’n. 

Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d at all. 
logo. I am sorry to hear this. 

OiL I had been happy, if the general camp, 

Pioners and allf had tasted her sweet body. 

So I had nothing knoi^n. 0, now, for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content! 

Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars. 

That make ambition virtue! 0, farewell! 

Farewdl the neighing steed, and the shrill trnmp. 

The spirit-stirring dram, the ear-piercing fife,* 

The royal banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious wa{r! 

And, 0 you mortal engines, whose rude throto 
The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterf(iit, 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation’s gone ! 
logo. Is’t possible, my lord? 

0th. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore. 
Be sure pf it; nve me the ocular proof; 

Or, by the worth of man’s eternal soul, 
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niott hadst beon better have beeu boru a dog 
Than answer my waked wrath! 

la’t come to this? 

0(h. Make mo to sce't; or, at the least, so prove it. 
That the probation bear no hinge nor loop 
To hang a doubt on; or woe upon thy life! 

Icigo. My noble lord — 

0th. If thou dost slander her and torture me, 

Never pray more ; abandon all remorse ;* * Tenatr iMHog. 

On horror's head horrors accumulate; 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amazed; 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add 
Greater than that. 


liigo. O grace! O heaven forgive me! 

Are you a man? have you a soul or sense? 

God bo wi* you; take mine office. 0 wretched fool. 
That livest to make thine honesty a vice! 

0 monstrous world! Take note, take note, 0 world, 
To bo direct and honest is not safe. 

1 thank you for this profit; and from hence 
I’ll love no friend, sitn love breeds such offence. 

0th. Nay, stay: thou shouldst be honest. 
lago, I should be wise, for honesty’s a fool 
And loses that it works for. 

0th. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not; 



I think that thou art just, and think thou art not. 

I’ll have some proof. Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian’s visage, is now begrim^ and black 
As mine own face. If there be cords, or knives. 

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams. 

I’ll not endure it Would I were satisfied! 

logo. I se^ sir, you are oaten up with passion: 

I do repent me that I put it to you. 

You would be satisfied? 

OfA. Would! nay, I will 

logo. And may: but^ how? how satisfied, my lord? 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on — 

Behold her topp’d ? 

CkA Death and damnation! O! 


logo. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 

To bring them to that prospect: damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster 
More than their own! What then? how then? 
What shall I say? Wlicrc’s satisfaction? 

It is impossible you should see this. 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys. 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignoiunce made drunk. But yet, I say. 

If imputation and strong circumstances. 

Which lead directly to the door of truth, 

WiU give you satisfaction, you may have’t. 

0th. Give me a living reason she’s disloyal 
logo. I do not like the office: 

36 
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But, sith I am enter’d iu this cause so far, 

Prick’d to’t by foolish honesty and love, 

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately; 

And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not sleep. 

There ore a kind of men so loose of soul. 

That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs. 

One of this kind is Cassio: 

In sleep I heard him say, ‘Sweet Desdemono, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves;* 

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry, '0 sweet creature I’ and then kiss me hard. 

As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots 
That grew upon my lips; then laid bis leg 
Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss’d; and then. 

Cried, 'Cursed fate that gave thee to the Moor!’ 

OtA. 0 monstrous! monstrous! 

loffo. Nay, this was but his dream. 

0^ But this denoted a foregone conclusion: 

Tis a shrewd doubt, though it but a dream. 

laffo. And this may help to thicken other proofs 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

OtA I’ll tear her all to pieces. 

loffo. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done ; 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this. 

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief 
Spotted with strawberries in your wife’s hand? 

OtA. I gave her such a one; ’twas my first gift. 
laffo. 1 know not that: but such a handkerchief — 

I am sure it was your wife's— did I to^y 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

0th. If it be that — 

loffo. If it be that, or auy that was hers. 

It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

0th. 0, that the slave had forty thousand lives! 

One is too ikmt, too weak for my revenge. 

Now do I see ’tis true. Look here, lago; 

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven. 

’Tis gone. 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell! 

Yield up, 0 love, thy crown and hearted throne 
To tyrannous hate! Swell, bosom, with thy fraught. 
For ’tis of aspics’ tongues! 
loffo. Yet bo content 

OtA 0, blood, blood, blood! 

loffo. Patience, 1 say ; your mind perhaps may change. 
0^ Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea. 

Whose ioy current and compulsive course 
Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic and the Hellcsnonl, 

Even so my bloody thoughts with violent pace. 

Shall ne’er look back, ne^r ebb to humble love. 

Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. Now, by yond marble heaven, 
[JTnsels.] In i&e due reverence of a sacred vow 
I here engage my worda 
lojfo. Do not rise yet 

Witness, you ever-burning lights above, 

You dements that clip us round a&ut. 

Witness that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 

To wrong’d Othello’s service! Let him command. 

And to obey shall be in me remorse. 

What bloody business ever. 

OtA^ 1 greet thy love. 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 
And will upon the instant put thee to’t: 

Within these three days let me hear thee say 
Tbat Cassio’s not alive. 


laffo. My friend is dead ; 'tis done at your request : 
But let her live. 

0th. Damn her, lewd minx! O, damn her! 

Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw, 

To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 
loffO. I am your own for ever. . [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Before the castle. 

Enter Desobmona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant Cassio lies 
Clo. I dare not say he lies any where. 

Des. AVhy, man? 

Clo. He’s a soldier, and for one to say a soldier lies 
is stabbing. 

Des. Go to: where lodges he? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where 
I lie. 

Du. Can any thing be made of tliis? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to devise 
a lodging and say he lies here or he lies there, were to 
lie in mine own throat 

Des. Can you inquire him out, and be edified by 
report? 

Clo. I will catechize the world for him ; that is, make 
questions, and by them answer. 

Du. ^ek him, bid him come hither : tell him, I have 
moved my lord on bis behalf, and hope all will be well 
Clo. To do this is within the compass of man’s wit, 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it [Exit 

Du. Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia^ 
Emii. I know not madam. 

Des. Believe me, I bad rather have lost my purse 
Full of CTUsadoes; and, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

Emil. Is he not jealous? 

Des. Who, he? I think the sun where he was born 
Drew ^1 such humours from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comes 

Du I will not leave him now till Cassio 
Be call’d to him. 

Enter Othello. 

How is’t with you, my lord? 

OtA Well, my good lady. [Aside.] 0, hardness to 
dissemble I — 

How do yon, Desdemona? 

Du Well, my good lord. 

0^ Give me your hand : this hand is moist ">7 l<^y- 
Du. It yet hath felt no age nor known no soitow. 
OtA. This argjjies fruitfulness and liberal heart: 

Hot hot Eod moist: this hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 

Much castigation, exercise devout; 

For here’s a young and sweating devil here. 

That commonly rebels. ’Tis a good hand, 

A frank one. 

Du. You may, indeed, say so; 

For ’twas that hand that gave away my hear| 

OtA A liberal hand: the hearts of old gafe hands; 
But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts. [ 

Du. I cannot spew of this. Come now, yo4r promise. 
OtA What promise, chuck? 

Du. I have sent to bid Cassio come yo**' 

OtA I have a salt and sony rheum offends me; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Du Here, my lord. 
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Oth, That which I gave you. 

I have it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

Dta. No, indeed, roy lord. 

Oth. That is a fault. 

That handkerchief 

Did an Egyptian to my mother give; 

She was a charmer, and could almost read 

The thoughts of people : she told her, while she kept it, 

’Twould make her amiable and subdue my father 

Entirely to her love; but if she lost it 

Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his spirits should hunt 

After new fancies: she, dying, gave it me; 

And bid me, when iny fate would have me wive. 

To give it her. I did so: and take heed on‘t; 

Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 

To lose’t or give’t away were such perdition 
As nothing dse could match. 

Des- Is’t possible ? 

Oth. ’Tis true : there’s magic in the web of it : 

A sibyl, that had number’d in the world 
The sun to course two hundred compasses. 

In her prophetic fury sew’d the work; 

The worms were hallow’d that did breed the silk; 

And it was dyed in mummy which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens’ hearts. 

Dts. Indeed ! is't true ? 

Oth. Most veritable ; therefore look to’t well. 

Des. Then would to God that I had never scen’t 1 
Oth. Ha I wherefore ? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash? 

Oth. Is’t lost ? is’t gone ? speak, is it out o’ the way ? 
Des. Heaven bless us ! 

Oth. Say you? 

Des. It is not lost; but what an if it were? 

Oth. How I 

Des. I say, it is not lost 

Oth. Fetch’t, let me see’t. 

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now. 

This is a trick to put me from my suit: 

Pray you, let Cassio be received again. 

Oth. Fetch me the handkerchief: my mind misgives. 
Des. Come, come ; 

You’ll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oth. The handkerchief I 

Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

OOi. The handkerchief ! 

Des. A man that all his time 

Hath founded his |^d fortunes on your love. 

Shared dangers wiw you — 

Oth. The handkerchief I 

Des. In sooth, you are to blame. 

Oth. Away ! [Exit. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne’er saw this before. 

Sure, there’s some wonder in this handkerchief: 

I am most unhappy in the loss of it 
Emil. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man: 

They are all but stomachs, and wo all but food ; 

They eat us hungerly, and when they are full. 

They belch us. Look you, Cassio and my husband I 

Enter Cassio and Iago. 

Togo. There is no other way; ’tis she must do’t: 
And, lo, the happiness t go, and importune her. 

Des, How now, good Cassio I what’s the news with you? 
Cos. Madam, my former suit : I do b^ech you 
That by your virtuous means I may again 


Exist, and be a member of his love 
Whom I with all the office of my heart 
Entirely honour: I would not be delay’d. 

If my offence be of such mortal kind 
'That nor my service past, nor present sorrows. 

Nor purposed merit in futurity. 

Can ransom me into his love again. 

But to know so must be my benefit ; 

So shall I clothe me in a forced content. 

And shut myself up in some other course. 

To fortune’s alms. 

Des. Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio! 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him. 

Were he in favour as in humour alter’d. 

So help me every spirit sanctified. 

As I have spoken for you all my best. 

And stood within the blank of his displeasure 
For my free speech I you must awhile be patient : 

What I can do I will; and more I will 
Than for myself I dare: let that suffice you. 
logo. Is my lord angry? 

Emil. He went hence but now. 

And certainly in strange unquietness. 

Iago. Can he be angry ? 1 have seen the cannon. 

When it hath blown his ranks into the air. 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff’d his own brother : — and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then: I will go meet him: 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I prithee, do so. [Exit Iago. 

Something, sure, of state. 
Either from Venice, or some unhatch’d practice 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him. 

Hath puddled his clear spirit; and in such cases 
Men’s natures wrangle with inferior things. 

Though great ones are their object. ’Tis even so; 

For let our finger ache, and it indues 

Our other healthful membei'S even to that sense 

Of pain: nay, we must think men are not gods. 

Nor of them look for such oliscrvances 
As fit the bridal. Beshrew me much, Emilia, 

I was, unhandsome warrior as I am. 

Arraigning his unkinduess with my soul; 

But now I find I hod suborn’d the witness. 

And he’s indicted falsely. 

Emil. Pray heaven it be state-matters, as you think, 
And no conception nor no jealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Des. Alas the day! I never gave him cause. 

Emil. But jealous souls will not be answer’d so; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause. 

But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monster 
Begot upon itself, torn on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello’s mind ' 
Emil. Lady, amen. 

Des. I will go seek him. Cassio, walk hereabout: 

If I do find him fit. I’ll move your suit 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cos. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio! 

Cas. Wliat make you from home? 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 
r faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What, keep a week away ? seven days and nights ? 
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Eight score eight hours? and lovers' absent hours, 

Mote tedious than the dial eight score times? 

0 weary reckoning! 

Cos. Pardon me. Bianca : 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press’d; 

But I shall, in a more continuate* time, auimnu 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[Owing her Deadmona's handkerchie/. 
Take me this work out. 

J&tn. 0 Cassio, whence came this? 

This is some token from a newer friend: 

To the felt absence now I feel a cause: 

Is’t come to this? Well, well. 

Gas. Oo to, woman! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth. 

From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance: 

No, ill good troth, Bianca. 


Bian. Why, whose is it. 

Ca$, I know not, sweet: 1 found it in my chamber, 
I like the work well: ere it bo demanded — 

As like enough it will — I’ld have it copied : 

Take it, and do't; and leave me for this tim& 

Bian. Leave you! wherefore? 

Gas. I do attend hero on the general; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish. 

To have him see me woman’d. 

Bian. Why, I pray you? 

Gas. Not that I love you not 
Bian. But that you do not love me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little, 

And say if I shall see you soon at night 

Gas. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you; 

For I attend here: but I’ll see you soon. 

Bian. 'Tis very good; I must be circumstanced. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


Scene I. — Gyprus. 


Before the castle. 


Eniet Otbello and Iago. 


Think so, logo! 


logo. Will yon think so? 

0th. 

logo. What, 

To kiss in private? 

0th. An unauthorized kiss. 

logo. Or to be naked with her friend in bed 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm? 

0th. Naked in bed, logo, and not mean harm! 

It is hypocrisy against the devil: 

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so. 

The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heaven. 

logo. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip : 

But if I give my wife a handkerchief — 

Olh. ^^at then? 

logo. Why, then, 'tis hers, roy lord ; and, being hers, 
She may. I think, ^tow’t on any man. 

(Hh. She is protectress of her honour too: 

Mi^ she give tmt ? 

logo. Her honour is an essence that’s not seen ; 
They have it very oft that have it not: 

But, for the handkerchief — 

0th. Bv heaven, I would most gladly have foigot it. 
Thou saidat — O. it comes o’er my memoiy, 

As doth the raven o’er the infected house. 

Boding to all — ^he had my handkerchief. 
logo. Ay, what of that? 

Oth. That’s not so good now. 

Iago. What, 

If I had said I had seen him do you wrong ? 

Or heard him say — as knaves be such abroad. 

Who having, their own importunate suit. 

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress. 

Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But th^ must ^b — 

0^ Hath he said any thing? 

/ago. He hath, my lord; but be you well assured, 
No mote than he'll unswear. 

Oth. What hath he said? 

lam. ’Faith, that he did — I know not what he did. 
Om. What 7 what ? 
logo. lae — 

Oth. With her? 


/ajro. With her, on her; what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her! lie on her! We say lie on her, 
when they belie her. Lie with her! that's fulsome. — 
Handkerchief — confessions — handkerchief I — To confess, 
and be hanged for his labour; — first, to be hanged, and 
then to confess. — I tremble at it. Nature would not 
invest herself in such shadowing passion without some 
instruction. It is not words that shako me thus. IMsh ! 
Noses, cars, and lips.— Is’t possible ? — Confess — handker- 
chief! — 0 devil! [Fo/fs tn a trance, 

logo. Work on. 

My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are caught; 
And many worthy and chaste dames even thus, 

All railtless, meet reproach. What, ho! my lord! 

My lord, 1 say ! Othello ! 

Enter Cassio. 

How now, Cassio! 

Gas. What’s the matter? 

logo. My lord is fall’n into an epilepsy: 

This is his second fit; he had one yesterday. 

Gas. Bub him about the temples. 

Iago. No, forbear ; 

The lethargy must have his quiet course: 

If not, he foams at month and by and by 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, ho stirs: 

Do you withdraw yourself a little while. 

He will recovei^ straight: when he is gone, 

1 would on great occasion speak with you. [Exit Gassio. 
How is it, general? have you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Dost thou mock me? 

logo. I mock you! no, by heaven. 

Would you would bear your fortune like a aianl 
Oth. A homed man’s a monster and a beast. 
logo. There’s many a beast then in a pc|nilou8 dfy, 
And maw a civil monster. 

OOi. Did he confess it? 

loQo. Good sir, be a men; 

Think every bearded fellow that’s but yoked 
May draw with you : there’s millions now alive 
That nightly lie in those unproper* be^ 

Which tlfey dare swear peculiar: your case is better. 

O, ’ris thh spite of hell, the fiend’s arch-mock, 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch. 
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Aod to suppose her chaste 1 No, let me know ; 

And knowine what I am, 1 know what she shall be. 
(Hk. 0, thou art wise; tis certain. 

1 (^ 0 . ' Stand you awhile apart; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. 

Whilst you were here o'erwhelmed with your grief— 

A passion mort unsuiting such a man — 

Cassio came hither: I shifted him away, 

And laid good 'sense upon your ecstasy. 

Bade him anon return and here speak with me; 

The which he promised. Do but encave yourself. 

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns; 
That dwell in every region of his face; 


For I will make him tell the tale anew. 

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife : 

I say, but mark his gesture. Mar^, patience; 

Or 1 shall say you arc all in all in spleen. 

And nothing of a man. 

0th. Dost thou hear, lago? 

I will be found most cunning in my patience; 

But — dost thou hear? — most bloody. 

logo. That’s not amiss; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw? 

[Othello retires. 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 



A housewife that by selling her desires 
Buys herself bread and clothes: it is a creature 
That dotes on Cassio ; as 'tis the strumpet’s plague 
To beguile many, and be beguiled by one*. 

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter. Here he comes : 

Be-enitr Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad; 

And his unbookish jealousy must construe 

Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, end light behaviour, 

Quite in the wrong. How do you now, licutenMt? 

Com. The worser that you give me the addition 
Whose want even kills me. 


logo. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure on’t 
[Speaking f(wer.] Now, if this suit lay in Bianca’s power. 
How quickly should you speed I 
Cos. Alas, poor caitiff I 

0th. Look, how he laughs already! 
logo. I never knew woman love man so. 

Cos. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i’ faith, she loves me. 
0th. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out 
logo. Do you hear, Cassio? 

0th. Now he importunes him 

To tell it o’er: go to; wdl said, well said. 

logo. She gives it out that you shall marry her : 

Do you intend it? 

Cas. Ha, ha, ha I 
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0th, Do you triuiDpli, Boman 7 do you triumph 7 
Cat. I marry her ! what 7 a customer I Prithee, bear 
some charity to my wit ; do not think it so unwholesome. 
Ha, ha, ha I 

0th. So, so. so, so : they laugh that wia 

logo. 'Faith, the cry goes that you shall many her. 

Caa. Prithee, say true. 

lago. 1 am a very villain else. 

OiL Have you scored' me 7 WelL 

Cos. This is the monkey’s own giving out: she is 

S ersuaded I will many her, out of her own love and 
attery, not out of my promise. 

0th. lago beckons me; now lie begins the story. 

Cat. She was here even now ; she haunts me in every 
place. I was the other day talking on the sea-bank with 
certain Venetians ; and thither comes the bauble, and, by 
this band, she falls me thus about my neck — 



and pulls me: ha, ha, ha I 

Om. Now he tells how she plucked him to my cham- 
ber. 0, 1 see that nose of yours, but not that dog I shall 
throw it ta 

Cat. Well, I must leave her company. 

logo. Before me I look, where she comes. 

Cat. *Tis such another fitchew I many, a perfhmed one. 

Enter Bianca. 

Wh^ do you mean by this haunting of me? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt yout What 
did you mean by that same handkotchief yon gave me 
even now ? I was a fine fool to take it 1 must take 
out ^e work 7 — A. likely piece of vtork, that you should 
find ^ in your chamber, and not know who left it there I 
This is some minx’s token, and 1 must take out the work 7 


There , give it your hobby-horse : wheresoever you had 
it. I’ll take out no work on’t 

Cat. How now, my sweet Bianca I how now! how now I 
OOi. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief. 
Bwn. An you’ll come to supper to-night you may; 
an you will not come when you are next prepared for. 

{Exit. 

lago. After her, after her. 

Cat. ’Faith, I must; she’ll rail in the street else. 
logo. Will you sup there! 

Cat. ’Faith, 1 intend so. 

lago. Well, 1 may chance to see you; for I would 


ve) 


iiy fain speak with you. 

Cut. Prithee, come; will you? 


logo. 
0th. 
la 


Go to; sa: 
{Advancing. 




{Exit Cassio. 


logo. 

0th. 

logo. 


no more. 

How shall I murder him, lago 7 
Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice? 

0 lagol 

And did you see the handkerchief? 

Was that mine? 

Yours, by this hand : and to see how he prizes 
the foolish woman your wife ! she gave it him, and he 
hath given it his whore. 

0th. 1 would have him nine years a-killing. A fine 
woman I a fiur woman I a sweet woman! 
lago. Nay, you must forget that 
oik. Ay, let her rot ^d perish, and be damned to- 
night ; for die shall not live : no, my heart is turned to 
stone; I strike it and it hurts my hand. 0, the world 
hath not a aweetn creature: she might lie by an em- 
peroFs side and command him taska 
loM. Nay, that’s not your way. 
oik. Ghmg her I I do but say what she is : so delicate 
with her needle : an admirable musician : 0 1 she will 
sing the sava^ness out of a bear : of so high and plente- 
ous wit snd Mention 
loM She’s the worse for all this. 
oik. 0, a thousand thousand times: and then, of so 
gentle a condition! 
la^ Ay, too gentle. 

Om..r Nay, that’s dertain : but yet the pity of it, logo ! 
O lago, the pity of ity logo ! 

logo. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her 
patent to ofitrad ; for if it touch not you, it comes near 
nobody. 

1 will chop her into messes: cuckold me! 

0, ’tis foul in her. 

With mine officer! 

That’s fouler. 

Get me some poison, lago; this night; I’ll not 
expostulate with hw, lest her body and beauty unprovido 
my mind again : this night. lago. 

logo. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her bed, 
even the bed sUI hath contaminated. 

0th. Good, good : the justice of it pleases : very good. 
Togo. And for Casfio, let me be his undertaker: you 
shall hear more by midnight. 

0th. Excellent good. {A trumpet unthim] What 
trumpet is that same? 

lago. iMmething &om Venice, sure. ’Tis Lodovico, 
Come ftrom the duke: and, see, your wife is Sritii him. 


0th. 
fa 


Enter Lodotioo, Dbsdemoma, and Attendants. 

Lod. Save you, worthy genetall 

0th. With all myiheart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[fiViMf him, a letter. 

0th. I |ds8 the instrument of their plessniea 

[Opens the letter, emd reads. 
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Dtt, And whftt’s ths n6W8t good cousin Liodovico ? 
logo. I am very glad to see you, signior; 

Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank you. How does Lieutenant Cassio? 
logo. lives, sir. 

Da. Cousin, there’s fall’n between him and my lord 
An unkind breach; but you shall make all well. 

OQl Are you sure of that ? 

De*. My lord? 

Oih. [ Readall ‘ This fail you not to do, as you will — ' 
Lod. He did not call ; he’s busy in the paper. 

Is there division 'twixt my lord and Cassio? 

Dta. A most unhappy one: I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

0th. Fire and brimstone! 

Da. My lord? 

0th. Are you wise? 

Da. What, is he angiy? 

Lod. May be the letter moved him ; 

For, as 1 think, they do command him home. 

Deputing Cassio in his government 
Ika. Trust me, I am glad on’t 
0th. Indeed I 


Da. My lord ? 

0th. 1 am glad to see you mad. 

Da. Why, sweet Othello— 

0th. \^riking Asr.] Devil ! 

Da. I have not deserved this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believed in Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw’t: 'tis very much: 

Make her amends ! she weeps. 

Oth. O devil, devil! 

If that the earth could teem with woman’s tears; 

Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. 

Out of my sight! 

Da. I will not stay to offend you. [Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady: 

I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

OtL. Mistress I 

Da. My lord? 

Oth. What would you with her, sir? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord? 

Oth. Ay ; you did wish that I would make her turn : 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet gp on. 

And turn again; and she can weep, sir, weep; 

And she’s obedient, as yon sa^, obMient, 

Very obedient. Proceed you in your teara 
Concerning this, sir — O well-painted passion! — 

I am commanded home. Oet you away; 

I’ll send for you anon. Sir, I obey the mandate, 

And will return to Venice. Hence, avaunt ! 

[ExU Dadonuma. 

Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, to-night^ 

I do entreat that we may sup together: 

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.— Goat- and monkeys! 

[ExU. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full seuate 
Call all in all sufBcient? Is this the nature 
Whom passion could not shake? whose solid virtue 
^e shot of accident, nor dart of chance. 

Could neither graze nor pierce? 
logo. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain ? 
logo. He's that he is : I may not breathe my censure. 
What he might be— if what he might he is not— 

I would to heaven he were I 
lod. What, shrike his wife! 

logo. 'Faith, that was not so well; yet would I knew 
That stroke would prove the worst! 


Lod. Is it his use? 

Or did the letters work upon liis blood. 

And new-create this fault? 

logo. Alas, alas I 

It is not honesty in me to speak 
What I have seen and known. You shall observe him. 
And his own courses will <Icnote him so 
That 1 may save my speech : do but go after. 

And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry that I am deceived in him. [Exeunt 

Scene II . — A room in the castle. 

Enter Othello and Emilia. 

Oth. You have seen nothing then? 

Emil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect 

Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she together. 

JEmU. But then I saw no harm, and then I heard 
Each syllable that breath made up between them. 

Oth. What, did they never whisper? 

EmU. Never, my lord 



Oth. Nor send you out o’ the way? 

Emil. Never. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor nothing ? 
Emil. Never, ray lord. 

OA. That’s strange. 

EmU. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 

Lay down my soul at stake: if you think other. 
Remove your thought; it doth abuse your bosom. 

If any •wretch We put this in your head. 

Let heaven requite it with the serpent’s curse! 

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 

Ibere’s no man happy; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

Oth. Bid her come hither: go. [ExU Emilia. 

She says enough; yet she’s a simple bawd 
That cannot say as mueb. Tliis is a subtle whore, 

A closet lock and key of villanous secrets: 

And yet she’ll kned and pray ; I have seen her do’t. 

Enter Desdemona wUh Emilia. 

Dee. My lord, what is your will? 

Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither. 
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Bod. 'Faith, I have heard too much, for your words 
and performances are no kin together. 
logo. You charge me most unjustly. 

Bod. With nought but truth. 1 have wasted myself 
out of my means. The jewels you have had hum me to 
deliver to Desdemona would half have corrupted a votarist: 
you have told me she hath received them, and returned me 
expectations and comforts of sudden respect and acquaint* 
ance, but I find none. 
logo. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Bm. Very well! go to! I cannot go to, man; nor 
'tis not very well: nay, I think it is scurvy, and begin 
to find mymf fobbed in it. 
logo. Very well. 

B^. I tdi ^u 'tis not very well. I will make myself 
known to Desdemona: if she will return me my jewels, 
I will give over my suit and re|>ent my unlawful solicita- 
tion ; if not, assure yourself 1 will seek satisfaction of you. 
logo. You have said now. 

B^ Ay, and said nothing but wliat I protest intend- 
ment of doing. 

logo. Why, now I see there's mettle in thee, and even 
from this instant do build on thee a better opinion than 
ever before. Give me thy hand, Boderigo: thou hast 
taken against me a most jiut exception ; but yet, I pro- 
test. I have dealt most directly in thy affair. 

Bod. It hath not appeared. 

logo. I grant indeed it hath not appeared, and your 
suspicion is not without wit and judgment But 
eri^, if thou hast that in thee indeed, which 1 have 
greater reason to believe now than ever, I mean purpose, 
courage, and valour, this night show it : if thou toe next 
night following enjoy not Desdemona, tako me from this 
world with treachery and devise engines for my life. 
Bod. Well, what is it? is it within reason and compass? 
logo. Sir, there is especial commission come from 
Venice to depute Caasio in Othello's plaoe. 

Bod. Is tlmt true ? why, then Othello and Desdemona 
return again to Venice. 

logo. O, no ; he goes into Mauritania and takes away 
with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode be lingered 
hero by some accident : wherein none can be so determin- 
ate as the removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean, removing of him ? 
logo. AVhy, by making him uncapable of Othello’s 
place; knocldi^ out his brains. 

Bod. And that jron would have me to do? 
logo. Ay, if you dare do vourself a profit and a right 
He sups to-night with a harlotry, and thither will I go 
to him: he Imows not ^et of ^ honourable fortune. 
If you will watch his going thence, which I will fashion 
to fall out between twelve and one, you may take him 
at your pleasure : I will be near to second your attempt, 
and he riiall fall between us. Come, stand not amazed 
at it, but go along with me; I will show you such a 
necessity in his death that you shall think yourself bound 
to put It on him. It is now high supper-time, and the 
nigfit grows to waste: about it 
Bod. I will hear further reason for this. 
logo. And you shall be satisfied. [ExmtU. 

ScBNB lll.—AnoOuir room m tho eattlo. 

BwUt Onmxo, Iodotico, Dksokmona, Emiua, 
and Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech yon, sir. trouble youndf no further. 
0th. O, pardon me; 'twill do roe good to rrslk. 

Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your 
ladyship. 


Dea. Your honour is most welcome. 

0th. Will you walk, sir? 

0 — ^Desdemona — 

Jka. My lonl? 

0th. Grt you to bed on the instant; I will be returned 
forthwith : dismiss your attendant there : look it be done. 
Dea. 1 will, my lord. 

\JEhoeunt Othdlo, Lodooieo, and 'AUendanta. 
Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did. 
Jka. He says he will return incontinent: 

He hath commanded me to go to bed. 

And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me I 

Dea. It was his bidding; therefore, goo<l Emilia, 

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu: 

We must not now displease him. 

EmU. I would you had never seen him! 

Dea. So would not I : my love doth so approve him, 
That even his stubbornness, bis checks, his frowns— 
Prithee, unpin me — ^have grace and favour in them. 
EmU. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the bed. 
Dta. All’s one. Good faith, how foolish are our minds I 
If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

EmU. Come, come, you talk 

Dta. My mother hod a maid call’d Barbara . 

She was in love, and he she loved proved mad. 

And did forsake her: she had a song of 'willow;' 

An old thing ’twas, but it express’d tier fortune, 

And she diM singing it: that song to-night 
Will not go from my mind; I have much to do. 

But to go hang my head all at one side. 

And sing it like poor Barbara. Prithee, dispatch. 

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown? 

Dta. No, unpin me here 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handwme man. 

Dta. He spew well. 

EmU. 1 know a lady in Venice would have walked 
barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Dta. [fiVaigMiy.] 

The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore troe. 

Sing all a ^en willow; 

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee. 

Sing willow, willow, willow; 

The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur’d her moans; 

Sing willow, willow, willow; 

Her salt tears fell from her, and sof^teu’d the stones; — 

l^y l^' these: — 

[Singing^ Sing willow, willow, willow; 

Trithee, hie theo; he’ll come anon: — 

[Smging.'\ Sing all a green willow must be my garland. 
Let nobody blame him; his scorn I approve — 

Nay, that’s not next — Hark ! who is’t that knocks ? 
EmU. It’s the wind. ^ 

Dta. [iSii^ny.] I call’d my love filse love ; but what 
said he then? ^ ( 

Sing willow, willow, willow: 

If 1 court moe women, yon'il couch with nine men. — 

So, get thee gone ; gi^ night Mine eyes d(| itch ; 
Doth that bode weeping? 

Emil. neither here not there. 

Dta. I have heard it said so. 0, these men, these men ! 
Dost thou In conscience think— tell me, Emilio — 
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That there be women do abuse their husbands 
111 such gross kind ? 

Emil. There be some such, no question. 

Dea. Wouldst thour do such a deed for all the world.? 

Emil. Why, would not you? 

Dea. No, by this heavenly light? 

Emil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light; 

I might do’t as well i' the dark. 

Dta. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world? 

Emil. The world’s a huge thing: it is a great price 
For a small vice. 

Dea. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 

Emil. In troth, I think I should; and undo’t when 
I had done. Marry, I would not do such a tiling for a 
joint-ring, nor for measures of lawn, nor for gowns, petti- 
coats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition; but, for the 
whole world — why, who would not make her husband a 
cuckold to make him a monarch? I should venture 
puTgatoiy for’t. 

Dea. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world. 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i* the world; 
and having the world for your labour, ’tis a wrong in 
)Our own world, and you might quickly make it right. 


Dea. I do not think there is any such woman. 

Emil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage as 
would store the world they playeii lor. 

But I do think it is their liubbands’ faults 
If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties, 

And pour our treasures into foreign laps, 

Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 

Throwing restraint upon us; or say tliey strike us, 

Or scant our former having in despite. 

Why, we have galls, and though wo have some grace, 
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 
Their wrives have sense like them : they see and smell 
And have their palates both for sweet and soui. 

As husbands have. What is it tliat tliey do 
When they change us for others? Is it 8 ])oit? 

I think it is: and doth affection breed it? 

I think it doth: is't frailty that thus errs? 

It is so too : and have not we affectioiiB, 

Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have { 

Then let them use us well: else let them know. 

The ills we do, their ills instruct us so. 

Dea. Good night, good night: heaven me such uses* 
send, 

Not to pick bad fix>m bad, but by bad mend’ [Exeunt 




ACT V. 


Scene I. — Cyprus. A street. 


EfOer Iago and ItOUElUGO. 

logo. Hero, stand behind this bulk; straight will he 
come: 

Wear thy good rapier bare, end put it home: 

Quick, quick; fear nothing; I’ll be at thy elbow: 

It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that, 

And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Bod. ]3e near at hand; I may miscarry iii’t. 
logo. Here, at thy hand : be bold, and take thy stand. 

[Retires. 

Bod. I have no great devotion to the deed; 

And yet he hath given me satisfying reasons: 

’Tis but a man gone. Forth, my sword : he dies. 
logo. I have rubb’d this young quat* almost 
to the sense,* *^*“- 

And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio, 

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other. 

Every way makes my gain : live Roderigo, 

He calls me to a restitution large 

Of gold and jewels that I bobb’d from him^ 

As gifts to Pesdemona; 

It must not be : if Cassio do remain. 

He Imth a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me uglv; and, besides, the Moor 
h&y unfold me to him ; there stand I in much peril : 
No, he must die. But so: I hear him coming. 

Enter Cassio. 

Bod. I know his gait, 'tis he. — ^Villain, thou diest! 

[JIfakes a peas ai Cassio. 


Cos. That tlirust had been mine enemy indeed, 

But that my coat is better than thou know’st: 

I will make proof of thine. [Draws, and wounds Ruder ujo. 
Rod. O, I am slain ! 

[logo from iehind wownds Cassio in the leg, and exit. 
Cas. I am maim’d for ever. Help, ho! murder! 
murder] [Falls. 

Enter Othello. 

OUt. Tlie voice of Cassio: Iago keeps his word. 

Bod. 0, villain that I am! 

0th. It is even so. 

Cas. 0, help, ho ! light ! a surgeon 1 

0th. 'Tis he : — 0 brave Iago, honest and just. 

That hast such noble sense of thy friend’s wrong I 
Thou teachest nft. Minion, your dear lies dead. 

And your unblest fate hies: strumpet, I come. 

Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, arc blotted; 
Thy bed, lust-stain’d, '^all with lust’s blood be spotted. 

[Exit. 

Enter LoDOVico cmd Obatuno. 

Cas. What, ho! no watch? no passage?* 
murder ! murder ! 

Gra, ’Tis some mischance; the cry is veiy direful. 
Cas. 0, help! 

Zod. Hark ! 

Bod. 0 wretched villain! 

Rod. Two or three groan: it is a heavy night: 
These mayi,be counterfeits: let’s think’t unsafe 
To come in to the cry without more help. 
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Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed to death. 
Lod. Hark I 

Re-entijr Iago, with a lighi. 

Ota. Here’s one comes in liU shirt, with light and 
wespona 

lago. Who's there 1 whoso noise is this that cries on 
murder ? 

£od. We do not know. 

logo. Did not you hear a cry ? 

Cos. Here, here! for heaven’s sake, help me*. 
logo. Wiat’s the matter? 

Ora. Tills is Othello’s ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The same indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 
logo. What are you here that cry so grievously ? 

Cos. logo? O, I am spoil’d, undone by villains t 
Give mo some help. 

lago. O me, lieutenant I what villains have done this? 
Cas. I think that one of them is hereabout. 

And cannot make away. 

logo. O treacherous villains! 

What are you there? come in, and give some help. 

[To Lodomo and Oratiano. 


Rod. 0, help me here! 

Cas. That’s one of them. 

logo. O murderous slave 1 O villain I 

[IStabs Rodtrigo. 

Rod. 0 damn’d lago ! 0 inhuman dog I 
lago. Kill men i’ the dark! — Where bo these bloody 
thieves ? — 

How silent is this town I — Ho ! murder ! murder I — 
What may you be? are you of good or evil? 

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 
logo. Signior Lodovico? 

Lod. He, sir. 

logo. 1 cry you mercy. Here’s Cassio hurt by villaiiib. 

Ora. Cassio ! 

logo. How is’t, brother; 

Cas. My leg is cut in two. 

logo. Marry, heaven forbid > 

Light, gentlemen : I’ll bind it with niy shirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. What is the matter, ho’ who is’t that cried’ 
logo. Who is’t that cried ! 



Bian. 0 my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassio! 

O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio! 

logo. 0 notable strumpet! Cassio, may you suspect 
Who they should be that have thus mangled you ? 

Cas. No. 

Ora. I am sony to find you thus: I have been to 
seek you. 

logo. Lend me a garter. So. 0, for a chair, 

To Mar him easily hence I 
Bian. Alas, he faints ! 0 Cassio, Ca&io, Cassio ’ 
logo. Gentlemen all, I do suspect tliis trash 
To be a party in this injury. 

Patience awhile, good Cassio. Come, come; 

Lend me a light. Know we this face or no? 

Alas, my friend and my dear countryman 
Boderigo ! no : — yea, sure : — 0 heaven ! Roderigo. 

Ora. What, of Venice ? 

logo. Even he, sir: did you know him? 

Ora. Know him! ay. 

logo. Signior Oratiano? I cry you gentle pardon; 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners. 

That so negledied you. 

Ora. I am glad to see jrou. 

logo. How do you, Cassio? 0, a chair, a chair! 


Ora. Roderigo ! 

logo. He, he, 'tis he. [A eJutir brougJd tn ] 0, that’s 
well said; the chair. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 

I’ll fetch the general’s suigeon. [To Bianca "I For )ou, 
mistress. 

Save you your labour He that lies slain here, Cassio, 
Was my dear friend : what malice was betw cen you ? 
Cas. None in the world; nor do I know the mam 
lago. [To Rtan.] What, look you pale ? 0, bear him 
out o’ the air. [Cassio and Rodtrigo are borne off. 
Stay you, good gentlemen. Look you pale, mistress? 
Do you perceive the gastness of her eye? 

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon. 

Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her: 

Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak, 
Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emiua. 

Emil. ’Las, what’s the matter? what’s the matter, 
husband ? 

IcMo. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark 
By Boderigo and fellows that are ’scaped: 

He’s almost slain, and Boderigo dead. 
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Emil. Alas, good geutlemaa! alas, good Cassioi 
la^. This is the Trait of vrhoring. Prithee, Emilia, 
Go know of Cassio where he sapp’d to>night 
[To Bia'nea!\ What, do yon shake at that? 

Bian, He sapp’d at xny house ; but I therefore shake 
not 

logo. O, did he so? 1 cliai^ge you, go with me. 
Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet I 
Burn. I am no strumpet; but of life as honest 
As you that thus abuse me. 

Emil. As I ! fob ! fie upon thee I 

logo. Kind gentlemen, let’s go see poor Oassio dress’d. 
Come, mistress, you must tell’s another tale. 


Emilio, run you to tlie citadel, 

And toll my lord aud lady what hath happ’d. 

Will you go on? I pray. [Aside.] This is the night 
That either makes me or fordoes me quite. [ExeuiU. 

ScKME 11 . — A bedehamber in the castle: Dgsoemona tn 
bed adeqi; a light burning. 

Enter Othello. 

0(h. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul — 

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars! — 

It is the cause. Yet I’ll not shed her blood; 

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 



And amootli as monumental alabaster. 

Yet she must die, else she^ll betray more men. 

Put out the light, and then ^put out the light: 

If I quench thee^ thou flaming minister, 

I can amn thy former light restore. 

Should 1 repent me : but once put out thy light, 

Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light relume. When I hare pluck’d the 
rose, 

I cannot give it vital growth again. 

It must needs wither: I’ll smem it on the trea 

[KUeing her. 

Ah, balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 


Justice to break her srrordi One more, one nfore. 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And love thee after. One mora and this the last: 

So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep, 

But titey are cruel tears: this sorrow’s heavenly ; 

It strikes where it doth love. She wakes. 

Dee. Who’s there? Othello? ji 

0th. Ay, DesdemonA 

Dtt. Will you come to bed, my lord? 

Oih. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdenionaf 

Ay,, my lord 

0th. If yon bethink yourself of any crime 
UnreooncilM as ;^et to heaven and grace, 

Solicit for it straight. 
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Ik». Alas, my lord, what do you mean by that ? 
Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by: 

I would not kill thy unprepared spirit; 

No; heaven forefend! I would not kill tby soul 
Du. Talk you of killing? 

Oih. Ay, I do. 

Then heaven 

Have mercy on me I 

0th, Amen, with all my heart! 

Du. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

0th. Hum I 

Du. And yet I fear you; for you are fatal tlren 
When your eyes roll so: why I should fear 1 know not. 
Since guiltiness I know not; but yet I feel I fear. 

0th. Think on thy sins. 

They are loves I bear to yon. 
0th. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Du. Tliat death’s unnatural that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip? 

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 

These are i>ortents; but yet I hope, I hope, 

'fhey do not point on me. 
dth. Peace, and be still! 

Du. I will so. Wliat’s the matter? 

Oth. That handkerchief which I so loved and gave thee. 
Thou gavest to Cassio. 

Des. No, by my life an<l soul! 

Send for the man, and ask him. 

Oth. Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed of perjury; thou art on thy death-bed. 

Du. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, presently: 

Tlierefore confess thee freely of thy sin; 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remove nor choke the strong conception 

That I do groan withal Thou art to die. 

Du. Then I/ird have mercy on me! 

Oth. I say, amen. 

Du. And have you mercy too! I never did 
Oflend you in my life ; never loved Cassio 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love; I never gave him token. 

Oth. By heaven, 1 saw my bandkerchiel in> 
hand. 

0 peijured woman ! thou dost stone my heart, 

And makest me call what I intend to do 

A murder, which 1 thought a sacrifice: 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Du. He found it then; 

I never gave it him: send for him hither; 

Let him confess a truth. 

OOi. Ho hath confess’d. 

Du. Wliat, my lord ? 

Oth. Tliat he hath used thee. 

Du. How ? . • lawfully ? 

Oth. Ay. 

Du. He will not say so. 

Oth. No, his month is stopp’d ; 

Honest logo hath ta’en order for’t. 

Du. 01 my fear interprets: what, is ho dead? 

(Hh. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all 
Du Alas! he is betray'd and I undone. 

Oth. Out, stmmpetl weep’st thou for him to my 
face? 

Du 0, banish me, my lord, but kill roc not I 
Oth. Down, strumpet! 

Du Kill me to-morrow: let me live to-night I 
Oth. Nay, if you strive — 


Du. But half an hour! 

Oth. Being done, there is no pause. 

Du. But while 1 say one prayer ! 

Oth. It is too late. 

[He sti^ her. 

Emil. [Within.'l My lord, my lord! what, ho I my 
lord, my lord ! 

Oth. What noise is this? Not dead? not yet quite 
dead? 

I that am cruel am yet merciful; 

I would not have thee linger in thy pain: 

So, so. 

Emil. [IVithin.] What, ho! my lord, my lord! 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Emit. [WithinI] O, good my lord, 1 would speak a 
word with you! 

Oth. Yes: ’tis Emilia. By and by. She’s dead. 

’Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death — 

The noise was here. Ha! no more moving? 

Still as the grave. Shall she come in? were't good? — 
I think she stirs again : — no. What’s best to do ? 

If she come in, she’ll sure speak to my wife: 

My wife ! my wife ! what wife ? 1 have no wife. 

0, insupportable! 0 heavy hour! 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon, and that the afirighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

Emil. [WUhin^ I do beseech you 

That I may speak with you, O, good my lord! 

Oth. I had foigot thee: 0, come in, Emilia: 

Soft; by and by. Let me the curtains draw. 

Where art tliou? [Unlocks Ou door. 

Enter Euilia. 

What’s the matter with thee now? 
Emil. O, my good lord, yonder’s foul murders done ! 
Oth. What, now? 

Emil. But now, my lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the moon: 

She comes more nearer earth than she was wont, 

And makes men mad. 

EmU. Cassio, my lord, hath kill’d a young Venetian 
Call’d Boderigo. 

Oth. Boderigo kill’d! 

And Cassio kill’d! 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d. 

Oth. Not Cassio kill’d ! then murder’s out of tune. 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Du 0, falsely, falsely murder’d ! 

Emil. Alas, what cry is that? 

Oth. That I what ? 

Emil. Out, and alas! that was my lady’s voice. 
Help! help, ho! help! O lady, speak again! 

Sweet Desdemona ! 0 sweet mistress, speak ! 

Du. A guiltless death I die. 

Emil. 0, who hath done this deed? 

Du. Nobody; I myself. Farewell: 

Commend me to my kind lord : 0, farewell I [Diu 
Oth. Why, how should she be murder’d? 

Emil. Alas, who knows? 

Oth. You heard her say herself, it was nut 1. 

Emil. She said so: I must ueeds report the truth. 
Oth. She’s, like a liar, gone to burning hell: 

Twas I that kill’d her. 

Emil. 0, the more angel she. 

And you the blacker devil! 

Oth. She turn’d to folly,’ and she was a whore. 

]^H. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil 
Oth. She was false as water. 
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Emii. Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was false: O, she was heavenly true! 

0th. Cassio did top her; ask thy husband else. 

O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husmnd knew it all. 

EmM. My husband! 

0(h. Thy husband. 

Emil. That sho was false to wedlock? 

0th. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had sho been true. 

If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
rid not have sold her for it. 

Emii. My husband ! 

0th. Ay, 'twas he that told me first : 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emii. My husband! 

0th. What needs this iteration, woman? I say tliy 
husband. 

EmU. 0 mistress, villany hath made mocks with love! 
My husband say that she was false! 

0th. He, woman; 

I say thy husband : dost understand the word ? 

My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

Emil, if he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart : 

She was too fond of her most filthy bargaht. 

Oth. Ha! 

Emil. Do thy worst: 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were best. 

Emil. Thou hast not half that power to do me harm 
As 1 liavo to be hurt. 0 gull! 0 dolt! 

As ignorant as dirt! thou hast done a deed — 

I care not for thy sword; I’ll make thee known. 
Though I lost twenty lives — Help ! help, ho I help I 
The Moor hath kill’d my mistress! Murder! murder! 

Enter Montano, Gbatiano, Iago, and others. 

Mon. What is the matter? How now, general! 
Emil. O, are you come, Iago? you have done well. 
That men must lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra. Wliat is the matter ? 

Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be’st a men: 

He says thou told’st him that his wife was false: 

I know thou did’st not, thou’rt not such a villain: 
Speak, for my heart is fulL 
logo. I told him what I thought, and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt uid true. 

Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false? 

/offo. I did. 

Emil. You told a lie; an odious, damned lie; 

Upon my soul, a lie, a wicked lie. 

She false with Cassio! — did you say with Cassio? 
loffo. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm your tongue. 
Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound to 
sjmak: 

My mistress here lies murder'd in her bed — 

All. O heavens forfend! 

Emil. And your reports have set the murder on. 

0^ Nay, stare not^ masters : it is true, indeed. 

Gra. Tis a strange* truth. •i«mJiiiu. 

Mon. O monstrous act! 

Emil. Villany, villany, villany! 

I think upon’t, I think: I smell ’t: 0 villany! 

I thought so then: — I’ll kill myself for grief: — 

O villany, villany! 


Iago. What, are you mad ? I charge you, get you home. 
Emil. Good gentlemen, let me nave leave to speak: 
’Tis proper I obey him, but not now. 

Perchance, logo, 1 will ne’er go hom& 

Oth. 0 ! 0 ! O ! [Me /alls on the bed. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar; 

For thou hast kill’d the sweetest innocent 
That e’er did lift up eye. 

Oth. O, she was foul! 

1 scarce did know you, uncle: there lies your niece. 
Whose brcatli, indeed, these hands have newly stopp’d: 

I know this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Dosdemona! 1 am glad t!iy fatlier’s dead: 
T!iy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain ; did he live now. 

This sight would make him do a desperate turn, 

Yea, curse his better angel from his side, 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. ’Tis pitiful: but yet logo knows 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed; Cassio confess’d it; 

And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand : 

It was a handkerchief, on antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

Emil. 0 heaven ! 0 heavenly powers ! 
laffo. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. Twill out, ’twill out : I peace ! 

No, I will speak as liberal as the north : 

Let heaven and men and devils, let them all. 

All, all, cry shame against me, yet I’ll speak. 
loffo. Be wise, and get you home. 

Emil. I will not. 

[/ayo offers to stab Emilia. 
Gra. Fic 1 

Your sword upon a woman? 

EmU. 0 thou dull Moor! that handkerchief thou 
speak’st of 

I found by fortune, and did give my husband; 

For often, with a sedeinn earnestness. 

More than indeed belong’d to such a trifle. 

He begg'd of me to steal it 
logo. Villanous whore ! 

Emil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas ! I found it. 

And I did give’t my husband. 

logo. Filth, thou liest! 

Emil. By heaven, I do not, I do not, gentlemen. 

0 murderous coxcomb! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a woman ? 

Oth. Are there no stones in heaven 

But what serve for the thunder? — Precious villain! 

[lie runs at Iago: Iago, from behind, stabs Emilia, and exit. 
Gra. The woman falls; sure, he hath kill’d his wife. 
EmU. Ay, ay: 0, lay me by my mistress’ side. 

Gra. He’s gone, but his wife's kill’d. 

Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain. Take you 4>is weapon, 
Which I have here recover’d from the Moort 
Come, miard the door without; let him not nass, 

But kill him rather. ITl after that same vilfain. 

For ’tis a damned slave. [Exemt Montano aigd Oratiano. 

Oth. 1 am not valiant nt^ther, 

But every puny whipster gets my sword: 

But why should honour outlive honesty? 

Let it go all. 

EmU. What did thy song bode, lady? 

Hark, canst thou hear me ? 1 will play the swan, 

And die in music. [Singing.] Willow, willow, willow.— 
Moor, elm was chaste; she loved thee, cruel Moor; 
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So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true- 
So speaking as I think, I die, I die. ’ [Dies. 

I have another weapon in this chamber; 

It is a swo^ of S^ain, the ice-brook’s temper:— 

O, here it is. Uncle, I must come forth. 

Ora. [Within.] If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dear : 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

0th. Look in upon mo then and speak with me. 

Or, naked as 1 am, 1 will assault thee. 

Jtt-€nter Gextiano. 

Ora. What is the matter? 

Behold, I have a weapon ; 


A better never did itself sustain 

Upon a soldier's thigh: I have seen the day. 

That, with this little arm and this good sword, 

I have made my way through more impediments 
Titan twenty times your stop : but, O vain boast { 
Who can control his fate? ’tis not so now. 

Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon’d; 

Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt, 

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

Do you go back dismay’d? ’tis a lost fear; 

Man but a rush imainst Othello’s breast, 

And he retires. Where should Othello go? 

Now, how dost thou look now ? 0 ill-starr’d wench I 



Pale as thy smock I when we shall meet at compt, 

This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 

And fiends will snatch at it Cold, cold, my girlt 
Even like thy chastity. 0 cursed slave! 

Whip me, ye devils. 

From the possession of this heavenly sight I 
Blow me about in winds! roast me in sulphur! 

Wash me in steep-down gul& of liquid fire! 

0 Desdemona! Desdemona! dead! 

Oh! Oh! Oh! 

Enter LoDOVico, Montano, Cassio carried in a chair, 
and Ofilcers with lAOO, priaoner. 

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man ? 
VOL. IL 


Oth. That’s he that was Othello: here I am. 

Lod. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth. 
Oth. I look down towards his feet ; but that’s a fable. 
If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee. [ Wounds logo. 
Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 

Togo. I bleed, sir; but not kill’d. 

00s. I am not sorry neither: I’ld have thee live; 
For, in my sense, ’tis happiness to die. 

Lod. 0 thou OtheUo, mat wert once so good, 

Fall’n in the practice* of a damned slave, *Aitiiefc 

What shall be said to thee? 

Oth. Why, any thing: 

An honourable murderer. If you will; 

For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 

38 
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Lod, This wretch hath port confess’d his villany: 
Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death? 

0(K. Ay. 

CSss. Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

0th. I do believe it, and I ask you pardon. 

Will you, I pray, denutnd that demi-devil 
Why he hath thtis ensnared my soul and body? 

logo. Demand me nothing: what you know, you know: 
From this time forth I never will speak woi^ 

Ltd. Whatk not to pray? 

Ora. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou dost best 

Loi. Sir, ]roa shall understand what hath befall’n, 
Which, as I think, you know not Here is a letter 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo: 

And here another: the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Boderigo. 

00^ O villain! 

Cat. Most heathenish and most gross! 

Zod. Now here's another discontented paper, 

Found in his pocket too; and this, it seems, 

Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain; 

But tlmt belike laao in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

OtA. 0 the pernicious caitiff! 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife’s? 

Cat. I found it in my chamber: 

And he himself confess’d but even now 
That there he dropp’d it for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Oth. 0 fool! fool! fool! 

Cat. There is besides in Roderim’s letter. 

How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That I was cast: and even but now he spake. 

After long seeming dead, lago hurt him, 
lago set mm on. 

Zod. You must forsake this room, and go with us: 
Your power and jrour command is t^en off. 

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave. 


If there be any cunning cruelty 

That can torment him much and bold him long. 

It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest, 

Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian stata Come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you; a word or two More you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they know’t 
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters. 

When you shall these imlucky deeds relate, 

Sjpeak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aught in malice: then must you speak 
Of one that loved not wisely but too well ; 

Of one not easily jealous, but being wrought 
Perplex’d in the extreme; of one whose hand, 
like the base Indian, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe; of one whose subdued eyes, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 

Dn^ tears as fast as the A^ian trees 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down this; 

And say besides, that in Aleppo once. 

Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 
Bett a Venetian and traduced the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 

And smote him, thus. [Staht himself. 

Zod. 0 bloody period! 

Ora. All that’s spoke is marr’d. 

Oth. I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee : no way but this ; 
Killing mysdf, to die upon a kiss. 

\Falls on the bed, and dies. 
Cat. This did I fear, but thought be had no weapon; 
For he was great of heart 
Zod. [To Iago!\ 0 Spartan dog, 

More fell than angnisb, hunger, or the sea! 

Look on the tragio loading of this bed ; 

This is thy work: the object poisons sight; 

Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the house. 

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

For they succeed on you. To you, lord governor, 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain; 

The time, the place, the torture : O, enforce it ! 

Myself stndgbt aboard; and to the state 

Tim heavy act with heavy heart relate. [Exeunt. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. — Some. A street. 


Enter a company of mutinous Citizens, with staves, clubs, 
and other weapons. 

First at. Before we proceed any further, hear me 
speak. 

All. ^eak, speak. 

First at. You are all resolved rather to die than to 
famish ? 

All. Resolved, resolved. 

FirU at. First, you know Cains Marcius is chief 
enemy to the people. 

All. We knowt, we know’fc 


First at. Let us kill him, and we’ll have com at 
our own price. Is't a verdict? 

All. No more talking on’t; let it be done: away, 
away! 

See. at. One word, good citizens. 

First at. We are accounted poor citizens, the patri- 
cians good. What authority surfeits on would relieve 
us: if they would yield us but the superfluity, while 
it were wholesome, we might guess they relieved us 
humanely; but they think we are too dear: the lean- 
ness that afflicts us, the object of our misery, is as an 
inventory to particularize their abundance ; our sufTer- 
ance is a gain to them Let us revenge this with our 
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ikes, ere we become rakes:' for the gods 
now I spedc this in hunger for breM, not in thirst 
for revenge. 

See. at. Would you proceed especially against Cains 
Marcius ? 

AU. Against him first: he's a very dog to the com* 
monalty. 

See. at. Consider you what services he has done for 
his country? 

Fint at. Veiy well : and could be content to give 
him good report foi't, but that he pays himself with 
being proud. 

See. at. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

Firet Cit. I say unto you, what he hath done famoudy, 
he did it to that end: though soft-consoienced men can 
be content to say it was for his country, he did it to 
please his mother, and to be partly proud; which he is, 
even to the altitude of his virtue. 

See. at. What he cannot help in his nature, you 
account a vice in him. You must in no way say he is 
covetous. 

First at. If I must not, 1 need not be barren of 
accusations; he hath faults, with surplus, to tire in repe* 
tition. [Shouts mthtn.] What shouts are these? The 
other side o’ the city is risen: why stay we prating 
here? to the Capitol! 

AU. Come, come. 

First at. Soft! who comes here? 

Fnter Mimtinus Aqsippa. 

See. at. Worthy Menenius Agtippa; one that hath 
always loved the people. 

First Cit. He's one honest enough: would all the 
rest were so I 

Men. What work's, my countrymen, in hand ? where 
go you 

With bats and clubs ? The matter ? speak, I pray you. 

First at. Our business is not unknown to the senate; 
they have had inkling this fortnight what we intend to 
do, which now weH wow ’em in deeds. They say poor 
suitors have strong breaths : they shall know we have 
strong arms too. 

Men. Why, masters, my good friends, mine honest 
neighbours, 

Will you undo yourselves? 

First at. We cannot, sir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants. 

Your sufTering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves as lift them 
Against the Boman stat^ whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder than can ever 
Appear in your impediment. For the dearth. 

The gods, not the patricians, make it, and 
Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack, 

You are transported by calamity 
Thither where more attends you, and you slander 
The helms o’ the state, who care for you like fathers. 
When you curse them as enemies. 

FirU OU. Care for us ! True, indeed 1 They ne’er cared 
for us yet: suffer us to ftmish, and their store-houses 
crammed with grain; make edicts fbr usury, to suprort 
usurers; repeal daily anv wholesome act establisned 
against the rich, and provide more piercing statutes daily, 
to chain up and restrain the poor. If the wars eat us 
not up, they will; and there’s sill the love they bear us. 

Men. Either you must 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious. 


Or be accused of folly. I shall tell you 
A pretty tale: it may be you have heard it; 

But, since it serves my purpose, 1 will venture 
To stale’t a little more. 

IHrst OL Well, I’ll hear it, sir: yet you must not 
think to fob off our disgrace with a tide : but, an’t please 
you, deliver. 

Men. There was a time when all the body's members 
Bebell’d against the belly, thus accused it: 

That onljr like a gulf it did remain 
r the nudst o’ the body, idle and unactive. 

Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 

Like labour with the rest, where the other instruments 

Bid see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel, 

And, mutually participate, did minister 
Unto the appetite and afl'ection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answer’d — 

First at. Well, sir, what answer made the belly? 
Men. Sir, I shall teU vou. With a kind of smile. 
Which ne’er came firom the lungs, but even thus — 

For, look you, I may make the belly smile 
As well as speak — it tauntingly replied 
To the discontented members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receipt; even so most fitly 
As you malign our senators for that 
Th^ are not such as you. 

at. Your belly’s answer? What! 

The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye. 

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 

Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter. 

With other muniments and petty helots 
In this our fabric, if that they — 
jifen. Wliat then? 

’Fore me, this fellow speaks! What then? what then? 
First at. Should by the cormorant belly bo re- 
strain’d. 

Who is the sink o’ the body — 

Men. Well, what then? 

First at. The former agents, if they did complain; 
What could the belly answer? 

Men. > I will tell you; 

If you’ll bestow a small — of what you have little — 
Patience awhile, you’ll hear the belly’s answer. 

First at. Ye’re long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend; 

Your most grave belly was deliberate. 

Not rash, like bis accusers, and thus answer’d : 

'True is it, my incorporate friends,’ quoth ho, 

'That I receive the general food at first. 

Which you do live upon; and fit it is. 

Because I am the store-house and the shop 
Of the whole body : but, if you do remember, 

I send it through the rivers of your blood, 

Even to the courts the heart, to the seat o’ the brain; 
And, through the cranks and offices of man, 

The strongest nerves and small inferior veins 
From me receive that natural competency 
Whereby they live: and though that all at once, 

You, my good friends’ — ^this save the belly, mark me — 
First at. Ay, sir; well, ww. 

Men. 'Though all at once cannot 

See what I do deliver out to each. 

Yet I con make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flour of all. 

And leave me but the bran.’ What say you lo’t ? 

First at. It was an answer: how apply you this? 
Men. The senators of Rome ate this goM belly. 

And you the mutinous members ; for examine 
Their connsm and their cates, digest things rightly 
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Toucbinfr the weal o* the common, you shall find 

No public benefit which you receive 

But it proceeds or comes from them to you, 

And no way from yourselvea What do you think, 

You, the great toe of this assembly? 

First CU. I the great toe! why the great toe? 

Mest. For that, being one o’ the lowest, basest, poorest. 
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go'st foremost: 

Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 

Lead’st first to win some vantage. 

But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs: 

Borne and ner rats are at the point of battle; 

The one side must have bale.* 

Enter Caius Mabcius. 

Hail, noble Marcius! 

Mar, Thanks. What's the matteT,youdissentiou8 rogues, 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion. 

Make yoursdves scabs? 


First Cit. We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you curs. 
That like nor peace nor war? the one affrights you. 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts to you. 
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares; 
Where foxes, geese: you are no surer, no. 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice. 

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is 
To make him worthy whose offence subdues him. 

And curse that justice did it. Who deserves greatness 
Deserves your hate; and your affections are 
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that 
Which would increase his evil He that depends 
Upon your favours swims with fins of lead. 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye! Trust ye ’ 
With every minute you do change a mind. 

And call him noble that was now your hate. 

Him vile that was your garland. What's the matter. 



That in these several places of the city 
You cry against the noble senate, who. 

Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else 
Would feed on one another? What’s thei^* seeking? 

Men. For com at their own rates ; whereof, they say. 
The city is wdl stored. 

Mar, Hang 'em! They say! 

They’ll sit by the fire, and presume to know 
W^t's done i’ the Capitol; who’s like to rise. 

Who thrives, and who declines ; side factions, and give out 
Comectural marriages; making parties strong. 

And feebling such as stand not in their liking 
B^w their cobbled shoes. They say there’s gram enough ! 
Would the nobility lay aside meir ruth. 

And let me use my sword, I’ld make a quarry* *"** 
With thousands of these quarter'd slaves, as high 
As I could pick* my lance. *"**• 

Mm. Nay, these ore almost thoroughly persuaded ; 


For though abundantly they lack discretion, 

Yet are they passing cowaMly. But, 1 beseech you. 
What says the other troop? 

Mar. They are dissolved: hang ’em! 

They said they were an-hungry; sigh’d forth proverbs. 
That hunger broke stone waUs, that dogs must eat. 

That meat was made for mouths, that the gods sent not 
Com for the rich men only: with these shreds 
They vented their complainings; which being answer’d. 
And a petition granted them, a strange one— 

To break the heart of generosity* luowuij. 

And make bold power look pale — they threw their caps 
As they would nwg them on the horns o’ the moon. 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. What is g^ted them ? 

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wisdoms, 
Of their own choice : one’s Junius Bmtns, 

Sicinius Velutus, and I know not — ^’Sdeath ! 
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The tabble should have first unroofd the city, 

Ere so prevail’d with me : it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For insurrection’s arguing. 

This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments) 

E-nitr a Messenger, hastily. 

Mess. Where’s Caius Marcius? 

Mar. Here: what’s the matter? 

Mess. The news is, sir, the Volsces are in arms. 

Mar. I am glad on’t, then we shall ha’ means to vent 
Our musty superfiuity. See, our best elders. 

Enter CoMlNitJS, Titus Lartius, and other Senators; 
Junius Brutus and Sicinius Velutus. 

First Sen. Marcius, 'tis true that you have lately 
told us ; 

Tho Volsces are in arma 
Mar. They have a leader, 

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to’t, 

I sin in envying his nobility. 

And were 1 any thing but what I am, 

I would wish me only he. 

Com. You have fought together. 

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears and ho 
Upon my party, I’ld revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

First Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 

Com. It is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir, it is; 

And 1 am constant. Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus’ face. 

What, art thou stiff? stand’st out? 

Tit. No, Oaius Marcius; 

I’ll lean upon one crutch and fight with t'other. 

Ere stay behind this business. 

Men. O, true-bred ! 

First Sen. Your company to the Capitol ; where, I know. 
Our greatest friends attend us. 

Tit. [To Cerml Lead you on. 

[To Mar.l Follow Cominius; we must follow you; 

Bight worthy you priority. 

Com. Noble Marcius! 

First Sen. [To the CUuens'] Hence to your homes; 
be gone! 

Mar. Nay, let them follow: 

The Volsces have much com ; take these rats thither 
To gnaw their gamers. Worshipful mutiners. 

Your valour puts well forth: pray, follow. 

[Citistns stead away. Exeunt cUl hut Sidnius and Brutus. 
Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius! 
Bru. He has no equal. 

Sie. When we were chosen tribunes for the people — 
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes? 

Sie. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being moved, he will not spore to gird the gods. 
Sie. Be-mock the modest moon. 

Bru. The present wars devour him: he is grown 
Too proud to be so valiant 
Sie. Such a nature, 

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which he tre^ on at noon: but I do wonder 
His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, 

In whom already he's well graced, can not 


Better be held nor more attain’d than by 
A place below the first: for what miscarries 
Shall bo the general’s fault, though he perform 
To the utmost of a man, and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, '0, if he 
Had borne the business!’ 

Sie. Besides, if things go well. 

Opinion that so sticks on Marcius shall 
Of his demerits* rob Cominius. • 

Bru. Come : 

Half all Cominius’ honours are to Marcius, 

Though Marcius earn’d them not, and all his faults 
To Marcius shall be honours, though indeed 
In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let’s hence, and hear 

How the dispatch is made, and in what fashion. 

More than his singularity, he goes 
Upon this present action. 

Bru. Let’s along. [Exeunt 


7 Acquiluted with 


Scene II. — Corioli. The Senate-house. 

Enter Tullus Aufidius and certain Senators. 

FirU Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius, 

That they of Borne are enter’d in' our counsels 
And know how u’o proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours? 

What ever have been thought on in this state. 

That could be brought to bodily act ere Borne 
Had circumvention? ’Tis not four days gone 
Since I heard thence; these are tlie words: 1 think 
I have the letter here ; yes, here it is. 

[Beads.'l ‘They have press’d a power, but it is not knoun 
Whether for east or west: the dearth is great; 

The people mutinous; and it is rumour’d, 

Cominius, Marcius your old enemy. 

Who is of Borne worse hated than of you. 

And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Bc:)man, 

These three lead on this preparation 
Whither 'tis bent: most likely 'tis for you: 

Consider of it.’ 

First Sen. Our army’s in the field : 

We never yet made doubt but Borne was ready 
To answer us. 

Au/. Nor did you think it foUy 

To keep your great pretences veil’d till when 
They needs must show themselves; which in the hatching, 
It seem'd, appear’d to Borne. By the discovery 
We shall be shorten’d in our aim, which was 
To take in many towns ere almost Borne 
Should know we were afoot. 

Sec. Sen. Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission; hie you to your bands: 

Let us alone to guard CorioU: 

If they set down before’s, for the remove 
Bring up your army; but, I think, you’ll find 
They’ve not prepared for us. 

Au/. O, doubt not that; 

I speak from certainties. Nay, more. 

Some parcels of their power are forth already. 

And only hitherward. I leave your honours. • 

If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 

'Tis sworn between us we shall ever strike 
Till one can do no more. 

AU. The gods assist yout 

Au/. And keep your honours safe! 

First Sen. FarewelL 

See. Sen.; Farewell 

AU. Farewell. [Exetent. 
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Scene III. — Bvme. A room in Makcius’ lumse. 

EtUct Volumnia awrf ViROILIA : they set them down on 
two "low stools, and sew. 

Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing; or express yourself 
in a more comfortable sort: if my son were my husband, 
I should freelier rejoice in that absence wherein he won 
honour, than in the erabracements of his bed where he 
would show most love. When yet he was but tender- 
bodied and the only son of my womb, when youth with 
comeliness plucked all gaze his way, when for a day of 
kings’ entreaties a mother should not sell him an hour 
from her beholding, I, considering how honour would 
become such a person, that it was no better than picture- 
like to hang by the wall, if renown made it not stir, was 
pleased to let him seek clanger where he was like to find 
fame. To a cruel war I sent him; from whence he re- 
turned, his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, daughter, 
I sprang not more in joy at first hearing he was a man- 


child than now in first seeing he had proved himself a 
man. 

Vir. But had he died in the business, madam; how 
then ? 

Vol. Then his good report should have been my son; 
1 therein would have found issue. Hear me profess 
sincerely: had 1 a dozen sons, each in my love alike and 
none less dear than thine and my good Marciu.s, I had 
rather had eleven die nobly for their country than one 
voluptuously surfeit out ot action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to visit you 

Vir. Beseech you, give me leave to retire myself. 

Vol. Indeed, you shall not. 

Methinks I hear hither your husband’s drum. 

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair. 

As children from a bear, .the Volsces shunning him : 
Methinks I sec him stamp thus, and call thus: 

‘Come on, you cowards! you were got in fear. 



Though you were born in Rome :’ his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes. 

Like to a harvest-man that’s task’d to mow 
Or all or lose his hire. 

Vir. His bloody brow! 0 Jupiter, no blood! 

Vol. Away, you fool ! it more becorc.'s a man 
Than gilt his trophy : the breasts of Hecuba, ^ 

When she did suckle Hector, look’d not lovelier. 

Than Hector’s forehead when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian sword, contemning. Tell Valeria, 

We are fit to bid her welcome. [E^ Gent. 

Vir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius! 

Vol. He’ll heat Aufidius’ head below his knee. 

And tread upon his neck. 

£nter Valeria, wUh an Usher and Gentlewoman. 

Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Sweet roeulam. 

Vir. I am glad to see your ladyship. 

VaL How do you both? you are manifest house- 


keepers. What are you sewing here? A fine spot, m 
good faith. How docs your little son? 

Vir. I thank your ladyship; well, good madam 
Vol. Ho had rather see the swords, and hear a drum, 
than look upon his schoolmaster. 

Val. O’ my word, the father’s son: I’ll swear, ’tis a 
very pretty boy. 0* my troth, I looked upon him o’ 
Wednesday half an hour together: has such a confirmed 
countenance. I saw him run after a gilded hutterfly ; 
and when he caught it, he let it go again; and after it 
again ; and over and over he comes, and up again ; 
catched it again; or whether his fall enr^ed him, or how 
’twas, ho did so set his teeth and tear it; 0, I warrant, 
how he mammocked it! 

Vol. One on’s father’s moods. 

Val. Indeed, la, ’tis a noble child. 

Vir. A crack,* madam. •Abt»«bi)»- 

Val. Come, lay aside your stitchery; I must have 
you play the idle huswife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good madam; I will not out of doors. 
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Val. Not out of doon! 

Vol. She shall, she shall. 

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience; I'll not over the 
threshold till my lord return from the 'wars. 

Val. Fie, you confine yourself most unreasonably: 
come, you must go visit the good lady that lies in. 

Vir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit her 
with my prayers; but I cannot go thither. 

Val. Why, 1 pray you? 

Vir. 'Tis not to save labour, nor that I want love. 

Val. You would be another Penelope : yet, they say, 
all the yam she spun in Ulysses’ absence did but fill 
Ithaca full of moths. Come ; I would your cambric were 
sensible as your finger, that you might leave pricking it 
for pity. Come, you shall go with us. 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me ; indeed, I will not 
forth. 

V(d. In truth, la, go with me; and I’ll tell you ex- 
cellent news of your husband. 

Vir. 0, ^pod madam, there can be none yet. 

Val. Venly, I do not jest with you ; there came news 
from him last night 

Vir. Indeed, madam? 

VaL In earnest, it’s tmc ; I heard a senator speak it 


Thus it is : the Yolsces have an army forth; against whom 
Cominius the general is ^nc, with one part of our Homan 
power : your lord and ^tus Lartius are set down before 
their city Corioli ; they nothing doubt prevailing, and to 
make it brief wars. This is true, on mine honour; and 
so, I pray, go with us. 

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam; I will obey you 
in every thing hereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone, lady : as she is now, she will but 
disease our better mirth. 

Val. In troth, I think she would. Fare you well, 
then. Come, good sweet lady. Prithee, Yirgilia, turn 
thy solemness out o’ door, and go along with us. 

Vtr. No, at a word, madam; indeed, I must not. I 
wish you much mirth. 

VaL Well, then, farewell. [Extmt. 

Scene IV . — Btforc Corioli. 

Enter, with drum and eoloura, Marcius, Titus Lartius, 
Captains and Soldiers. To them a Messenger. 

Mar. Yonder comes news. A wager they have met 

hart. My horse to yours, no. 

jlfar. ’Tis done. 



Lari. Agreed. 

Mar. Say, hu our general met the enemy? 

Mess. They lie in view; but have not spoke as yet 
hart. So, the good horse is mine. 

Mar. m buy him of you. 

hart. No, I’ll nor sdl nor give him: lend you him 
I will 

For half a hundred years. Summon the town. 

Mar. How far off lie these armies ? 

Mesa. Within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then shall we hear their ’lamm, and they ours. 
Now, Mars, I prithee, make us quick in work. 

That we with smoking swords may march from hence. 
To help our fielded friends I Come, blow thy blast 

Tkei/ sound a parley. Enter two Senators wUh others on 

the walla. 

Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls? 

Firat Sen. No, nor a man tnat fears you less than he. 
That’s leaser than a little. [Drums afar offi\ Haikt our 
drums 

Are bringing forth our youth. Well break our walla, 
Bather than they shall pound us up: our gates. 

Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn’d with rushes; 


They’ll open of themselves. [Alarum afar off'] Hark 
you, far off! 

There is Aufidius; list, what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. ^ 0, they are at it! 

Lart. Their noise be our instruction. Ladders, ho! 

Enter the army of the Yolsces. 

Mar. They fear us not, but issue forth their city. 
Now put your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields. Advance, brave 
Titos : 

They do disdain us much beyond our thought^ 

Which makes me sweat with wrath. Come on, my fellows: 
He that retires, I’ll take him for a Yolsce, ; 

And he shall fed mine edge. 

Alarum. The Homans are heat hack to their trenches. 
Ee-enter Marcius, ourting. 

Mar. All the contagion of the south light on you. 
You shames of Home! you herd of— Boils and plagues 
Plaster yoKi o’er, that you may be abhon'd 
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Further than seen, and one infect another 
Against the wind a mile I You souls of geese, 

That bear the shapes of men, how have you run 
From slaves that apes would beat I Pluto and hell I 
All hurt behind; racks red, and faces pale 
With flight and a^ed fear ! Mend and charge home. 
Or, by the fires of heaven. I’ll leave the foe 
And make my wars on you: look to’t: come on; 

If you’ll stand fast, we’ll beat them to their wives. 

As they us to our trenches followed. 

AnoOuer alarum. Tht Yolsces fiy, avd Marciub 
follom them to the gates. 

So, now the gates are ope: now prove good seconds: 
’Tis for the followers fortune widens them. 

Not for the fliers: mark me, and do the like. 

[Enters Uu gales. 

First Sol. Fool-hardiness; not I. 

See. Sol. Nor I. 

[Mareius is shut in. 


First Sol. See, they have shut him in. 

AU. To the pot, I warrant him. 

[Alarum continues. 

Ee-enter Trrus Labtius. 

£art. What is become of Mareius? 

All. Slain, sir, doubtlesa 

First Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels. 
With them he enters; who, upon the sudden. 

Clapp’d to their gates: he is himself alone, 

To answer all tho city. 

Zart. O noble fellow 1 

Who sensibly outdares bis senseless sword. 

And, when it bows, stands up. Thou art left, Mareius; 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art. 

Were not so rich a jewel Thou wast a soldier 
Even to Cato’s wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes; but, with thy grim looks and 
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds, 

Thou madest thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous and did tremble. 



Re-enter Marcius, bleeding, assaulted by the enemy. 

First Sol. Look, sir. 

Lart. 0, ’tis Mareius! 

Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

[They fight, and all enter the city. 

Scene V. — Corioli. A street. 

Enter certain Bomans, wUh spoils. 

First Rom. This will I carry to Borne. 

Su. Rom And I this. 

Third Rom A murrain on’tl I took this for silver 
[Alarum continues stUl afar off. 

Enter Mabcius and Trrus Labtius with a trumpet. 

Mar. See here these movers that do prize their hours 
At a crack’d drachm! Cushions, leaden spoons. 

Irons of a doi^ doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these base ^ves, 

Ere yet the fight be done, pack np : down with them I 
And har^ what noise the general makes! To him! 
nieie is the man of my soul’s hate, Aufidius, 

VOL. n. 


Piercing our Bomans: then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city; 

Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will haste 
To help Cominius. 

Lart. Worthy air, thou bleed’st; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent for 
A second coarse of fight 
jifar. Sir, praise me not; 

My work bath yet not warm’d me : fare you well : 

The blood I drop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me: to Aufidius thus 
I will appear, and fight 

Lart. Now the fair goddess. Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee; and her great charms 
Misguide thy opposer’s swor^ I Bold gentleman, 
Pronierity he thy page ! 

Mar. Thy friend no less 

Than those she placeth highest! So, farewell. 

Lart. Thou worthiest Mareius! [Exit Mareius. 

Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place; 

Call thither w the officers o’ the town, 

Where they shall know our mind: away! [Exeunt. 

39 
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ScENB YI . — Near the camp of Cominius. 

Enter Cominius, at it were in retire, with soldiers. 

Com. Breathe you, my friends: well fought; we are 
come off 

Like Bomans, neither foolish in our stands. 

Nor cowardly in retire: believe me, sirs, 

We shall be charged again. Whiles we have struck. 

By interims and conveying gusts we have heard 
The charges of our friends. Ye Roman gods! 

Lead their successes as we wish our own, 

That both our powers, with smiling fronts encountering. 
May give you thankful sacrifice. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thy news? 

hfess. The citizens of Corioli have issued. 

And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle: 

I saw our parly to their trenches driven, 

And then 1 came away. 

Com. Though thou speak'st truth, 

Methinks thou speak’st not well. How long is’t since? 
Mess. Above an hour, my lord. 

Com 'Tis not a mile; briefly we heard their drums: 
How couldst thou in a mile confound an hour, 

And bring thy news so late? 

Mess. Spies of the Volsces 

Held me in chase, that I was forced to wheel 
Three or four miles about, else had I, sir. 

Half an hour since brought my report. 

Com. Who’s yonder. 

That does appear as he were flay’d ? 0 gods ! 

He has the stamp of Marcius; and I have 
Before-time seen him thus. 

Mar. [irifAtn.] Come I too late? 

Com The shepherd knows not thunder from a tabor. 
More than I know the sound of Marcius* tongue 
From every meaner man. 

EtUct Marcius. 

ifar. Come I too late? 

Com Ay, if you come not in the blood of others. 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar. O, let me clip ye 

In arms as sound as when I woo'd, in heart 
As merry as when our nuptial day was done. 

And tapers bum’d to bcdwardl 
Com Flower of warriors. 

How is't with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees: 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile; 
Ransoming hin^ or pitying, threatening the other; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning myhound in the leash. 

To let him slip at wm. 

Com Where is that slave 

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches? 
Where is he? call him hither. 

Mar. ^ Let him alone; 

He did inform the truth: but for our gentlemen. 

The common file — a plane! tribunes for them! — 

The mouse ne’er shunn’d the cat as they did budge 
From rascals worse than they. 

Com But how prevail’d you ? 

Mar. ^ Will the time serve to tell? I do not think. 
Where is the enemy? are you lords o' the field? 

If not^ why cease you till you are so? 

Com Marcius, 


We have at disadvantage fought, and did 
Retire to win our purpose. 

Mar. How lies their battle ? know you on which side 
They have placed their men of trust? 

Com. As I guess, Marcius, 

Their bands i’ tho vaward are the Antiates, 

Of their best trust; o’er them Anfidius, 

Their very heart of hope. 

JIfar. I do beseech you. 

By all the battles wherein we have fought, 

By the blood we have shed together, by the vows 
Wo have made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me against Anfidius and his Antiates; 

And that you not delay the present, but. 

Filling the air with swords advanced and darts. 

We prove this very hour. 

Com Though I could wish 

You were conducted to a gentle bath. 

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking: take your choice of those 
That li^t can aid your action. 

Mar. Those are they 

That most are willing. If any such be here — 

As it were sin to doubt — that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smear’d; if any fear 
Lesser his person than an ill report; 

If any think brave death outweighs bad life. 

And that his country’s dearer than himself, 

Let him alone, or so many so minded, 

Wave thus, to express his disposition. 

And follow Marcius. [They all shout and wave their swords, 
take him up in their arms, and cast up their caps. 
0, me alone! mwe you a sword of me? 

If these shows be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volsces ? none of you but is 
Able to bear against the great Aufidius 
A shield as hard as his. A certain number. 

Though thanks to all, must I select from all. tho rest 
Shall bear tho business in some other fight, ** 

As cause will be obey’d. Please you to march; 

And four shall quickly draw out my command. 

Which men are best inclined. 

Com March on, my fellows: 

Mfldce good this ostentation, and you shall 
Divide in all with us. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII . — The gates of Conoli. 

Titus Lartius, having set a guard upon Conoli, going 
with drum and trumpet toward COMINIUS and Caius 
Marcius, eniers with a Lieutenant, other Soldiers, and 
a Scout 

lart. So, let the ports be guarded : keep your duties. 
As I have set them down. If I do send, dispatch 
Those centuries to our aid : the rest will serve 
For a short holding : if we lose the fidd. 

We cannot keep the town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, sir. 

hart. Hence, and shut your gates upon’s. 

Our guider, come; to the Roman camp conduct us. 

[Exeunt. 

SCBNB VIII.— A Jldd of loitle. ‘ 

Alarum o» in IcdUe. Enter, from oppoeUo tides, 
Marcius and Aunnius. 

Mar. I’ll fight with none but thee ; for I do hate thee 
Worse than a promise-breaker. 

Atf. We hate alike: 
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Not Afric owns a seipent I abhor 

More than thy fame and envy. Fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the first budgor die the other^s slave. 

And the gods doom'him after I 

If I lly, Marcius, 

Holloa me like a hare. 

Mar. Within these three hours. TuUus, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 

And made what work I pleased: 'tis not my blood 
Wherein thou seest me mask’d; for thy revenge 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 

Am/. Wert thou the Hector 

That was the whip of your bragg’d progeny. 

Thou shouldst not scape ino hei'd. 

^'Huy fight, and certain Volsces come to the aid of 
- '.MS. Mardua fights till they be driven breathless. 

Off!' . . and not valiant, you have shamed me 

In your condemned seconds. [Exeunt. 

Scene IX. — The Roman camp. 

Flourish. Alarum. A retreai is sounded. Flourish. 
Enter, from one side, CoMlNius with the Romans ; from ‘ 
the other side, Maucius, with his arm in a scarf. 

Com. If I should tell thee’ o’er this thy day’s work, 
Tliou'ldst not believe thy deeds: but I’ll report it 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles, 

Wlicre great patricians shall attend and shrug, 
r the end admire, where ladies shall be frighted. 

And, gladly quaked, hear more ; where the dull tribunes. 
That, with- the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours. 

Shall say against their hearts, ‘We thank the god.s 
Our Rome hath such a soldier.’ 

Yet earnest thou to a morsel of this feast, 

Having fully dined before. 

Enter Titus Lartius, with his power, from the pursuit. 

Lart. 0 general, 

Here is the steed, we the caparison: 

Hadst thou beheld — 

Mar. Pray now, no more: my mother. 

Who has a charter to extol her blood, 

When she does praise me grieves me. I have done 
As you have done; that’s what I can; induced 
As you have been ; that’s for my country : 

He that has but effected his good will 
Hath overta’en mine act 

Com. You shall not be 

The grave of your deserving; Rome must know 

The value of her own : 'twero a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement. 

To hide your doings; and to silence that. 

Which, to the spire and top of praises vouch’d. 

Would seem but modest: therefore, I boocech you — 

In sign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done — before our army hear me. 

Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and they smart 
To hear themselves romomber’d. 

Com. Should they not. 

Well might they fester ’gainst ingratitude. 

And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses. 
Whereof we have ta’en good and good store, of all 
The treasure in this field achieved, and city. 

We render you the tenth, to be ta’en forth. 

Before the common distribution, at 
Your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, general; 

But cannot make my heart consent to take 


A bribe to pay my sword: I do refuse it; 

And stand upon my common part with those 
That have behold the doing. 

[A long flourish. They all cry ‘ Marcius ! Marcius !’ 
east up their caps aimd lances: Cominius and Lar- 
tius stand bare. 

Mar. May these same instruments, which you profane. 
Never sound morel when drums and trumpets shall 
r the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made all of false-faced soothing! 

When steel grows soft as the parasite’s silk. 

Let him be made a coverture for the wars I 
No more, I say! For that 1 have not wash’d 
My nose that bled, or foil’d some debilo wretch — 
Which, without note, here’s many else have done- 
You shout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical; 

As if I loved my little should be dieted 
In praises sauced with lies. 

Com. Too modest arc you; 

More cruel to your good report than grateful 
To us that give you truly : by your patience. 

If 'gainst yourself you be incensed, we'll put you. 

Like one that means his proper* harm, in manacles. 
Then reason safely with you. Therefore, be it 
known. 

As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war’s garland: in token of the which. 

My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him. 

With all his trim lajlonging; and from this time. 

For what he did befom Corioli, call him. 

With all the applause and clamour of the host, 

Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! Bear 
The addition nobly ever! 

[Flourish. Trumpets sound and dnims. 
All. Caius Marcius Coriolanus! 

Cor, I will go •wash; 

And wh6n my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush or no: howbeit, I thank you. 

I mean to stride your steed, and at all times 
To undercrest your good addition 
To the fairness of my power. 

Com So, to our tent; 

Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
To Rome of our success. You, Titus Lartius, 

Must to Corioli back: send us to Rome 

The best, with whom we may articulate,' mrttum.. 

For their own good and ours. 

Za}^. I shall, my lord. 

Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I, that now 
Refused most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 

Com. Take’t; 'tis yours. What is’t? 

Cor. I sometime lay here in Corioli 
At a poor man’s house; he used me kindly: 

He cried to me; I saw him prisoner; 

But then Aufidius w'as within my •view. 

And wrath o’erwhelm’d my pity: I request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 

Com O, well begg’d! 

Were he the butcher of my son, he should 
Bo free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 

Lart. Marcias, his name? 

Cor. By Jupiter! forgot. 

I am weary; yea, my memory is tired. 

Have we no wine here? 

Com Go we to our tent: 

The blood upon your visage dries; 'tis time 

It shoidd be look’d to : come. [Exeunt. 
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ScENK X. — Th» eamf cf th» Volaut, 

A Jtourish. Cornett. Enter TuiXOS Aunoius, Uoody, 
with two or thru Soldiers. 

Avf. The town is ta’eni 

Fint Sol. Twill be deliver'd back on good condition. 

Ai^. Condition I 

I would I were a Bomaa; for I cannot^ 

Being a Volsce, be tiiat 1 am. CondiUoul 
What good condition can a treaty find 
r the part that is at mercy? Five times, Marcius, 

I have fought with thee; so often hast thou beat me. 
And wouldst do so, I think, should we encounter 
As often as we eat. By the elements. 

If e’er again I meet him beard to beard, 

He’s mine, or I am bis: mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in’t it had; for where 
I thought to crush him in an equal force, 

^ue sword to sword. I’ll potch at him some way 
Or wrath or craft may get him- 


Firtt Sd. He’s the devil 

Au/. Bolder, though not so subtle. My valour’s poison’d 
With only suffering stain by him; for him 
Shall fly out of itwlf: nor sleep nor sanctuary. 

Being naked, sick, nor fane nor Capitol, 

The prayers of priests nor times of sacrifice, 
Embarquements* all of fury, shall lift up . ••■poOmu. 
Their rotten privilege and custom ’gainst 
My hate to Marcius: where I find him, were it 
At home, upon* my brother’s guard, even there, *®*'" 
Aminst the hospitable canon, would I 
wash my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to the city; 
Learn how ’tis held; and what tliey are that must 
Be hostages for Rome. 

First <^. Will not you go? 

Au/. I am attended at the cypress grove : I pray you — 
’Tis south the city mills — ^bring me word thither 
How the world goes, that to the pace of it 
I m.ay spur on my journey. 

Firtt Sol. I shall, sir. [Exeunt. 





ACT II. 


SCEKS I. — SoiM. A fvblic place. 


EfnJUr Mekbnius wih, the two TrUunes of the people, 
SiciNius and Brutus. 

Men. The augurer tells me we shall have news to-night. 

Bru. Good or bad? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they love not Marcius. 

Sic. Natufe teaches beasts to know their friends. 

Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love ? 

Sie. The lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry plebeians would 
tho noble Marcius. 

Bm. He’s a lamb indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He’s a bear indeed, that lives like a lamb. You 
two are old men : tell me one thing that I shall ask you. 

Both. Well, sir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor in, that you 
two have not in abundance? 

Bru. He’s poor in no one fault, but stored with all. 

Sie. Especially in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 

Men. This is strange now: do you two know how 
you are censured here in the city, I mean of us ’o the 
right-hand file? do you? 

Both. Why, how are we censured? 

Men. Because you talk of pride now — will you not 
be angry? 

Both. Well, well, sir, well? 

Men. Why, ’tis no great matter; for a very little thief 
of occasion wiU rob you of a great deal of patience : give 
your dispositions the reins, and be angry a' vour pleasures ; 
at the leasts if you take it as a pleasure to you in being so. 
You blame Marcius for being proud. 

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 

Men. I know you can do very little alone; for your 
helps are many, or else your actions would grow wondrous 
single : your abilities are too infant-like for doing much 
alone. You talk of pride : 0 that you could turn your 
eyes toward the napes of your neclcs, and make but an 
interior survey of your good selves I 0 that you could I 

Bru. Wbat then, sir? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of un- 
meritinK proud, violent^ testy magistrates, alias foolt, as 
any in Borne. 

Bin. Menenius, you are known well enough too, 


Men. 1 am known to be a humorous patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allaying Tiber in’t; said to be something imperfect in 
favouring tho first complaint ; hasty and tinder-like upon 
too trivial motion; one that converses more with the 
buttock of the night than with the forehead of the 
morning: what I think I utter, and spend my malice 
in my breath. Meeting two such wealsmen as you are 
— I cannot call you Lycurgnsea — if the drink you give 
me touch my palate adversely, I make a crooked face 
at it. I cant say your worships have delivered the 
matter well, when I find the ass in compound with the 
major part of your ' syllables : and though I must be 
content to bear with those that say you are reverend 
grave men, yet they lie deadly that tell you you have 
good faces. If you see this in tho map of my micro- 
cosm, follows it that I am known well enough too? 
what harm can your bisson conspectuities glean out of 
this character, if 1 be known well enough too? 

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any thing. 
You are ambitions for poor knaves’ caps and legs: you 
wear out a good wholesome forenoon in hearing a cause 
between an orange- wife and a fosset-seller; and then 
rejourn the controversy of three pence to a second day 
of audience. When you are hearing a matter between 
party and party, if you chance to be pinched with the 
colic, you make faces like mummers ; set up the bloody 
flag against all patience ; and, in roaring for a chamber- 
pot, dismiss the controversy bleeding, the more entangled 
by your hearing : all' the peace you make in their cause 
is calling both the parties knaves. You are a pair of 
strange ones. 

Bru, Come, come, you are well understood to be a 
perfecter giber for the table than a necessary bencher 
in the Capitol. 

Mm Our very priests must become mockers, if they 
shall encounter such ridiculous subjects as you are. 
When you speak best unto the purpose, it is not worth 
the wagging of your beards ; and your beards deserve not 
so honouraue a grave as to stuff a botcher’s cushion, or 
to be entombed in an ass’s pack-saddla Yet you must 
be saying, Marcius is proud; who, in a cheap estimation, 
is worth all your predecessors since Deucwon, though 
peradventure some of the best of ’em were hereditary 
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hangmen. God-den to your worships: more of your 
conversation would infect my brain, being the herdsmen 
of the beastly plebeians : I will be bold to take my leave 
of you. [Brutvs and Sicinius go aside. 

Enier VoLUMNiA, VlROlLiA, and Valeria. 

How now, my as fair as noble ladies — and the moon, 
were she cartUy, no nobler — whither do you follow your 
eyes so fast? 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcias approaches ; 
for the love of Juno, let’s go. 

Men. Hal Marcius coming home! 

Vd. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with most prosper- 
ous approbation. 

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee. Hoot 
Marcius coming home I 

Vd. Vtr. Nay, ’tis true 

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him : the state hath 
another, his wife another; and, I think, there’s one at 
home for you. 

Men. I will make my very house reel to-night: a 
letter for me! 

Vir. Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you: I saw’t. 

Men. A letter for me! it gives me an estate of seven 
years’ health; in which time 1 will make a lip at the 
physician: the most sovereign pre.scTiption in Galen is 
but empiricutic, and, to this preservative, of no better 
report than a horse-drench. Is he not wounded? he was 
wont to come home wounded. 

Vir. 0, no, no, no. 

Vd. O, he is wotmded : L thank the gods for’t. 

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much : brings a’ 
victory in his pocket ? the wounds become him. 

Vol. On’s brows: Menenius, he comes the third time 
home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly? 

Vd. Titus lortius writes, they fought together, but 
Aufidius got off. 

Men. And ’turns time for him too. I’ll warrant him 
that: an he had stayed by him, 1 would not have been 
so fidittsed for all the chests in Corioli, and the gold that’s 
in them. Is the senate possessed of this? 

Vd. Good ladies, let’s go. Yes, yes, yes; the senate 
has letters from the gene^, wherein he gives my son 
the whole name of the war: he hath in this action out- 
done his former deeds doubly. 

Vai. In troth, there’s wondrous things spoke of him. 

Men. Wondrous! ay, I warrant you, and not without 
his true purchasing. 

Vir. The gods grant them true! 

Vd. True! pow, wow. 

Men. True! I’ll be sworn they are true. Where is 
he wounded? [To Ihe Trilmnes.'\ God save your good 
worships ! Marcias is coming home : he has more cause 
to be proud. Where is he wounded? 

Vd. r the shoulder and i’ the left arm: there will 
be laim cicatrices to show the people, when he shall 
stand for his place. He received in the repulse of Tar- 
quin seven hurts i’ the body. 

Men. One i’ the neck, and two i’ the thigh — ^there’s 
nine that I know. 

Vd. He had, before this last expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon him. 

Iten. Now it’s twenty-seven: every gash was an 
enemy’s grava [A skout and /ouncA] Hark ! the trumpets. 

VoL ^ These are the ushers of Marcius : before him 
he carries noise, and behind him hd leaves tears: 

Death, that dark spirit, in’s nervy arm doth lie; 

Which, being advanced, declines, and then men die. 


A sennet. Trumpets sotind. Enter CoMIMlUS the general, 
and Titus Labtius ; between them, Coriolanus, crowned 
with an oaken garland; with Captains and Soldiers, 
and a Herald. 

JFTer. Know, Home, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli gates: where he hath won. 

With fame, a name to Caius Marcias; these 
In honour follows Coriolanus. 

Welcome to Home, renowned Coriolanus! [Flottrish. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus! 

Cor. No more of this; it does offend my heart: 

Pray now, no more. 

Com. Ijook, sir, your mother! 

Cor. 0, 

You have, 1 know, petition’d all the gods 

For my prosperity! [Eneels. 

Vol. Nay, my good soldier, up; 

My gentle Mturcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-achieving honour newly named — 

What is it? — Coriolanus must I call thee? — 

But, 0, thy wife! 

Cor. My gracious silence, hail! 

Wouldst thou have laugh’d had I come cofhn'd home. 
That weep’st to see me triumph ? Ah, my dear. 

Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear. 

And mothers that lack sons. 

Men. Now, the gods crown thee! 

Cor. And live you yet ? [To Valeria.'] 0 my sweet 
lady, pardon. 

Vol. I know not where to turn: O, welcome home: 
And welcome, general: and ye’re welcome all 
Men. A hundred thousand welcomes. I could weep 
And I could laugh, I am light and heavy. Welcome. 

A curse begin at very root on’s heart. 

That is not glad to see thee ! You arc three 
That Rome should dote on : yet, by the faith of men, 
We have some old crab-trees here at home that will not 
Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors: ** 
We call a nettle but a nettle and 
The faults of fools bdt folly. 

Com. Ever right. 

Cor. Menenius ever, ever. 

Herald. Give way there, and go on! 

Cor. [To Vdvmnia and Vxr^ia.] Your hand, and 
jrours: 

Ere in our own house I do shade my head. 

The good patricians must be visited; 

From whom I have received not only greetings. 

But with them change of honours. 

Vd. I have lived 

To see inherited my very wishes. 

And the buildings of my fancy: only 

l^ere’s one thin^ wanting, which I doubt not but 

Our Romo wUl cast upon thee. 

Cw. Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their servant in my way, 

Than sway with them in theirs. 

Com. On, to the Ciq>itol! 

[Flourieds. Comets. Exeunt in stale, as h^oi%. Brutus 
and Sicinius come forward. 

Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleaited sights 
Are spectacled to see him: your prattling nuile 
Into a rapture lets her babv my ’ 

While she chats him: the kitchen malkin* pifis 
Her richest lockram* ’bout her reechy neck, •“»■“»*«• 
dambmring the walls to eye him: sto^, bulks, windows, 
Are smothtfd up, leads fill’d, and ridges horsed 
With varia^ complexions, all agreeing 
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In earnestness to see him: seld-shown* ilamons •'•<<>«» •mb 

Do press among tho popular throngs, and puff 

To win a vulgar station: our veil’d tintnoa 

Commit the war of •white and damask in 

Their nicely-gawded cheeks to the wanton spoil 

Of Phoebus’ burning kisses : such a pother 

As if that whatsoever god who leads him 

Were slily crept into his human powers 

And gave him graceful postura 

Sic. On the sudden, 

I warrant him consul. 

Bru. Then our office may. 

During his power, go sleep. 


Sic. He cannot temperately transport his honours 
From where he should begin and end, but will 
Lose those he hath won. 

Bru. In that there’s comfort 

Sie. Doubt not 

The commoners, for whom we stand, but they 
Upon their ancient malice will fotget 
With the least cause these his new honours, which 
That he will give them make I as little question 
As he is proud to do’t 
Bru. I heard him swear, 

Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i’ the market-place, nor on him put 



The napless vesture of humility; 

Nor, showing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To the people, their stinking breaths. 

Sic. ^ ’Tis right. 

Bru. It was his word : 0, he would miss it rather 
Than carry it but by the suit of the gentry to liim. 
And the desire of the nobles. 

Sic. I wish no better 

^lan have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. 'Tis most like he will. 

Sie. It shall he to him then, as our good wills,^ 

A sure destruction. ^ 

Bru. 


To him or our authorities. For an end. 

We must suggest the people in what hatred 
He still hath held them ; that to’s power he would 
Have made them mules, silenced their pleaders, and 
Dispropertied their freedoms, holding them. 

In human action and capacity. 

Of no more soul nor fitness for the world 
Than camels in the war, who have their provand 
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

Sic. This, as you say, suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 
Shall touch the people — ^which time shall not want. 
If he be put upon’t; and that’s as cosy 


So it must fall out 
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As to set ou sheep—'will be his fire 
To kindle their dry stubble; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Eru. What’s the matter? 

Mess. You are sent for to the Capitol. 'Tia thought 
That Marcius shall be consul: 

I have seen the dumb men throng to see him, and 
The blind to hear him speak : matrons fiung gloves, 
Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchers. 

Upon him as he pass’d: the nobles bended. 

As to Jove’s statue, and the commons made 
A shower and thunder with their caps and shouts : 

I never saw the like. 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol; 

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time. 

But hearts for the event. 

Sic. Have with you. \Exewni. 

Scene II . — The same. The Capitol. 

Enter two Officers, to lay cushions. 

First Off. Come, come, they are almost here. * How 
many stand for consulships? 


See. Off. Three, they say: but ’tis thought of every 
one Conolanus will carry it 

First Off. That’s a brave fellow; but he’s vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common people. 

See. Off. Faith, there have been many great men that 
have flatter’d the people, who ne’er loved them; and there 
be many that they have loved, they know not wherefore : 
so that, if they love they know not why, they hate upon 
no better a ground: therefore, for Conolanus neither to 
care whether they love or hate him manifests the true 
knowledge he has in their disposition; and out of his 
noble carelessness lets them plainly see’t. 

Fira Off. If he did not care whether ho had their 
love or no, he waved indifferently ’twixt doing them 
neither good nor harm : but he seeks their hate with 
greater devotion than they can render it him; and leaves 
nothing undone that may fully discover him their oppo- 
site. Kow, to seem to affect the malice and displeasure 
of the people, is as bad as that which he dislikes, to 
flatter them for their lova 

See. Off. He hath deserved worthily of his country: 
and his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those 
who, having been supple and courteous to the people, 
bonneted without any further deed to have them at all 



into their estimation and report: but he hath so planted 
his honours in their eyes, and his actions in their hearts, 
that for their tongues to be silent, and not confess so 
much, were a kind of ingratefnl injiuy; to report other- 
wise were a malice, that, giving itself the lie, would 
pluck reproof and rebuke from every ear that heard it 
First Off. No more of him: he’s a worthy man: 
make way, they are coming. 

A sennet. Enter, with Lictors hrfore them, Coimnus the 
consul, Mbmenius, Coriolanus, Senators, Sionius and 
Brutus. The Senators take their plaees; the Tribunes 
take their plaees hy themselves. Coriolanub stands. 

Men. Having determined of the Volsces, and 
To send for Titiu Lartius, it remains. 

As the main point of this our after-meetiug. 

To ratify his noble service that 

Hath thus stood for his country : therefore^ please yon. 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 

The present consul, and last general 

In our well-found successes, to report 

A little of that worthy work perform’d 


By Caius Marcius Coriolanus, whom 
We meet here, both to thank and to remember 
With honours like himsdf. 

First Sen. Speak, good Cominius: 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Bather pur state’s defective for requital 
Than we to stretch it out. [To the Tr9mnes.'\ Masters 
o' the people} 

We do request your kindest ears, and after. 

Your loving motion toward the common body. 

To yield v^t passes hera 
Sic. We are convented 

Upon a pleasing treaty, and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our assembly. 

Bnt. Which the rather 

We shall be blest to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the people than 
He hath hereto prized them at, 

Men. That’s off, that^ off; 

I would you rather had been silent. Please you 
To hear Cominius speak? 

Bru. ' Most willingly; 
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But yet my caution was more pertinent 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people: 

But tie him not tojbe their bedfellow. 

Worthy Cominius, speak. [Coriolanut offers to go away.] 
Nay, keep your place. 

I^rst Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honours’ pardon : 

I had rather have my wounds to heal again, 

Thau hear say how 1 got them. 

Bra. Sir, I hope 

My words disbench’d you not 

Cor. No, sir: yet oft, 

When blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 

You soothed not, therefore hurt not: but your people, 

I love them os they weigh. 

Men. Pray now, sit down. 

Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head i* 
the sun 

When the alarum were struck, than idly sit 

To hear my nothings monster’d. [ExU. 

Men. Masters of the people. 

Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter — 

That’s thousand to one good one — when yon now see 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour 
'Xlian one on’s ears to hear it? Proceed, Cominius. 

Com. I sliall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not bo utter’d feebly. It is held 
That valour is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver: if it be. 

The man 1 si^oak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterpoised. At sixteen years. 

When Tarquin made a head for Borne, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then dictator. 

Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight. 

When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The bristled lips before him: he bestrid 
An o’er-press’d Boman, and i’ the consul’s view 
Slew three opposers: 'Taix^uin’s self he met 
And struck him on his knee: in that day’s feats. 

When ho might act the woman in the scene. 

He proved best man i’ the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age 
Man-enter’d thus, he waxed like- a sea. 

And in the brunt of seventeen battles since *j;* !i:g*J* 
He lurch’d all swords of the garland.* For this lost. 
Before and in Corioli, let me say, 

I cannot speak him homo : ho stopp’d the fliers ; 

And by his rare example made tho coward 
Turn terror into sport; as weeds before 
A vessel imder sail, so men obey’d 
And fell below his stem: his sword, death’s stamp. 
Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot 
Ho was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was timed with dying cries: alone he enter’d 
The mortal gate of tlie city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny; aidless came off. 

And .with a sudden rc-inforcement struck 
Corioli like a planet: now all’s his: 

When, by and by, the din of war ’gan pierce ^ 

His ready sense; then straight his doubled spirit 
Be-quicken’d what in flesh was fatigate, 

And to the battle came he ; where Tie did 
Bun reeking o’er the lives of men, as if 
’Twere a perpetual spoil; and till we call’d 
Both field and city ours, ho never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 

Men. Worthy man! 


First Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the honours 
AVhich we devise him. 

Com. Our spoils he kick’d at. 

And look’d upon things precious as they were 
The common muck of the world: he covets less 
Than misery itself would give; rewards 
His deeds with doing them, and is content 
To spend the time to end it 

Men. He’s right noble: 

Let him be call’d for. 

First Sen. Call Coriolanus. 

Off. He doth appear. 

Be-enter CoRlOLXNUS. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleased 
To make thee consul. 

Cor. I do owe them still 

My life and services. 

Men. It then remains 

That yon do speak to the people. 

Cor. I do beseech you, 

Let me o’erleap that custom, for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them. 

For my wounds’ sake, to give their suffrage : please you 
That I may pass this doiug. 

Sic. Sir, the people 

Must have their voices; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to’t: 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom, and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have. 

Your honour with your form. 

Cor. It is a part 

Tliat I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bra. Mark you that? 

Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus; 

Show them the unaching scars which I should hide. 

As if I had received them for the hire 
Of their breath only I 

Men. Do not stand upon’t. 

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people. 

Our purpose to them: and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

Senators. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour! 
[Flourids of comets. Exeant all but Stcinius and Bratus. 

Bra. You see how he intends to use the people. 

Sie. May they perccive’s intent ! He will require them. 
As if he did contemn w'hat he requested 
Should be in them to give. 

Bra. Come, we’ll inform them 

Of our proceedings here: on the market-place, 

I know, they do attend us. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The same. The Forum. 

Enter seven or eight Citizens. 

First at. Once, if he do require our voices, we 
ought not to deny him. 

Sfc. at. Wo may, sir, if we will 

Third at. Wo have power in ourselves to do it, but 
it is a power that we have no power to do; for if he 
show us his wounds and tell us his deeds, we are to 
put our tongues into those wounds and speak for them ; 
so, if he tell us liis noble deeds, we must also tell him 
our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monstrous, 
and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a 
monster of the multitude; of the which we being mem- 
bers, should bring ourselves to be monstrous members. 

First Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a 
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little help ■will serve; for once we stood up about the com, 
he hi^elf stuck not to call us the many-headed multitude. 

Third Cit. We have been called so of many; not 
that our heads 6upe some brown, some black, some auburn, 
some bald, but that our wits are so diversely coloured: 
and tmly I think if all our wits were to issue out of 
one skull, they would fly east, west, north, south, and 
their consent of one direct way should be at once to 
all the points o’ the compass. 

See. Cit. Think you so? Which way do you judge 
my wit would fly? 

Third Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as 
another num’s will; ’tis strongly wedged up in a block- 
head, but if it were at liberty, 'twoidd, sure, southward. 

Sec. Cit. Why that vray? 

Third Cit. To lose itself in a fog, where being three 


parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would 
return for conscience sake, to help to get thee a wife. 

See. Cit. You are never without your tricks : you may, 
you may. 

Third Cit. Ate you all resolved to give your voices ? 
But that’s no matter, the greater part carries it. I say, 
if he would incline to the people, there was never a 
worthier man. 

£nter Cokiolanus in a goum of humility, with 
MsNEMiua 

Here he comes, and in tlie gown of humility: mark his 
behaviour. We are not to stay all together, but to 
come by him where he stands, by ones, by twos, and 
by threes. He’s to make his requests by particulars; 
wherein every one of us has a single honour, in giving 



him our own voices with our own tongues: therefore 
follow me, aud I’ll direct you how you shall go by him. 
All. Content, content \Extnnt Wizens. 

Men. O sir, you are not right: have you not known 
The worthiest men have done't ? 

Cor. What must I say? 

'I pray, sir — Plague upon’t! I cannot bring 
My tongue to such a pace:— ’Look, sir, my wounds t 
I got them in my country’s service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From the noise of our own drums.’ 

Jfeik 0 me, the gods! 

You must not speak of that: you must desire toem 
To think upon you. 

Cot'- Think upon me I bang ’em! 

I would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our divines lose by ’em. 

Men. You’ll mar all: 


I’ll leave you : pmy you, speak to ’em, I pray you, 

In wholesome manner. 

Cor. Bid them wash their faces 

And keep their teeth clean. [Re-enter two of the Citieens.] 
So, here comes a brace. [Re-enter a third CUixen.\ 
You know the cause, sir, of my standing herf 

Third CiL We do, sir; tell us what haox brought 
you to’t 

Cor. Mine own desert 

See. Cit. Your own desert! 

Cor. Ay, but not mine own desire? 

Third Cit How not your own desire ? 

Cor. No, sir, ’twas never my desire yet to trouble 
the poor with b^ging. 

Third Cit, You must think, if we give you any thing, 
we hope to jrain by you. 

Cor. 'Weir, then, I pra^, your price o’ the consulship ? 

First Cit. The price ui to ask it kindly. 
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Cor, Kindly I Sir, I pray, let mo ha’t : 1 have wounds 
to show you, which shall be yours in private. Your good 
voice, sir; what say you? 

See. CU. You shall ha’ it, worthy sir. 

Cor, A match, sir. There’s in all two worthy voices 
beg^d. I have your alms: adieu. 

Third at. But this is something odd. 

Sec. at. An ’twere to give again — but ’tis no matter. 

[JSzeunt the three Citizens. 

Bc-enter two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the tune 
of your voices that I may be consul, I have here tlie 
customary gow'n. 

Fourth Cit. You have deserved nobly of your country, 
and you have not deserved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma? 

Third Cit. You have been a scoui^e to her enemies, 
you have been a rod to her friends ; you have not indeed 
loved the common people. 

Cor. You should account me the more virtuous that 
I have not been common in my love. I will, sir, flatter 
ray sworn brother, the people, to earn a dearer estimation 
of them ; ’tis a condition they account gentle: and since 
the wisdom of their choice is rather to have niy hat than 
my heart, I will practise the insinuating nod, and be oil' to 
them most counterfeitly ; that is, sir, I will counterfeit the 
bewitchment of some popular man and give it bountiful 
to the desirers. Therefore, beseech you, I may be consul. 

Fifth Cit. We hope to find you our friend ; and there- 
fore give you our voices heartily. 

Fourth CU. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with showing 
them. I will make much of your voices, and so trouble 
you no further. 

Both CU. The gods give you joy, sir, heartily ! [ExeurU. 

Cor. Most sweet voices ! 

Better it is to die, better to starve. 

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 

Why ill this woolvish toge should I stand here. 

To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear. 

Their needless vouches ? Custom calls me to’t : 

What custom wills, in all things should we do’t. 

The dust on antique time would lie unswept. 

And mountainous error be too highly heapt 
For truth to o'er-peer. Bather than fool it so. 

Let the high office and the honour go 

To one that would do thus. I am half through; 

The one part suffer’d, the other will I do. 

Be-enter three Citizens more. 

Here comes moo voices. 

Your voices : for your voices I have fought ; 

Watch’d for your voices; for your voice'' bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd; battles thrice six 
I have seen and heard of ; for your voices have 
Done many things, some less, some more : your voices : 
Indeed, I would be consul 

Sixth Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without 
any honest man’s voice. 

Seoonth CU. Therefore let him be consul; the gods 
give him joy, and make him good friend to the people ! 

All CU. Amen, amen, God save thee, noble consul! 

[ExturU. 

Cor. Worthy voices! 

Be-enter Menbnios, with Brutus and SiciKlus. 

JIfen. You have stood your limitation; and the tribunes 
Endue you with the people’s voice : remains 


That in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done? 

Sie. The custom of request you have discharged : 

The people do admit you, and are summon’d 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Whore? at the senate-house? 

Sie. There, Coriolanus. 

Cor. May 1 change these garments ? 

Sie You may, sir. 

Cor. That I'll straight do ; and knowing myself again, 
Bepair to the senate-house. 

Men. I’ll keep you company. Will you along? 

Bru. We stay here for the people. 

Sie. Fare you weU. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Menenius. 
He has it now, and by his looks methinks 
’Tis warm at’s heart 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore his humble weeds. 
Will you dismiss the people? 

Be-enter Citizens. 

Sk. How now, my masters ! have you chose this man ? 

First CU. He has our voices, sir. 

Bru. We pray the gods he may deserve your loves. 

See. CU. Amen, sir: to my poor unworthy notice. 

He mock’d us when he begg'd our voices. 

Third Cit. Certainly 

lie flouted us downright. 

First CU. No, ’tis his kind of speech : he did not 
mock us. 

See. CU. Not one amongst us, save youmclf, but says 
He used us scornfully : he should have show’d us 
His marks of merit, wounds received for’s country. 

Sk. Why, so he did, 1 am sure. 

CUizens. No, no ; no man saw ’em. 

Third CU. He said he had wounds, which he could 
show in private ; 

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn, 

I would be consul,’ says he: ‘aged custom. 

But by your voices, will not so permit me; 

Your voices therefore.’ When we granted that. 

Here was, ‘I thank you for your voices: thank you: 
Your most sweet voices: now you have left your voices, 
I have no further with you.’ Was not this mockery ? 

Sk. Why either were you ignorant to sec’t. 

Or, seeing it, of such childish frieudliucss 
To yield your voices ? 

.Bru. Could you not have told him 

As you ivere lesson’d, when he had no power. 

But was a petty servant to the state, 

He was your enemy, ever spake against 
Your liberties and the charters that you bear 
r the body of the w’eal; and now, arriving 
A place of potency and sway o’ the state. 

If he should still malignantly remain 
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
B 3 curses to yourselves? You should have said 
That as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for, so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Translate his malice towards you into love. 

Standing your friendly lord. 

Sk. Thus to have said. 

As you were fore-advised, had touch’d his spirit 
And tried his inclination; from him pluck’d 
Either his gracious promise, which you might, 

As cause had call’d you up, have held him to; 

Or else it would have galrd his surly nature. 
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Which easily endures not article 

^ing him to aught; ao putting him to rage. 

You should have ta'en the advantage of his choler 
And pass'd him aneleoted. 

£ru. Did you perceive 

He did solicit you in free contempt 
When he did need your loves, and do you think 
That bis contempt shall not Iw bruising to you, 

When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your bodies 
No heart among you 7 or hod you tongues to cry 
Against the rectorship of judgment 7 
Sie. Have you 

Ere now denied the asker? and now agaiu 
Of him that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your sued-for tongues ? 

TAird CU. He’s not comfirm’d; we may deny him yet 
See. Cit. And will deny him : 

I’ll have five hundred voices of that sound. 

First Cit. I twice five hundred, and their friends to 
piece ’em. 


Bru. Get you hence instantly, and tell those friends. 
They have chose a consul that will from them take 
Their liberties; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking 
As therefore kept to do so. 

Sxe. Let them assemble, 

And on a safer judgment all revoke 
Your ignorant election; enforce his pride, 

And his old hate unto you; besides, foiget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed. 

How in his suit he scorn’d you; but your love% 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present poitonce. 

Which most gibingly, ungravely, he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 

Bru. Lay 

A fault on ns, your tribunes; that we la&iur’d. 

No impediment between, but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 

Sie. Say, you chose him 



More after our commandment than as guided 
By your own true affections, and that your minds, 
Pre-occupied with what you rather must do 
Than what you should, made you against the grain 
To voice him consul: lay the fault on ns. 

Bru. Ay, spare us not Say we read lectures to 
you. 

How youngly he b^n to serve bis countiy, 

How long continued, and what stock he springs of. 

The noble house o* the Mardans, from whence came 
That Ancus Marcius, Numa’s daughter's son. 

Who, after great Hostilius, here was king; 

Of the same house Publius and Quintus were. 

That our best water brought by conduits hither; 

And [Censorinus], nobly named so. 

Twice being [by the people chosen] censor. 

Was his great ancestor. 

SfU. One thns descended. 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 


To your remembrances: but you have found. 

Scaling his present bearing with his past. 

That he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation. 

Bru. '* Say, you ne’er had done’t — 

Harp on that still — but by our putting on:* 

And presently, when you have drawn your number, 
Bepair to the Capitol. 

All. We will so : almost all 

Bepent in their election. [Abeunf Citiiens. 

Bru. Let them go on; 

This mutiny were better put in hazard. 

Than stay, past doubt, for greater: 

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refusal, both observe and answer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sie, To the Capitol, come: 

We will be there before the stream o’ the people; 

And this s^oll seem, as partly ’tis, their own. 

Which we have goaded onwt^. [Fkuunt. 



ACT III. 


Scene L — Rom. A street. 


Comets. Enter Ooriolanus, Menenius, all the Gentry, 
CoMiNius, Trrus Labtius, and other Senators. 

Cor. Tullus Aufidiud then had made new head? 

Lart. He had, iny lord ; and tlmt it was which caused 
Our swifter composition. 

Cor. So then the Volsces stand but as at first, 

Ready when time shall prompt them, to make road 
IJpon’s again. 

Com. They are worn, lord consul, so, 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius I 

Lart. On safe-guard ho came to me; and did curse 
A^inst the Volsces, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town: he is retired to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me? 

Lart. He did, my lord. 

Cor. How ? wha*^ ? 

Lart. How often he had met you, sword to sword; 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
Your person most, that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeless restitution, so he might 
Be call'd your vanquisher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he? 

Lart. At Antium. 

Cor. I wish I had a cause to seek him there. 

To oppose his hatred fully. Welcome home. 

Enter SiciNivs and Brutus. 

Behold, these are the tribunes of the people, 

Tim tongues o’ the common mouth : I do despise them ; 
For they do prank them in authority, 

Against all noble sufferance. 

Sie. Pass no farther. 

Cor. Hal what is that? 

Bru. It will be danserous to go on : no farther. 

Cor. What makes this change? 


Men. The matter ? 

Com Hath he not pass’d the noble and the common i 
Bru. Oominius, no. 

Cor. Have I had children’s voices^ 

First Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the market- 
place. 

Bru. The people are mceused against him. 

Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Are these your herdt 

Must these have voices, that can yield them now 
And stmight disclaim their tongues t What aie your offices > 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth? 
Have you not set them on ? 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purposed thing, and giow's by plot. 

To curb the will of the nobibty: 

Suffer’t, and live with such as cannot rule, 

Nor ever will be ruled. 

Bru. Call’t not a plot: 

The people cry you mock'd them, and of late. 

When com was given them gratis, you repined; 
Scondal’d the suppliants for the people, call’d them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Bru. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you inform’d them sithence? 

Bru. How, I inform them! 

Com You are like to do such business. 

Bru. Not unlike. 

Each way, to better youre. 

Cor, Why then should I be consul ? By yond clouds, 
Let me deserve so ill as yon, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 

Sie. You show too much of that 

For which the people stir: if yon will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit. 
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Or never be so noble as a consul, 

Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Mtm. Let’s be calm. 

Cbm. The people are abused ; set on. This palterinp; 
Becomes not Borne, nor has Coriolanus 
Deserved this so dishonour’d rub, laid falsely 
I’ the plain way of his merit. 

Cor. Tell me of com I 

This was my speech, and I will speak’t again — 

Men. Not now, not now. 

Firit Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now. 

Cor. Now, as I live, I will. My nobler friends, 

I crave their pardons: 

For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them 
Kq^rd me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themselves: I say again. 

In soothing them, we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition. 

Which we ourselves have plough’d for, sow’d, and scatter'd. 
By mingling them with xu, we honour’d number. 

Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no more. 

First Sen. No more words, wo beseech you. 

Cor. How! no morel 

As for my country I have shed ray blood. 

Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay against those measles. 

Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You speak o’ the people 

As if you were a god to punish, not 
A man of their infirmity. 

Sic. ’Twere well 

We let the people know’t 

Men. What, what 1 his choler ? 

Cor. Choler ! 

Were I as patient as the midnight sleep. 

By Jove, ’twould be my mind ! 

Sic. It is a mind 

That shall remain a poison where it is, 

Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you 
His ateolute ’shall’? 

Com. 'Twas from the canon. 

Cor. ‘Shall’! 

0 good but most unwise patricians! why. 

You grave but reckless senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choose an officer. 

That with his peremptory ‘shall,’ being but 

The horn and noise o’ the monster’s, wants not spirit 

To say he’ll turn your current in a ditch. 

And make your channel his? If he have power. 

Then vail your ignorance; if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you are leam’d. 

Be not as common fools; if you are not. 

Let them have cushions by you. You are plebeians. 

If they be senators : and they are no less. 

When, both your voices blended, the great’st taste 
Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate. 

And such a one as he, who puts his ‘shall,’ 

His popular ‘shall,’ against a graver bench 
Than ever frown’d in Greece. By Jove himself! 

It makes the consuls base: and my soul aches 
To know, when two authorities are up. 

Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter ’twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 


Com. Well, on to the market-place. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The com o’ the storehouse gratis, as 'twos used 
Sometime in Greece — 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor, Though there the people had more absolute power, 
I say, they nourish’d disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the slate. 

Bru. Why, shall the people give 

One that speaks thus tlieir voice? 

Cor. I’ll give my reasons. 

More worthier than their voices. They know the corn 
Was not our recompense, resting well assured 
That ne’er did service loFt: being pressed to the war. 
Even when the navel of the state was touch’d, 

They would not thread the gates. This kind of service 
Did not deserve com gratis. Being i’ the war. 

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show’d 
Most valour, spoke not for them : the accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate, 

All cause unborn, could never be the motive 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then ? 

How shall this bisson multitude digest 

The senate's courtesy? Let deeds express 

What's like to be their words : ‘ We did request it ; 

We are the greater poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our demands.’ Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares fears; which will in time 
Break ope the locks o’ the senate, and bring in 
The crows to peck the eagles. 

Mm. Come, enough. 

Bru, Enough, with over-measure. 

Cor. No, take more; 

What may be sworn by, both divine and human, 

Seal what I end withal I This double worship. 

Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without all reason, where gontiy, title, wisdoq^ 
Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance-;-it must omit 
Beal necessities, and ^ve way the while 
To unstable slightness: purpose so barr’d, it follows. 
Nothing is done to purpose. Therefore, beseech you — 
You that will be less fearful than discreet, 

That love the fundamental part of state 

More than you doubt the change ou't, that prefer 

A noble life before a long, and wish 

To jump* a body with a dangerous physio **’^* 

That’s sure of death without it, at once pluck out 

The multitudinous tongue ; let them not lick 

The sweet which is their poison: your dishonour 

Mangles true judgment and bereaves the state 

Of that integrity ^which should become’t. 

Not having the power to do the good it would, 

For the ill which doth control't 

Bru. Has said enough. 

Sie. Has spoken like a traitor, and shall ansvrer 
As traitors da 

Cor. Thou wretch, despite o’erwhelra thee! ^ 

What should the people do with these bold tribunes? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench: in a rebellion, 

When what’s not meet, but what must be, wat law. 
Then were they chosen: in a better hour. 

Let what is meet be said it must be meet. 

And throw their power i’ the dust 

Bru. Manifest treason! 

Sie. 't This a consul? no. 

Bru. The tediles, ho 
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Enier an ^ile. 

Let him he apprehended. 

SU. Go, call the people : [_Exit ^dUc.'\ in whose name 
myself 

Attach thee os a traitorous innovator, 

A foe to the public weal: obey, 1 charge thee. 

And follow to thine answer. 

Cor. Hence, old goat I 

Senators, die. We’ll surety him. 

Com. Aged sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing ! or I shall shake thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 

Sic. Help, ye citizens! 

Elder a rabble of Citizens (Plebeians), with the .^ilcs. 

Men. On both sides more respect. 

Sic. Hero’s he that would take from you all your power. 

Bru. Seize him, scdilesl 

Citizens. Down with him ! down with him ! 

Senators, die. Weapons, weapons, weapons! 

[They all bustle about Coriolanus, crying 
• Tribunes !’ ' Patricians 1’ ‘ Citizens 1’ ‘ What, ho !' 

‘ Sicinius .’ ' Brutus I’ ‘ Coriolanus !’ ‘ Citizens !’ 

‘Peace, peace, peace!’ ‘Stay, hold, peace!’ 

Men. What is about to be ? I am out of breath ; 
Confusion’s near; 1 cannot speak. You, tribunes 
To the people! Coiiolanus, patience! 

Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people; peace! 

Citizens. Let’s hear our tribune : peace ! Speak, speak, 
speak. 

SU. You are at point to lose your liberties; 

Marcius would have all from you; Marcius, 

Whom late you have named for consul. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie! 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

First Sen. To unbuild the city and to lay all flak 

Sic. What is the city but the people? 

Citizens. True, 

The people are the city. 

Bru. By the consent of all, we were establish’d 
The people’s magistrates. 

Citizens. You so remain. 

Men. And so are like to do. 

Com. That is the way to lay the city flat; 

To bring the roof to the foundation. 

And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges. 

In heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic. This deserves death. 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority. 

Or let us lose it. Wo do here pronounce. 

Upon the part o’ the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sie. Therefore lay hold of him ; 

Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Bru. .£diles, seize him! 

Citizens. Yield, Marcius, yield! 

Men. Hear me one word; 

Beseech jrou, tribunes, hear me but a word. 

^d. Peace, peace! 

Jlfm. [To Brutus.] Be that you seem, truly your 
country’s friend. 

And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru. Sir, those cold ways, 

Tliat seem like prudent helps, are very ]^isonous 


Where the disease is violent Lay hands upon him. 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor. No, I’ll die here 

[Bra7oing his sword. 

There’s some among you have beheld me fighting: 

Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me. 

Men. Down with that sword! Tribunes, withdraw awhile. 
Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Com. Help Marcius, help ! 

You tliat be noble ; help him, young and old ! 

Citizens. Down with him, down with him ! 

[7)1 this mutiny, the Tribunes, the ASdilcs, and the 

People, are beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your house ; be gone, away ! 

All will be naught else. 

Sec. Sen. Get you gone. 

Com. Stand fast ; 

We have as many friends as enemies. 

JIfen. Shall it be put to that? 

First Sen. The gods forbid ! 

I prithee, noble friend, home to thy house; 

Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men. For ’tis a sore upon us. 

You cannot tent yourself: be gone, beseech you. 

Corn. Come, sir, along with us. 

Cor. I would they were barbarians — as they are. 
Though in Rome litter’d — not Romans — as they are not. 
Though calved i’ the porch o’ the Capitol — 

Men. Be gone ; 

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue; 

One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground 

I could beat forty of them. 

Com. I could myself 

Take up a brace o’ the best of them; yea, the two tribunes: 
But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic; 

And manhood is call’d foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabric. Will you hence. 

Before the tag return ? whose' rage doth rend 
Like interrupted water's, and o’er^ar 
What they are used to bear. 

Men. Pray you, be gone: 

I’ll try whether my old wit be in request 

With those that have but little: this must be patch’d 

With cloth of any colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Ceminivs, and others. 
A Patrician. This man has man-’d his fortune. 

Men. His nature is too noble for the world: 

He would not flatter Neptune for his tridenk 
Or Jove for’s power to thunder. His heart’s his mouth : 
What his breast foiges, that his tongue must vent; 

And, being angry, does forget that ever 

He heard the name of death. [A noise toithin. 

Here’s goodly work! 

See. Pat. I would they were a-bed ! 

Men. 1 would they were in Tiber! What the vengeance! 
CoiUd he not speak ’em fair? 

Be~enter Baimrs and Sicinius, wdh the rabNe. 

Sie. Where is this viper 

That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself? 

Men. You worthy tribunes — 

Sie. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands: he hath resisted law. 

And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 
Than the severity of the public power. 

Which he so sets at nougnk 
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First Cit. He shall well know 

The noble tribunes are the people's mouths, 

And we their hands. 

Citizens. He shall, sure on’t. 

Mien. Sir, sir — 

Sie. Peace I 

Hfm. Do not cry havoc, where yon should but hunt 
With modest warrant 

Sk. Sir, how comes't that you 

Have holp to make this rescue? 

Me}i. Hear me speak: 

As I do know the consul’s worthiness, 

So can I name his faults — 

Sie. Consul! what consul? 

Men. The consul Coriolanus. 

Bru. Ho consul! 

Citizens. No, no, no, no, no. 

Mm. If, by the tribunes’ leave, and yours, good people, 
I may be heard, I would crave a word or two; 

The which shall turn you to no further harm 
Than so much loss of time. 

Sie. Speak briefly then; 

For we are peremptory to dispatch 
This viperous traitor: to eject him hence 
Were but one danger, and to keep him hero 
Our certain death: therefore it is decreed 
He dies to-night 

Men. Now the good gods forbid 

That our renowned Home, whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved children is enroll’d 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sie. He’s a disease that must be cut away. 

Men. O, he’s a limb that has but a disease; 

Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy. 

What has he done to Borne that’s worthy death? 
Killing our enemies, the blood he hatli lost — 

Which, I daro vouch, is more than that he hath. 

By many an ounce — he dropp’d it for his country; 

And what is left, to lose it by his country, 

Were to us all, that do’t and suffer it, 

A brand to the end o’ the world. 

Sie. This is dean kam.* 

Bm. Merdy awry : when he did love his country. 
It honour’d him. 

Men. The service of the foot 

Being once gangrened, is not then respected 
For what before it was. 

Bru. Well hear no more. 

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence ; 
lest his infection, being of catching nature. 

Spread further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, when it sluill find 
The harm of unscann’d swiftness, will too late 
Tie leaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by process; 

Lest parties, as he is beloved, break out. 

And sack great Borne .with Bomans. 

Bru. If it were so — 

Sie. What do ye talk? 

Have we not had a taste of his obedience ? 

Our sediles smote? ourselves resisted? Come. 

Men. Consider this: he has been bred i’ the wars 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school’d 
In bolted language; meal and bran together 
He throws without distinction. Give me leave. 

I’ll go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form. 

In peace, to his utmost peril 


First Sen. Noble tribunes. 

It is the humane way: the other course 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sie. Noble Menenius, 

Be you then as the people’s officer. 

Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home! 

Sic. Meet on the market-place. AVe’ll attend you there: 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, we’ll proceed 
In our first way. 

Men. I’ll bring him to you. 

[To the Senatofrs.'\ let me desire your company : he must 
come. 

Or what is woist will follow. 

First Sen. Pray you, let’s to him. 

[Exeunt. 

ScEKE II . — A room in ConiOLANUs’s house. 

Enter Coriolanus toith Patricians. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine eats, present me 
Death on the wheel or at wild horses’ heels. 

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock. 

That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below tlie beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

A Patrician.. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muse my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was xront 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats, to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still and wonder. 

When one but of my ordinance stood up 
To speak of peace or war. 

Enter VoLUMKiA. 

I talk of you: 

Why did you wish me milder? would you have me 
False to my nature? Bather say I play 
The man 1 am. 

Vcl. 0, sir, 'Sir, sir, 

I would have had you put your power well on. 

Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man you are, 
With striving less to be so: lesser had been 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if 
You had not show’d them now ye were disposed 
Ere they lack’d power to cross you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

A Patrician. Ay, and burn too. 

Enter Menenius and Senators. 

Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, something 
too rough; 

You must return and mend it 
First Sm. There’s no remedy ; 

Unless, by not so doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midst, and perish. 

Vd. Pray, be counsell’d : 

I have a heart as httlo apt as yours, ^ 

But yet a brain that leads my use of anger 
To better vantage. 

ll/rjt. Well said, noble woman! 

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o’ the time craves it as physic « 

For the whole state, I would put mine armour -on, 
Which I can scaredy bear. 

Cor. , What must I do ? 

Men. Betuin to the tribunes. 
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CcT. Well, what then? what then? 

Um, Bepent what you have spoke. 

Ow. For theml I cannot do it to the gods; 

Must I then do*t to them? 

V<A. You are too absolute; 

Though therein you can never be too noble, 

But when extremities speak. I have heard you say, 
Honour and policy, like unsever’d friends, 
r the war do grow together: grant that, and tell me, 
In peace what each ot them by the other lose. 

That they combine not there. 

Cot. Tush, tush! 

Mm. A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour in your wars to seem 
The same you are not, which, for your best ends. 

You adopt your policy, how is it less or worse. 

That it shau hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war, since wat to both 
It stands in like request? 


Cor. Why force you this? 

Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people; not by your own instruction. 

Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you. 
But with such words that are but rooted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards and syllables 
Of no allowance to your bosom's truth. 

Now, this no more dishonours you at all 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 

Which else would put you to your fortune and 
The hazard of much blood. 

I would dissemble with my nature where 
My fortunes and my friends at stake required 
I should do so in honour: I am in this. 

Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles; 
And you will rather show our general louts 
How you can frown than spend a fawn upon ’em, 
For the inheritance of their loves and safeguard 
Of what that want might ruin. 



Mm. Noble Lady! 

Come, go with us; speak fair: you may salve so. 

Not what is dangerous present, but the loss 
Of what is past 

Vol. I prithee now, my son. 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand; 

And thus far having stretch’d it — here be with them* — 
Thy knee bussing tM stones — ^for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears — waving thy head, 

Which often thus, correcting thy stout heart. 

Now humble as the ripest mulberry 

That will nob hold the handling: or sajy to them. 

Thou art their soldier, and being bred m broils 
Hast not the soft way which, thou dost confess; 

Were fit for thee to use as tiiey to claim. 

In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thysdf, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
VOL n. 


As thou hast power and person. 

Mm. This but done, 

Even as she speaks, why, their hearts were yours; 

For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free 
As words to little purpose. 

Vol. Prithee now. 

Go, and be ruled: although I know thou hadst rather 

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf 

Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Cominius. 

EfUtr Cominius. 

Com. I have been i’ the market-place ; and, sir, ’tis fit 
You make strong party, or defend yoursw 
By calmness or by absence : all’s in anger. 

Men. Only fair speech. 

Com. 1 think ’twill serve, if he 

Can thereto frame his spirit 

4L 
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Vol, He must, and will. 

Prithee now, say you will, and go about it. 

Ccrr. Must I go show them my unbarbed sconce?* 
Must I with base tongue give my noble heart 
A lie that it must bear? Well, I will do’t: 

Yet, were there but this single plot to lose, 

This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it. 
And throw’t against the wind. To the inarket*place I 
You have put me now to such a part which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we’ll prompt you. 

Vol. I prithee now, sweet son, as thou host said 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so. 

To have my praise fur this, perform a pai-t 
Thou hast not done before. 

Cor. Well, I must do’t: 

Away, my disposition, and possess me 

Some harlot’s spirit! my throat of war be turn’d. 

Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep 1 the smiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks, and schoolboys’ tears take up 
The glasses of my sight! a bear’s tongue 
Make motion through my lips, and my arm’d knees. 
Who bow’d but in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath received an alms! I will not do’t. 

Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth. 

And by my body’s action teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

Vol. At thy choice, then: 

To bog of thee, it is my more dishonour. 

Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness, for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 

Thy valiantncss was mine, thou suck’dst it from me. 
But owe thy pride thyself. 

Cor. Pray, be content: 

Mother, I am going to the market-place; 

Chide me no more. I’ll mountebank their loves. 

Cog their hearts from them, and come home beloved 
Of all the trades in Borne. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my wife. I’ll return consul; 

Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
r the way of flattery further. 

Vol. Do your will. [Exit. 

Com. Away! the tribunes do attend you : arm yourself 
To answer mildly ; for they are prepared 
With accusations, as I hear, more strong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is ‘ mildly.’ Pray you, let us go : 

Let them accuse me by invention, I 
WiU answer in mine honour. 

Mm. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor. Well, mildly be it then. Mildly! [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The Same. The Forum. 

Enter SiciNlus and Bbutds. 

Brw. In this point chaige him homo, that he affects 
Tyrannical power : if he evade us there. 

Enforce him with his envy to the people. 

And that the spoil got on the Antiates 
Was ne’er distributed. 

Enter an .^dile. 

What, will he come? 

.^d. He’s coming. 

How accompanied? 


.^d. With old Menenius, and those senators 
That always favour’d him. 

Sie. Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that wo have procured 
Set down by the poll? 

./Ed. I have; ’tis ready. 

Sie. Have you collected them by tribes ? 

JBd. r have. 

Sie. Assemble presently the people hither; 

And when they hear me say, * it shall be so, 

I’ the right and strength o’ the commons,’ be it either 
For death, for fine, or banishment, then let them. 

If I say line, cry ‘Fine;’ if death, cry ‘Death.’ 

Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power i’ the truth o’ the cause. 

JEd. I shall inform them. 

Bm. And when such time they have begun to cry, 
Ix't them not cease, but with a din confused 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chance to sentence. 

^d. Very well. 

Sie. Make them be strong and ready for this hint. 
When we shall hap to give’t them. 

Bru. Go about it. jEdUe. 

Put him to cholcr straight: ho hath been used 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction: being once chafed, he cannot 
Be rein’d again to temperance; then he speaks 
Wlmt’s in his heart; and that is there which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Sie. Well, here he comes. 

Enter CoKiOLANUS, Menenius, and Cominius, with 
Senators and Patricians. 

Men. Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the v’olumc. Tlic honour’d gods 
Keep Borne in safety, and the chairs of justice ^ 
Supplied with worthy men! plant lovo among’s! 

Throng our large temples with the shows of peace, 

And not our streets with war ! 

First Sm. Amen, amen. 

Mm. A noble wish. 

Be-enter JEdile, with Citizens. 

Sie. Draw near, ye people. 

jEd. List to your tribunes. Audience ! peace, I say ! 

Cor. First, hear me speak. 

Both Tri. Well, say. Peace, ho! 

Cor. Shall I be charged no further than this present ? 
Must all determine here? 

Sie. I do demand. 

If you submit you to the people’s voices. 

Allow their officAs, and are content 
To suffer lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be proved upon you ? 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. Lo, citizens, he says he is content: 

The warlike service he has done, consider; thihk 
Upon the wounds his body bears, which show 
like graves i’ the holy churchyai^ 

Cor. Scratches with briers. 

Scars to move laughter only. 

Mm. Consider further. 

That when he speaks not like a citizen. 

You find him lixe a soldier: do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds. 

But, as I s4y, such as become a soldier. 

Bather than envy you. 
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Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter. 

That being pass’d for consul with full voic^ 

I am so dishonour’d that the very hour 
You take it off again? 

Sic. Answer to us. 

Cor. Say, then: ’tis true, I ought so. 

Sic. We chaigo you, that you have contrived to take 
From Borne all season’d office, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical; 

For which you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. How I traitor ! 

Men. Nay, temperately; your promise. 

Cor. The fires i’ the lowest hell fold-in the people ! 
Call me their traitor! Thou injurious tribune! 

Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths. 

In thy hands clutch’d as many miUions, in 


Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say, 

‘Tliou liest,' unto thee, with a voice as free 
As 1 do pray the gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, p<^ple? 

CUiMna. To the rock, to the rock with him ! 

Sic. Pence ! 

We need not put new matter to his chaigo: 

What you have seen him do and heard him speak. 
Beating your ofificers, cursing yourselves, 

Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
Those whose great power must try him; even this. 

So criming and in such capital kind, 

Deserves the extremest death 
Bru. But since he hath 

Served well for Borne — 

Cor. What do you prate of service? 

Bra. I talk of that, that know it 


Cor. You ? 

Men. Is this the promise that you made your mother ? 

Com. Know, I pray you — 

Cor. I’ll know no further: 

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death. 

Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to huger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word; 

Nor check my courage for what they can give. 

To have’t with saying, ‘ Good morrow.’ 

Sic. For Uiat he has. 

As much as in him lies, from time to time 
Envied* against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power, as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do distribute it; in the name o’ the people, 

And in the power of. us the tribunes, we. 

Even from this instant, banish him our city. 

In peril of precipitation 

From off the rock Tarpeian never more 

To enter our Borne gates: i’ the people’s name, 

1 say it shall be so. 

Ciiizens. It shall be so, it shall be so; let him away. 
He’s banish’d, and it shall be so. 

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common 
friends — 

Sic. He’s sentenced; no more hearing. 

Com. Let me speak: 

I have been consul, and can show for Borne 
Her enemies’ marks upon me. I do love 
My country’s good wjtli a respect more tender. 
More holy and profound, than mine own life. 

My dear wife's estimate, her womb’s increase. 

And treasure of rny loins ; then if I would 
Speak that — 

Sic. We know your drift: speak what? 

Bru. There’s no more to be said, but he is banish’d. 
As enemy to the people and his country: 

It shall be so. 

Citizens. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor. You common cry* of curs! whose breath 
I hate 

As reek o’ the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you; 

And here remain with your uncertainty ' 

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts! 

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes. 

Fan you into despair! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders; till at length 
Your ignorance, which finds not till it feels. 

Making not reservation of yourselves. 

Still your own foes, deliver you as most 

Abated captives to some nation 

That won you without blows! Despising, 

For you, the city, thus I turn my back: 

'There is a world elsewhere. [Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, 
Menenivs, Senators, and Patricians. 

JEd. The people’s enemy is gone, is gone! 

Citizeru. Our enemy is banish'd! he is gone! Hoo! 
hoo! [iSAouttn^, and throvring vp their caps. 

Sic. Go, see him out at gates, and foUow him. 

As he hath follow’d you, with all despite; 

Give him deserved vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

Citveeru. Come, come ; let’s see him out at gates ; come 
The gods preserve our noble tribunes! Come [Exeunt 






ACT IV. 


SCKKB Before a gate of the city. 


Enter COKIOLANUS, Volummia, Vibgilu, Mmmus. 
COMIKIUS, vnth the yonng Ndbiliiy of Borne. 

Cor. Come, leave your tears : a brief farewell : the 
beast 

With many heads butts me away. Nay, mother. 

Where is your ancient courage? you were used 
To say extremity was the trier of spirits; 

That common chances common men could bear; 

That when the sea was calm all boats alike 
Show'd mastership in floating; fortune’s blows. 

When most struck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble cunning; you were used to load me 
With precepts that would make invincible 
The heart that conn’d them. 

Ftr. 0 heavens I 0 heavens! 

Cor. Nay, I prithee, woman — 

Vol. Now the red pestilence strike aU trades in Borne, 
And occupations perish! 

Cor. What, wha^ what! 

I shall be loved when 1 am lack’d. Nay, mother, 
Besnme that spirit, when you were wont to say, 

If you had been the wife of Hercules, 

Six of his labours you’ld have done, and saved 
Your husband so much sweat Cominius, 

Droop not; adieu. Farewell, my wife, my mother: 

111 do well yet Thou old and true Menenius, 

Thy tears are salter than a younger man’s. 

And venomous to thine eyes. My sometime general, 

I have seen thee stem, and thou hast oft beheld 
Heart>hardening spectacles; tell these sad women 


Tis fond* to wail inevitable strokes * 

As 'tis to laugh at ’em. My mother, you wot well 
My hazards still have been your solace: and 
Believe’t not lightly — ^though I go alone. 

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 

Makes fear’d and talk’d of more than seen — your eon 

Will or exoeed the common or be caught 

With cautelous* baits and practice. itwmiwiw 

Vet. My first son, 

Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius 
With thee awhile: determine on some course, 

More than a wild exposure to each chance 
That starts i’ the way before thee. 

Cor. 0 the gods ! 

Com. Ill follow thee a month, devise with thee 
Where thou shalt rest, that thou mayst hear of us 
And we of thee : «so if the time thrust forth 
A cause fer thy repeal, we shall not send 
O’er the vast worm to seek a single man, 

And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
r the absence of the needer. 

Cor, Fare ye well: 

Thou hast years upon thee; and thou art too lull 
Of the wars’ surfeits, to go rove with one 
That’s yet unbruised : bring me but out at gafe. 
Come, iny sweet wife, my dearest mother, and , 

My friends of noble touch, when I am forth. 

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, comsi 
While I remain above the ground, you shall. 

Hear from me still, and never of me aught 
But what like me formerly. 
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Mm, That’s worthily 

As any ear can hoar. Come, let’s not weep. 

If I could shake off but one seven years 
From these old arms^and legs, by the good gods, 
lid with thee every foot. 

Cor. Give me thy hand: 

Come. [Exeunt, 

ScEKE II . — The same. A street near the gate. 

Enter Sicmius, BauTOS, and an ^Edilo. 

Sie. Bid them all homo ; he’s gone, and we’ll no further. 
The nobility are vex’d, whom we see have sided 
In his behalf 

Bru. Now wo have shown our power. 

Let us seem humbler after it is done 
'Than when it was a-doing. 

Sie. Bid them home: 

Say their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru. Dismiss them home. [Exit uEdik. 

Here comes his mother. 

Sic. Let’s not meet her. 

Bru. Why 1 


Sic. They say she’s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’en note of us : keep on your way. 

Enter Yolumnu, Vibgilia, and Menenids. 

Vol. O, ye’ie well met : the hoarded plague o’ the gods 
Bequite your lovel 

Men. Peace, peace; be not so loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you should hear — 
Nay, and you shall hear some. [To Brvius.'] Will you 
be gone? 

Vir, [To Sinnius.'\ You shall stay too: I would I 
had the power 
To say so to my husband. 

Sic. Are you mankind?* 

Vol. Ay, fool; is that a shame? Note but this fool. 
Was not a man my father? Hodst thou foxship 
To banish him that struck more blows for Borne 
Than thou hast spoken wprds? 

Sic. 0 blessed heavens! 

Vol. More noble blows than ever thou wise wonis; 
And for Borne’s good. I’ll tell thee what; yet go: 
Nay, but thou shalt stay too: I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him. 

His good sword in his hand 



Sic. What then? 

Vir. What then I 

He’ld make an end of thy posterity. 

Vol. Bastards and all. 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear fur Borne I 
Men. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I wotdd he had continued to his country 
As he began, and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would he had 

Vol. ' I would he had ’! ’Twas you incensed the rabble : 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth 
As I can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 

Bru, Pray, let us go. 

Vd. Now, pray, sir, get you gone: 

You have done a brave deed Ere you go, hear this: — 

As far as doth the Capitol exceed 

'The meanest house in Borne, so far my son — 

This Italy’s husband here, this, do you see — 

Whom you have banish’d, does exceed you all. 

Bru, Well, well, we’ll leave you. 

Sic, Why stay wo to be baited 

With one that wants her wits. 


Vol. Take my prayers with you. 

[Exeunt Tribunes. 

I would the gods had nothing else to do 
But to confirm my curses ! Could I meet ’em 
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to’t. 

Men. You have told them home; 

And, by my troth, you have cause. You’ll sup with me? 

Vol. Anger’s my meat; 1 sup upon myself. 

And so shall starve with feeding. Come, let’s go: 

Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do. 

In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie! [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — A highway between Borne and Antium. 

Enter a Boman and a Yolsce, meeting. 

Bon. I know you well, sir, and you know me : your 
name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vds. It is BO, sir: truly, I have forgot you. 

Bom. I am a Boman; and my services are, as you 
are, against ’em: know you me yet? 

Vols. Nicanor ? na 
Bom. The same, sir. 
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Vols. You bad more beard when I last saw you ; but 
your favour is well approved by your tongue. What's 
the news in Borne ? 1 have a note from the Volscian 
state, to find you out there: you have well saved me a 
day’s journey. 

Rmu There hath been in Borne strange insurrections; 
the people against the senators, patricians, and nobles. 

Vole. Hath been ! is it ended, then ? Our state thinks 
not so : they are in a most warlike preparation, and hope 
to come upon them in the heat of their division. 

Bo/m. The main blaze of it is past, but a small thing 
would make it flame again : for the nobles receive so to 
heart the banishment of that worthy Coriolanus, that they 
are in a ripe aptness to take all power from the people, 
and to pluck from them their tribunes for ever. This 
lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almost mature for the 
violent breaking out. 

Vols. Coriolanus banished! 

Rom. Banished, sir. 

Vols. You will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicanor. 


Rom. The day serves well for them now. I have 
heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a man’s wife is 
when she’s fallen out with her husband. Your noble 
Tullus Aufidius will appear well in these wars, his great 
opposer, Coriolanus, being now in no request of his 
country. 

Vols. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you: you have ended my 
business, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell you most 
strange things from Borne; all tending to the good of 
their adversaries. Have you an army ready, say you? 

Vols, A most royal one; the centurions and their 
charges, distinctly billeted, already in tho entertainment, 
and to be on foot at an hour’s warning. 

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and am 
the man, I think, that shall set them in present action. 
So, sir, beaitily well met, and most glad of your company. 

Vols. You take my part from me, sir; I have the 
most cause to be glad of yours. 

Rom. Well, let us go together. [Exeunt. 



Scene IV. — Antium, Bofors Aufidius’s house. 
Enter CORIOLANUS tn mean apparel, disguised and muffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium. City, 

Tis I that made thy widows: many an heir 

Of these fair edifices 'fore my wars 

Have I heard groan and drop: then know me not, 

I^t that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones. 
In puny battle slay me. 

Enter a Citizen. 

Save you, sir. 

CU. And you. 

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, 

Wb^ great Aufidius lies: is he in Antium? 

Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of tho state 
At his house this night. 

Cor. Which is his house, beseech you? 

Cit. This, here before you. 

C'w* Thank you, sir: farewell. 

[Exit Citium. 


0 world, thy slippery turns! Friends now fast sworn, 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart. 

Whose house, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise. 

Are still together, who twin, as ’twere, in love 
Unseparable, shaR within this hour. 

On a dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity: so, fellest foes. 

Whose passions and M'hose plots have broke their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance. 

Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends. 
And inteijoin their issuoa So with me: 

My birth-place hate T, and my love’s upon 
This enemy town. I'll enter: if he slay me, 

He does fair justice ; if he give me way. 

I'll do his country service. [Exit. 

Scene V . — The same. A hall in AuFioius’Ef house. 

Musie within. Enter a Servingman. 

First Seri^ Wine, wine, wine! What service is here! 

1 think our fellows are asleep. [Exit. 
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EtUer a second Servingman. 

See. Serv. Where’s Cotus? my master calls for him. 
Cotus I * [Esdt. 

Enter Cobiolamus. 

Cor. A goodly house: the feast smells well; but I 
Appear not like a guest. 

Re-enter the first Servingman. 

First Serv. What would you have, friend? whence 
are you ? Here’s no place for you : pray, go to the door. 

[Exit. 

Cor. I have deserved no better entertainment, 

In being Coriolanus. 

Re-enter second Servingman. 

Sec. Serv. Whence are you, sir? Has tlie porter his 
eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to such com- 
panions? Pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away ! 

See. Serv. Away ! get you away. 

Cor. Now thou’rt troublesome. 

See. Serv. Are you so brave? I’ll have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servingman. The first meets him. 

Third Serv. What fellow’s this? 

First Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on: I 
cannot get him out o’ the house : prithee, call my master 
to him. [Retires. 

Third Serv. What have you to do here, fellow ? Pray 
you, avoid the house. 

Cor. Let me but stand ; I will not hurt your hearth. 

Third Serv. What are you ? 

Cor. A gentleman. 

Third Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so I am. 

Third Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some 
other station ; here’s no place for you ; pray you, avoid : 
come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go, and batten on cold bits. 

[Pushes him away 

Third Serv. What, you will not? Prithee, tell my 
master what a strange guest he has here. 

Sec. Serv. And 1 shall. [Exit. 

Third Serv. Where dwellest thou? 

Cor. Under the canopy. 

Third Serv. Under the canopy! 

Cor. iW. 

Third ixrv. Where’s that? 

Cor. r the city of kites and crows. 

Third Serv. P the city of kites and crows! What 
an ass it is ! Then thou dwellest with daws too ? 

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. 

Third Serv. How, sir ! do you meddle with my master ? 

Cor. Ay ; ’tis an honester service than to meddle with 
thy mistress. 

Thou protest, and protest ; serve with thy trencher, hence. 

[JBcods him away. Exit third Servingman. 

Enter Amrinius with the second Servingman. 

Avf. Where is this fellow ? 

Sec. Serv. Here, sir : I’ld have beaten him like a dog, 
but for disturbing the lords within. [Retires. 

Auf. Whence oomest thou ? what wouldst thou ? thy 
name? 

Why speak’st not? speak, man: what’s thy name? 

Cor. If, Tullus, [Uhmuffiing. 


Not yet thou knowest me, and, seeing me, dost not 
Think me for the man I am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 

All/. What is thy name? 

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscians’ ears. 

And harsh in sound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what’s thy name? 

Tliou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Beam a command in’t; though thy tackle’s torn, 

Thou show'st a noble vessel: what’s thy name? 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown : know'st tliou me yet ? 

Auf. 1 know thee not: thy name? 

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly and to all the Volsccs 
Great hurt and mischief ; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus : the painful service, 

The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a good memory, 

And witness of the malice and di.splcosure. 

Which thou shouldst bear me : only that name remains ; 
The cruelty and envy of the people. 

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour’d the rest; 

And suffer’d me by the voice of slaves to be 
Whoop’d out of Borne. Now this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth ; not out of hope — 
Mistake me not — to save my life, for if 
I had fear’d death, of all the men i’ the world 
1 would have ’voided thee, but in mere spite. 

To be full quit of those my banishers, 

Stand I before thee here. ITien if thou hast 

A heart of wreak* in thee, that wilt revenge 

Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maims 

Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee straight. 

And make my misery serve thy turn: so use it 

That my revengeful seiwices may prove 

As benefits to thee, for I will fight 

Against my canker’d country with the spleen 

Of all the under fiends. But if so be 

Thou darest not this, and that to prove more fortunes 

Thou’rt tired, then, in a word, I also am 

Longer to live most weary, and present 

My throat to thee and to Ihy ancient malice; 

Which not to cut would show thee but a fool. 

Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s breast. 

And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 

Avf. 0 Marcius, Marcius! 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yond cloud speak divine things, 

And say, *Tis true,’ I’ld not believe them more 
Than thee, all noble Maixiius. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My gi'ained ash an hundred times hath broke, 

And scarr’d the moon with splinters: here I clip 
The anvil of my sword, and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love 
As over in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

I loved the maid I married ; never man 
Sigh’d truer breath; but that I see thee here, 

Thou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars! I teU thee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
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Upon the voice of occupation and 
The breath of garlic-eaters I* 

Com. He will shake 

Your Borne about your ears. 

Mtm. As Hercules 

Did shake down mellow fruit. You have made fair work ! 

Bru. But is this true, sir? 

Cam. Ay; and you’ll look pale 

Before you find it other. All the regions* «Tnk«. 

Do smilingly revolt; and who resist 
Are mock’d for valiant ignorance, 

And perish constant fools. Who is’t can blame him ? 
Your enemies and his find something in him. 

iltm. We are all undone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Coou Who shall ask it? 

’rhe tribunes cannot do't for shame; the people 
Deserve such pity of him as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if they 
Should say, ‘ Be good to Borne,* they chai]^ him even 
As those should do that had deserved his hate. 

And therein show’d like enemies. 

jlf«n. Tis true : 

If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, I have not the face 
To say, 'Beseech you, cease.' You have made fair hands, 
You and your crafts! you have crafted fair! 

Cam. You have brought 

A trembling upon Borne, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

B<Ah Tri. Say not we brought it 

Men. How! Was it we? we loved him; but, like 
beasts 

And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your clusters, 

Who did hoot him out o’ the city. 

Com. But I fear 

They’ll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 

The second name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer: desperation 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 

That Borne can make against them. 

£nUr a troop of Citizens. 

Men. Here come the clusters 

And is Aufidius with him? You are they 
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking greasy caps in hooting at 
Coriolanus’ exile. Now he’s coming; 

And not a hair upon a soldier's head 

Which will not prove a whip: as many coxcombs 

As you threw caps up will he tumble down. 

And pay you for your voices. ’Tis no matter; 

If he could bum us all into one coal. 

We have deserved it. 

Citizens. Faith, we hear fearful newa 

First Cit. For mine own part. 

When I said, banish him, 1 said, ’twas pify. 

Sk. Cit. And so did I. 

Third Cit. And so did I; and, to say the truth, so 
did very many of us: that we diA we md for the best; 
and though we willingly consented to his banishment, yet 
it was against our wul. 

Com. Ye’re goodly things, yon voices! 

Men. Yon have made 

Good work, you and your cry t Shall’s to the Capitol ? 

Com. 0, ay, what else? 

[Exewat Cominius and Menenius. 

8ie. Go, masters, get you home; be not dismay’d: 
These are a side that would be glad to have 


This true which they so seem to fear. Go home. 

And show no sign of fear. 

First Cit. The gods be good to us! Come, masters, 
let’s home. I ever said we were i’ the wrong when we 
banished him. 

See. Cit. So did we all. But, come, let’s home. 

[ExevpU Citizens. 

Bru. I do not like this news. 

Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol. Would half my wealth 
Would buy this for a lie. 

Sie. Fray, let us go. [Exeunt. 

SCEKB YII. — A camp, at a small distance from Rome. 

Enter Aufidius and his Lieutenant. 

Auf. Do they still fly to the Boman? 

Lieu. 1 do not know what witchcraft’s in him, but 
Your soldiers use him as the grace ’fore meat. 

Their talk at table, and their thanks at end; 

And you are darken’d in this action, sir. 

Even by your own. 

Auf. 1 cannot help it now, 

Unless, by using means, 1 lame the foot 
Of our design. He bears himself more proudlior, 

Even to my person, than I thought he would 
When first 1 did embrace him : yet his nature 



In that’s no changeling; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yet I wish, sir — 

I mean for your particular— you had not 
Join’d in commission with him; but either 
Had borne the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely. 

Auf. I understand thee well; and be thou sure. 
When he shall come to his account, he knows not 
What 1 can urge against him. Although it seems. 

And so he thinks, and is no less apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly. 

And shows good husbandry for the Volscian state. 
Fights dregon-lme, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword; yet he hath left undone 
That which shall breidc his neck or hazard mine. 
Whene’er we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he’ll carry Borne t 

Auf. All places yield to him ere he sits down ; 

And the nobuity of Borne are his: 

The senators and patricians love him too: 

The tribunes are no soldiers; and their people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 
To expel him thence. I think he’ll be to Borne 
As is the osprey to the flsh, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First he was 
A noble servant to them; but be could not 
Car^ his Honours even: whether ’twas pridob 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 


CORIOLANUS. 


331 


Act IV.] 


The happy man ; whether defect of judgment, 

To fail in the disposing of those chances 

Which he was lord of; or whether nature, 

hTot to be other than one thing, not moving 

From the cascjue to the cushion, but commanding peace 

Even with the same austerity and garb 

As he controU’d the war ; but one of these — 

As he hath spices of them all, not all. 

For I dare so far free him — made him fear'd. 

So hated, and so banish’d: but be has a merit. 


To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time: 

And power, unto itself most commendable. 

Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire; one nail, one nail; 

Rights by rights falter, strengths by strengths do fail. 
Come, let’s away. When, Cains, ]^me is thine. 

Thou art poor’st of all; then shortly art thou mine. 

[Exmnt. 



ACT V. 


Scene I. — Rome. 


Enter Menrnius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, and othe>s. 

Men. No, I’ll not go: you hear what he hath said 
Which was sometime his general; who loved him 
In a most dear particular. He call’d me father; 

But what o’ that ? Go, you that banish’d him ; 

A mile before his tent Ml down, and knee 
The way into his mercy: nay, if he coy’d 
To hear Cominius speak. I’ll keep at home. 

Com, He would not seem to know me. 

Men. Do you hear? 

Com. Tet one time he did call me by my name: 

I urged our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not answer to; forbad all names; 

He was a kind of nothing, titleless. 

Till he had forged himself a name o’ the fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Men. Why, so: you have made good workl 

A pair of tribunes that have tack’d for Rome, 

To make ooals oWp — a noble memory! 

Com. I minded him how royal ’twas to pardon 
When it was lees expected: he replied, 

It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they had punish’d. 


A puUie place. 

Men. Very well : 

Could he say less? 

Com. I offer’d to awaken his regard 
For’s private friends : his answer to me was. 

He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome musty chaff: he said ’twas fully. 

For one poor grain or two, to leave unbnmt. 

And still to nose the offence. 

Men, For one poor grain or two ! 

( am one of those; his mother, wife, his child. 

And this bmve fellow too, u'e arc the grains : 

You are the musty chaff; and you are smelt 
Above the moon ; we must be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray, bo patient : if you refuse your aid 
In this so never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid’s with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country’s pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the instant army we can make. 

Might stop our countryman. 

Men, No, I’ll not meddle. 

Sie. Pray you, go to him. 

Men. What should I do? 

Em. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 

Men. Wdl, and say that Marcius 
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Retum me, as Cominius is return’d, 

Unheard; what then? 

But as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his unkindness? say’t be so? 

die. Yet your good will 

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the measure 
As yon intended well 
Mm. I’ll undertake’t: 

I think he’ll hear me. Yet, to bite his lip 
And hum at good Cominius, much unliearts me. 

He was not taken well : he had not dined : 

The veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then 

We pout upon the morning, are unapt 

To give or to foigive; but when we have stuff’d 

These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 

With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 

Than in our priest-like fasts: therefore I’ll watch him 

Till he be dieted to my request. 

And then I’ll set upon him. 

Bm. You know the very road into his kindness. 
And cannot lose your way. 

Mm Good faith. I’ll prove him. 

Speed how it will. I shall ere long have knowledge 
Of my success.^ teiwi. 


Com. He’ll never hear him. 

Sic. Not ? 

Com. I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as ’twonld burn Rome; and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel’d before him; 

’Twas very faintly he said, ‘Rise;’ dismiss’d me 
Thus, with his speechless hand: what he would do. 

He sent in writing after me; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions: 

So that all hope is vain. 

Unless* his noble mother, and his wife; •*»«»*. 

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 

For mercy to his country. Therefore, let's hence. 

And with our fair entreaties haste them on. [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — Entrance of tlu Volseian camp le/ore Some. 
Two Sentinels on guard. 

Enter to them, Msnmwa. 

First Sen. Stay: whence are you? 

See. Sm Stand, and go back. 

Mm You guard like men ; ’tis well : but, by your leave, 
I am an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coriolanua. 



First Sm From whence? 

Mm From Rome. 

First Sen. You may not pass, you must retum : our 
general 

Will no more hear from thence. 

Sec. Sm You’ll see your Rome embraced with fire 
before 

You’ll speak with Coriolanus. 

Mm Good my friends. 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 

And of his ftiends there, it is lots to blanks. 

My name hath touch’d your ears: it is Menenius. 

First Sm. Be it so ; go hack : the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable. 

Mm. I tell thee, fellow. 

Thy general is my lover: I have been 

The book of his good acts, whence men have read 

His fame unparallel’d. Imply amplified; 

For I have ever verified my fiiends. 

Of whom he’s chief, with all the sise that verity 
Would without lapsing suffer: nay, sometimes, 
like to a bowl upon a subtle* ground, ••saw. 

1 have tumbled past the throw; and in his praise 


Have almost stamp’d the leasing:* therefore, fellow, 

1 must have leave to pass. innito. 

First Sm. Faith, sir, if you had told as many lies 
in his behalf as you have uttered words in your own, 
you should not pass here; no, though it were as vir- 
tuous to lie as to live chastely. Therefore, go back. 

Mm. Prithee, fellow, remember my name is Menenius, 
always factionar/ on the party of your mnenL 
See. Sm. Howsoever you nave been his liar, as you 
say you have, I am one that, telling true under him, 
must say, you cannot pass. Therefore, go bask. 

Mm. Has he dinea, canst thou tell? foj I would 
not speak with him till after dinner. ^ 

First Sm You are a Roman, are you? 4 
Mm I am, as thy general is. 

First Sm. Then you should hate Rome, Ss he does. 
Can you, when you have pushed out your gates the 
very defender of them, and, in a violent popular ignor- 
ance, given your enemy your shield, think to front 
his revenges with the easy groans of old tlTomen, the 
virginal palms of vour daughters, or with the palsied 
intorcessioii of such a decayed dotant as you seem to 
be ? Can you think to blow out the intended fire your 
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city is resdy to flftinc in, with such weak breath as 
this? No, you are deceived; therefore, back to Rome, 
and prepare for your execution: you are condemned; 
our general has sworn you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were hero, he 
would use me with estimation. 

See, Sen. Com^ my captain knows you not. 

Men. 1 mean, thy general. 

First Sen. My general cares not for you. Back, 1 
say, go , lest I let forth your half-pint of blood ; back— 
that’s the utmost of vour having: back. 

Men. Nay, but, fellow, fellow — 

Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. Wliat’s the matter? 

Men. Now, you companion. I’ll say an errand for 
you: you shall know now that I am in estimation; you 
shall perceive that a Jack guardant cannot office me 
from my son Coriolanus: guess, but by my entertain- 
ment with him, if thou standest not V the state of 
hanging, or of some death more long in spcctatorship, 
and crueller in suffering; behold now presently, and 
swoon for what’s to come upon thee. [To Cor.] The 
glorious gods sit in hourly synod aWt thy particular 
prosperity, and love thee no worse than thy old father 
Menenius does I 0 my son, my son! thou art preparing 
tire for us; look thee, here’s water to quench it. 1 was 
hardly moved to come to thee; but being assured none 
but myself could move thee, I have been blown out of 
your gates with sighs; and conjure thee to pardon 
Romo, and thy petitionary countrymen. The good gods 
assuage thy wVath, and turn the dregs of it upon this 
varlct here— this, who, like a block, hath denied my 
access to thee. 

Cor. Away ! 

Men. How ! away ! 

Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 
Arc servanted to others ; though I owe 
My revenge properly,* my remission lies * 

In Volscian breasts. That we have been familiar, 

liigrate foigetfulness shall poison, rather 

'Than pity note how much. Therefore, be gone. 

Mine ears against your suits are stronger than 
Your gates against my force. Yet, fur 1 loved thee. 
Take tliis along; I writ it for thy sake, [Gives a letter. 
And would have sent it. Another word, Menenius, 

1 will not hear thee speak. This man, Aufidius, 

Was my beloved in Rome: yet thou behold’sti 

Au/. You keep a constant temper. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius 

First Sen. Now, sir, is your name Menenius? 

Sen. ’I'is a spell, you see, of much power: you 
know the way home again. 

First Sen. Do you hear how we are shent* for • 
keeping your greatness back ? 

S^ What cause, do you think, I have to swoon ? 

Men. 1 neither care for the world nor your general: 
. for such things as you, I can scarce think there’s any, 
ye’re so slight He that hath a will to die by himself 
fears it not from another: let your general do his worst 
For you, be that you are, long; and your miseiy increaro 
with your age! I say to you, as I was said to. Away I [Exit. 

First Sen. A noble fellow, I' warrant him. 

See. Sen. The worthy fellow is our general: he’s the 
rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken. [ExeurU. 

Scene III. — The tent of Coriolanus. 

Enter CORIOIANUS, Aunoius, and others. 

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 


Set down our host My partner in this action. 

You must report to the Volscian loid^ how plMnly 
1 have borne this business. 

Auf. Only their ends 

You have respected; stopp’d your ears against 
The general suit of Rome; never admittm 
A private whisi>er, no, not with such friends 
That thought them sure of you. 

Cor. This last old man. 

Whom with a crack’d heart I have sent to Rome, 

Loved me above the measure of a father; 

Nay, godded* me, indeed. Their latest refuge *»««'• 
Was to send him; for whose old love I have, 

Though I show’d sourly to him, once more offer’d 
The first conditions, which they did refuse 
And cannot now accept; to grace him only, 

'That thought he could do more, a very little 
I have yielded to: fresh embassies and suits, 

Nor from the state nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. Ha ! what shout is this ? 

[Shout within. 

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time 'tis made ? I will not. 

Enter, in mourning habits, VlRGILIA, VoLUMNIA, leading 
young Mahcius, Valeria, and Attendants. 

My wife comes foremost ; the then honour’d mould 
Wherein this trunk was framed, and in her hand 
Tlie grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection! 

All bond and privilege of nature, break! 

Let it be virtuous to be obstinate. 

What is that curt’sy worth? or those doves’ eyes, 

Which can make gods forsworn? I melt, and am not 
Of stronger earth than others. My mother bows ; 

As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod: and my young boy 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great nature cries, ‘Deny not.’ Let the Volsces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy : 1 ’ll never 
Be such a gosling to obey instinct, but stand 
As if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 

Vir. My lord and husband! 

Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore in Rome. 
Vir. The sorrow that delivers us thus changed 
Makes you think so. 

Cor. Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out. 

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh, 

Foigive my tyranny; but do not say 
For that, ‘ Forgive our Roinana’ O, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge! 

Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss, 

I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip 
Hath virgin’d it e’er since. You gods ! I prate. 

And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted : sink, my knee, i’ the earth ; [Kneels. 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common sons. 

Vd. O, stand up blest! 

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint, 

I kneel before thee; and unproperly 

Show duty, as mistaken all this while 

%tween the child and parent [Kneels. 

Cor. What is this ? 

Your knees to me ? to your corrected son ? 

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillip the stars; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars ’gainst the fiery sun; 
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Muvdering impossibility, to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Vcl. Thou art my warrior ; 

1 holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady? 

Cor. The noble sister of Fublicola, 

The moon of Borne, chaste as the icicle 
That's curdled by the frost from purest snow. 

And hangs on Dian's temple : dear Valeria ! 

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 

Which by the interpretation of full time 
May show like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers. 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness; that t ou mayst prove 
To shame unvulnemble, aud stick i’ the wars 
like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw. 

And saving those that eye thee I 

Vd. Your knee, sirrah 

Cor. That’s my brave boy! 

Vol. Even ho, your wife, this lady, and myself. 
Are suitors to you. 

Cor. I beseech you, peace : 

Or, if you’ld ask, remember this before: 

The thing I have forsworn to grant may never 


Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome’s mechanics; tell me not 
'Vi^erein I seem unnatural : desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges with 
Your colder reasona 

Vd. O, no more, no more I 

You have said you will not grant ns anything; 

For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we will ask; 

That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness: therefore hear us 

Cor. Aufidius, and you Yolsces, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. Your request? 

Vd. Should we be silent and not speak, our raiment 
And state of bodies would bewray what life 
Wo have led since thy exile. Think with thyself 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither : since that thy sight, which should 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with conifoits. 
Constrains them weep and shake with fear and sorrow ; 
Making the mother, wife, and child to see 
The son, the husband, and the father tearing 
His country’s bowels out. And to poor we 



Thine enmity’s most capital : thou barr’st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy; for how can we, 

Alas, how can we for our country pray. 

Whereto we are bound, together with thy victory. 
Whereto we are bound? a^k, or we must lose 
The country, our dear nurse, or else thy person. 

Our comfort in the country. We must find 
An evident* calamity, though we had * '***"* 

Our wish, which side should win: for either thou 
Must, as a foreign recreant, bo led 
With manacles thorough our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country’s min, 

And bear the palm for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children’s blood. For myself, son, 

I purpose not to wait on fortune till 
These wars determine: if I cannot persuade thee 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts 
Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country than to tread — 

Trust to’t, thou shalt not — on thy mother’s womb. 
That brought thee to this world. 

Vvr. Ay, and mine. 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 


Young Mar. A’ shall not tread on me: 

I’ll ran away till I am bigger, but then I’ll fight. 

Cor. Not of a woman’s tendcnioss to be. 

Requires nor child nor woman’s face to see. 

I have sat too long. [Rimg 

Vd. Nay, go not from us thus. 

If it were so that our request did tend 

To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 

The Volsces whom you serve, you might condemn us, 

As poisonous or*youT honour: no; our suit 

Is, that you reconcile them: while the Volsces 

May say, ‘This mercy we have show’d;’ the Romans. 

'This we received ;’ and each in either side 

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, ‘Be blest 

For making up this peace!’ Thou know’st, great son. 

The end of war’s uncertain, but this certain. 

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit t 
Which thou shalt therein' resp is such a naihe. 

Whose repetition will be d<^d with curses;* 

Whose chronicle thus writ: ‘The man was noble. 

But with his last attempt he wiped it out; 

Destro/d his country, and his name remains 
To the ensuing age abhorr’d.’ Speak to me, son: 

Thou hast effected the fine strains of honour. 

To imitate we graces of the gods; 
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To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o* the air, 

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive an oak. 'Why dost not speak? 
Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs? Daughter, speak you: 

He cares not for your weeding. Speak thou, boy: 
Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 
Than con our reasons. There’s no man in the world 
More bound to’s mother; yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 
Show’d thy dear mother any courtesy. 

When she, poor hen, fond of no second brood, 

Has clack’d thee to the wars and safely home, 

Loaden with honour. Say my request’s iinjust. 

And spurn me back: but if it be not so. 

Thou art not honest; and the gods will plague thee. 
That thou restrain’st from me the duty which 
To a mother’s part belongs. He turns away: 

Down, ladies; let us shame him with our knees. 

To his surname Coriolanus ’longs more pride. 

Than pity to our prayers. Down: an end; 

This is the last: so we will home to Rome, 

And die among our neighbours. Nay, behold’s: 

This boy, that cannot tell what ho would have, 

But kneels and holds up hands for fellowship. 

Does reason our petition with more strength 
Than thou hast to deny’t. Come, let us go: 

This fellow had a Volscian to his mother; 

His wife is in Corioli, and his child 

Like him by chance. Yet give us our dispatch: 

I am hush’d pntil our city be a*fire. 

And then I ’ll speak a little. [He holds her by the hand, silctiL 
Cor. O mother, mother I 

What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope. 

The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. 0 my mother, mother ! 0 ! 

You have won a happy victory to Rome; 

But, for your son — believe it, O, believe it. 

Most dangerously you have with him prevail’d. 

If not most mortal to him. But, let it come. 

Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 

I’ll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 

Were you in my stead, would you have heard 
A mother less? or granted less, Aufidius? 

All/. I was moved withaL 

Cor. I dare be sworn you were 

And, sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir. 

What peace you’ll make, advise roe: for my part. 

I’ll not to Rome, I’U back with you; and pray you. 
Stand to me in this cause. 0 mother! wife! 

Auf. [Aside.] I am glad thou hast set thy mercy and 
thy honour 

At difference in thee : out of that I'll work 
Myselfa former fortune. [ITte Ladies make sig .to Coriolanus. 
Cor, Ay, by and by; 

[To Valumnia, Virgilia, &e. 
But we will drink together; and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we. 

On like conditions, will have counter-seal’d. 

Come, enter with us. lAdies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you: ul the swords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms. 

Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt. 

ScKNE I'V. — Rome. A pMie place. 

Enter Mknbkiub and Sicnnus. 

Men, See you yond coign o’ the Capitol, yond corner- 
stone? 


Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your little finger, there is some hope the lames of Rome, 
especially his mother, may prevail with him. But 1 say 
there is no hope in’t : our throats ate sentenced, and stay 
upon execution. 

Sie. Is’t possible that so short a time can alter the 
condition of a man? 

ilfen. There is differency between a grub and a butter- 
fiy; yet your butterfly was a grub. This Marcius is 
grown from man to dragon: he has wings; he’s more 
than a creeping thing. 

Sie. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me: and he no more remembers his 
mother now than an eight-year-old horse. The tartness 
of his face sours ripe grapes : when he walks, he moves 
like an engine, and the ground shrinks before his tread- 
ing: he is able to pierce a corslet with his eye; talks 
like a knell, and his hum is a battery. He sits in his 
state, as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids be 
done is finished with his bidding. He wants nothing of 
a god but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sie. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what mercy 
his mother shall bring from him : there is no more mercy 
in him than there is milk in a male tiger; that shall 
our poor city find: and all this is 'long of you. 

Sie. The gods be good unto us! 

Men. No, in such a case the |;od8 will not be good 
unto us. 'When we banished him, we respected not 
them ; and, he returning to break our necks, they respect 
not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Sir, if you’ld save your life, fly to your house : 
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 

And hale him up and down, all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home. 

They’ll give him death by inches. 

Enter a second Messenger. 

Sic. What’s the news? 

Sec. Mess. Good news, good news; the ladies have 
prevail’d. 

The Volscians are dislodged, and Marcius gone: 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sie. Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true ? is it most certain ? 

See. Mess. As certain as I know the sun is fire: 
Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne’er through an arch so hurried the blown* tide, * 

As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you ! 

[Trumpets; haiUboys; drums beat; all together. 
The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 

Tabors, and c}roabala, and the shouting Romans, 

Make the sun dance. Hark you! [A dioui within. 

Men. This is good news: 

1 will go meet the ladies. This 'Volnmnia 
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians, 

A city full; of tribunes, such as you, 

A sea and land full. You have pray’d well to-day: 
This morning for ten thousand of your throats 
I ’Id not have given a doit Hark, how they joy ! 

[Music still, with shouts. 

Sie. First, the gods bless you for your tidings; next. 
Accept my thankfulness. 

See. Mess. Sir, we have all 

Great cause to give great thanks. 
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Sie. They are near the city? 

See. Mae. Almost at point to enter. 

We will meet them, 
And help the joy. [£xeunt. 

Scene Y. — The same. A street near the gate. 

Enter two Senators with Volumnia, Vikgiua, Valeria, &c., 
passing over the stage, followed ly Patricians, and others. 

First Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Borne I 
Call all your tribes together, praise lha gods. 

And make triumphant fires ; strew fiowers before them : 
Unshout the noise that banish'd Matcius, 

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother; 

Cry, 'Welcome, la^es, welcome!' 

All. Welcome, ladies, 

Welcome ! [A fiowride with drums and trumpets. Exeunt. 

Scene YI. — Antium. A piddie place. 

Enter Tullds Aufioius, with Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords o’ the city I am here: 
Deliver them this paper: having read it. 

Bid them repair to the market-place; where I, 

Even in theirs and in the commons’ ears. 

Will vouch the truth of it Him I accuse 
The city ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words: dispatch. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

Enter thru or four Conspirators of AUFIOIUS’ faction. 
Most welcome! 

First Con. How is it with our general? 

Auf. Even so 

As with a man by his own alms empoison’d, 

And with his charity slain. 

Su. Con. Most noble sir. 

If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish’d us parties, we’ll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf. Sir. I cannot tell: 

We must proceed as we do find the people. 

Third Can. The people will remain uncertain whilst 
’Twixt you there’s difference; but the fall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of alL 
Auf. I know it; 

And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I raised him, and I pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth: who being so heighten'd. 

He water’d his new plants with dews of flattery. 
Seducing so my friends; and, to this end. 

He bow’d his nature, never loiown before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and &ee. 

Third Con. Sir, his stoutness 
When he did stand for consul, which be lost 
By lack of stooping— 

Atf. That I would have spoke of: 

Being banish’d for’t, he came unto my hearth; 

Present^ to my knife his throat: I took him ; 

Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way 
In all his own desires; nay, let 1dm choose 
Out of my flies, his projects to accomplish. 

My best and frMhest men: served his designments 
In mine own person; holp to reap -the fame 
Which he did end aU his; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong; till, at the last, 

I seem’d his follower, not partner, and 


He waged me with his countenance, as if 
I had Wn mercenary. 

First Con. So he did, my lord: 

The army marvell’d at it, and, in the last, 

When he had carried Rome, and that we look’d 
For no less spoil than glory — 

Auf. ^ There was it : 

For which my sinews shall be stretch’d upon him. 

At a few drops of women’s rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action: therefore shall he die. 

And I’ll renew me in his fall. But, hark! 

[Drums and trumpets sound, vrith great shouts of 

the People. 

First Con. Your native town you enter’d like a post. 
And had no welcomes home ; but ho returns, 

Splitting the air with noise. 

Su. Con. And patient fools. 

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear 
With giving him glory. 

Third Con. Therefore, at your vantage. 

Ere he express himself, or move the people 
With what he would say, let him feci your sword. 
Which we will second. When he lies along. 

After your way his tale pronounced shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf. Say no more: 

Here come the lords. 


Enter the Lords of the city. 

AU the Lords, You are most welcome home. 

Auf. I have not deserved it. 

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perused 
What I have written to you? 

Lards. We have. 

First Lard. And grieve to hear’t 

What faults he made before the last, I think 
Might have found easy fines: but there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our l6vies, answering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding — this admits no excuse. 

Auf. He approaches: you shall hear him. 

Enter Cokiolanus, marching with drum and colours; 

Commoners being with him. 

Cor. Hail, lords ! I am return’d your soldier. 

No more infected with my country’s love 

Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 

Under your great command. You are to know 

That prosperously I have attempted, and 

With bloody ptmsage led your wars even to 

The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought home 

Do more than counterpoise a full third part 

The charges of the action. We have made peace 

With no less honour to the Antiates 

Than shame to the Romans : and we here d^ver, 

Subscribed by the consuls and patricians. 

Together with the seal o’ the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, noble fords; 

But tell the traitor, in the high’st degree 
He hath abused your powers. 

Cor. Traitor! how now! 

Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcias I 

Cor. Marcius ! 

Aitf. AV, Marcius, Cains Marcius: dost thou think 
I’ll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol’n name 
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Coriolanus in CorioU? 

You lords and heads o’ the state, perfidiously 
He has betray’d your business, and given up. 

For certain drops ofi^salt, yout city liome, 

I say, ‘your city,’ to his wife and mother. 

Breaking his oath and resolution hko 
A twist of rotten silk, never admitting 
Counsel o’ the war, but at his nurse's tears 
He whined and roar’d away your victory. 

That pages blush’d at him, and men of heart 
Look’d wondering each at other 
Cot. Hear’st thou, Mors? 

Av,f, Name not the god, thou boy of tears 1 


Cm Hal 

Auf No more. 

Cm. Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ' O slave I 
Pardon mo, lords, ’tis the first tune that ever 
I was forced to scold Your judgments, my grave lords. 
Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion — 

Who wears my stripes impress’d upon him; that 
Must bear my beating to his giave — shall jom 
To thrust the he unto him. 

FvrA Lmd. Peace, both, and hear me speak. 

Cm Cut me to pieces, Volsces, men and lads, 
Stam all your edges on me. Boy! false hound' 



If you have writ your annals true, ’tis there. 

That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, I 
Flutter’d your Volscians in Corioh: 

Alone I did ik Boy I 
Ai^. Why, noble lords. 

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune. 

Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart, 

'Fore your own mres and ean? 

All Cmup. Let him die for’t 

AU the people. • Tear him to pieces.’ ‘Do it pr^tly. 
‘ He killed my son.’ ‘ My daughter.’ ‘ He killed my 
cousin Marcus’ ‘He killed my father.’ 

See. Lord. Peace, hoi no outrage: peace! 

The man is noble, and his fame folds-iu 
VOL. IL 


This orb o’ the earth. His last offences to us 
Shall have judicious hearing Stand, Aufidius, 

And trouble not the peace. 

Cm. O that 1 had him. 

With six Anfidiuses, or more, his tribe. 

To use my lawful sword' 

Auf. Insolent villain 1 

AU Conm. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him! 

[7^ Coiupiratora draw, and kUl Cortolanue: Aufid- 
iue starde on hie lody. 

horde. Hold, hold, hold, hold I 

Anf My noble masters, hear me speak. 

Fvnt Lord. O Tullus — 

Seahord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour will weep. 
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Third Lord. Tread not upon him. Masters all, be quiet; 
Put up your swords. 

Auf. My lords, when you shall know — as in this rage, 
Provoked by him, you cannot — ^the great danger 
Which this man's Jme did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate. I'll deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 

First Lord. Bear from hence his body; 

And mourn you for him: let him be rested 
As the most noble corse that ever herald 
Did follow to his um. 


See. Lord. His own impatience 

Takes from Aufidius a ^reat part of blame. 

Let’s make tlie best of it. 

Attf. My rage is ^ne; 

And I am struck with sorrow. Take nim up. 

Help, three o' the chiefest soldiers; I’ll bo one. 

Beat thou the drum, that it speak moumfuUy: 

Tnul your steel pikes. Though in this city he 
Hath widow’d and unchilded many a one, 

Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

Yet he shall have a noble memoiy. 

Assist. [Exeunt, hearing the body of Coriolanus. A 

dead march sounded. 












DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Julius Cjbah. 
Octavius Cjssab, ^ 

AIabcus Antohiua, ! 

M. jElllLlUS LtPlDU8,J 
Mabcus Bbutub, 
Cassius, 

Casoa, 

Irfbonius, 

Lioasius, r 

Dfccius Ukutus, 
Metblllb CiyoBR, 
CiRHA, 


triumvirs after the death 
of Julias Cnssr. 


conspirators against 
Julius Cnsar. 


Cicero, \ 

Publius, ^senators, 

Popiuus Leha,) 

Flavius and Marullus, tribunes. 
Artemioorus of Cnidos, a teacher of Rhetoric. 
A Soothsayer. 

CiNRA, a poet, Auother Pocl. 

Luciuos, 

Titirius, I 

Me8bal%, [ fiiends to Brutus and Cassius. 

Youog Cato, j 
Yolumnius, 1 


Varro, 

CUTUS, 

Claudius, . . n . 

Bt«ato, ^ **«“"** to BrntM. 

Lucius, 

Dardamius,, 

PiMDARUS, servant to Cassius. 

Calpurria, wifi to CttHsr. 

Portia, wifi to Brutus. 

Senators, Citizens, OuaiJs, Attendants^ de. 
SCENE: — ItoMF. the neigtibowhood of Sapdis 
the neigtdxmrhood vf Puiurri. 


ACT I. 

Scene i — Itcme. A street. 


Enter Fiayiub, Mabullus, and certain Commoners. 

Flav. Hence! home, you idle creatures, get you homo: 
Is this a holiday ? vlhat I know you not^ 

Being mechanical, you ought not walk 

Upon a labouring day without the sign 

Of your profession ? Speak, what trade art thou ? 

first Gem. "V^y, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar, Where u thy leather apron and thy rule? 
W^t dost thou with thy best apparel on 7 
You, sir, what trade are you? 

Su. Com. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I 
am bnt^ as you would say, a cobbler. 

Mar. But what Ixade art thou 7 answer me directly. 

See. Com. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with a 
safe conscience ; which is, inde^, sir, a mender of bad soles. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty knave, 
what trade? 

Sec. Com, Ray, I beseech you, sir, be not out with 
rae: yet, if you he out, sir, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that? mend me, thou 
eanqy fdlowl 


Sec. Com. Wiy, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou? 

See. Com. Truly, sir, all that I live by is with the 
awl: I meddle with no tradesman’s matters, nor women’s 
matters, but with awL 1 am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to 
old shoes; when they are in great danger, I recover 
them. As proper men as ever trod upon neat’s leather 
have gone upon my handiwork. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day ? 

Why dost thou lead these men about the streets? 

See. Com. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get 
myself into more work. But indeed, sir, we make holi- 
day, to SCO Caesar and to rejoice in his triumph. 

Mar, Wherefore rejoice? What conquest brings he 
home? 

What tributaries follow him to Borne, 

To grace in captive bonds his chariot-wheels? 

You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things! 
O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Borne, 

Knew you not Fompey? Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 
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Tour infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation. 

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Borne : 

And when you saw bis chariot but appear. 

Have you not made a universal shou^ 

That Tiber trembled underneath her bonks. 

To hear the replication of your sounds 
Made in her concave shores? 

And do you now put on your best attire? 

And do you now cull out a holidav? 

And do you now strew flowers in hjs way 
That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood? 

Be gone I 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees. 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plaj^e 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault, 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort; 

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all 

[Emmt all the Comnonen. 
See, whether their basest metd be not moved; 

They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 

Go yon down that way towards me Capitol; 

This way will I: disrobe the images. 

If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies. 

Mar, May we do so? 

You know it is the feast of Lupercal 
Flav. It is no matter; let no images 
Be hung with Coesar’s trophies. I'll about. 

And dnve away the vulgar from the streets: 

So do you too, where yon perceive them thick. 

These growing feathers pluck’d from Cmsar’s wing 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch. 

Who else would soar above the view of men 

And keep us all in servile fearfulness. [Exeunt 

Scene II . — A public place. 

Fhuruh. Enter Casab; Antont, for the course; Cal- 
POBNU, PoRnA, Decius, Ciceko, Bkutus, Cassius, and 
Casca ; a great crowd /Mowing, among them a Soothsayer. 

Goes, Calpumia ! 

Casco. Peace, ho! Caesar speaks. 

Cess. Calpumia* 

Cal. Here, my lord. 

Cess. Stand you directly in Antonins’ way. 

When he doth run his course. Antonins I 
Ani. Caesar, my lord ? 

Cass. Forget no^ in your speed, Antonins, 

To touch Cupumia; for our elders say. 

The barren, touched in this holy chase. 

Shake off their sterile curse. 

Ant. I shall remember: 

When Caesar says, *Do this,’ it is perform’d. 

Cess. Set on; and leave no ceremony out [Flourish 

Sooth Caesarl 

Cess. Hal who calls? 

Casco. Bid every noise be still: peace yet again! 

Cess. Who is it in the press that calls on me? 

I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music. 

Cry ‘Caesar!’ Speak; Caesar is turn’d to hear. 

Socih Beware the ides of March. 

Cess. What man is that? 

Bru. A soothsayer bids you beware tiie ides of March. 
Cass. Set him before me; let me see Ids face. 

Cos. Fellow, come from the throng; look upon Caesar. 
Cess. What say’st thou to me now ? speak once agaia 


Sooth Beware the ides of March. 

Cess. He is a dreamer; let us leave him: pass. 

fiSSmnrt. Exeunt <Ul except Brutus and Cassius. 
Cos. Will you go see the order of the course ? 

Bru. Not I. 

Cos. I pray you, da 

Bru. I am not gaunesome: I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; 

IB leave yoa 

Cos. Bmtus, I do observe you now of late: 

I have not from your eyes that gentleness 
And show of love as I was wont to have: 

You bear too stubborn and too stramge a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru. Cassius, 

Be not deceived: if I have veil’d my look, 

I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely ui>on myself. Vexed I am 
Of late with passions of some difference. 

Conceptions only proper to myself. 

Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviours; 

But let not therefore my good friends be grieved — 
Among which number, Cassius, be you one — 

Nor construe any further my neglect. 

Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war. 

Forgets the shows of love to other men. 

Cos. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your passion ; 
By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 

Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face? 

Bru. No, Cassius; for the eye sees not itself. 

But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cos. Tis just : 

And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 

That you have no such mirrors as will turn 
Y'our hidden worthiness into your eye. 

That you might see your shadow. I have heard, 

Where many of the best respect in Borne, 

Except immortal Ciesar, speaking of Brutus 
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke. 

Have wish'd that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Cassius, 
That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me? 

Cos. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to hear: 
And since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass. 

Will modestly discover to yourself 

That of yourself which you }ret know not of. 

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus ; 

Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protesta ; if you know 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 

And after scandal them; or if you know 
That I profess myself in banqueting 
To all the rout — ^then hold me dangerous. 

[FTourish, aikd shout. 
Bru, What means this shouting 7 1 do fear, tl^ people 
Choose Caesar for their king. 

Cos. Ay, do you fear iil^? 

Then must I think you would not have it sa 
Bru. I would not, Cassius ; yet 1 love him IrdL 
But wherefore do you hold me here so long? * 

What is it Uiat you would impart to me? 

If it be aught toward the general good. 

Set honour m one eye and death x the other. 

And I will look on both indifferently. 
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For let the gods so speed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 

Cm, I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 

As wdl as I do know your outward favour. 

Well, honour is the subject of my story. 

I cannot tell what yon and other men 
Think of this life; rat, for my single sdf, 

I had as lief not be as. live to be 
In awe of such a thing as 1 myself. 

I was bom f^ as Caesar; so were you : 

We both have fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he: 

For once, upon a raw and gusty day. 

The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, 

Caesar said to me, 'Barest thou, Cassius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood. 

And swim to yonder point?' Upon the word, 

Accoutred as I was, 1 plunged in. 

And bade him follow; so indeed he did. 

The torrent roar'd, etnd we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews, throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy; 

But ere we could arrive the point proposed, 

Caesar cried, 'Help me, Cassius, or I sink ’I 
I, as .^noas, our great ancestor. 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so uom the vraves of Tiber 
Did I the tired Caesar. And this man 
Is now become a god, and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body 
If Caesar caralossly but nod on him. 

He had a Tever when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, 1 did mark 
How he did shake: 'tis trae, this god did shake: 

His coward lips did from their colour fly. 

And that same eye whose bend doth awe the world 
Did lose his lustre: I did hear him groan: 

Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Bomans 
Mark him and write his speeches in their books, 

Alas, it cried, 'Give me some drink, Titinins,' 

As a sick girL Ye gods, it doth amaze me 
A man of such a feeble temper should 
So rat the start of the majestio world. 

And bear the palm alone. [Shout. Flourish. 

Bru. Another general shout! 

I do believe that these applauses are 

For some new honours that are heap'd on Ciusar. 

Cm. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world 
Like a Colossus, and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves. dishonourable graves. 

Men at some time are masters of their fates: 

The faulty dear Brutus, is not in our stars. 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus and CsMar: what should be in th^i 'Caesar’? 
Why should that name be sounded more than yours? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name; 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as wdl ; 

Weigh ttem, it is as heavy; conjure with 'em, 

Bru^ will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. 

Now, in the names of all tbe gods at onco, 

Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed. 

That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed! 
Borne, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods! 

When went there by an age, since the great flood. 

But it was famed with more than with one man? 

When oould they say till now, that talk'd of Borne, 
That her wide walls encompass'd but one man? 

Now is it Borne indeed ano room enough, 


When there is in it but one only man. 

0, you and 1 have heard our fathers say. 

There was a Bratus once that would have brook'd 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Borne 
As easily as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, 1 have some aim: 

How 1 have thought of this and of these times, 

I shall recount hereafter; for this present, 

I would not, so with love I might entreat you. 

Be any further moved. What you have said 
I will consider; what you have to say 
I will with patience hear, and find a time 
Both meet to hear and answer such high things. 

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this: 

Brutus hod rather be a villager 
Than to repute himsdf a son of Borne 
Under these hard conditiras as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cm. I am glad that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from Brutua 
Bru. The games are done, and Ciesar is returning. 
Cm. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve; 
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to-day. 

Be-enter C.fiSAB and his Train. 

Bru. I will do so. But, look you. Cassias, 

The angry spot doth glow on Caesar’s brow, 

And all the rest look like a chidden train : 

Calpurnia’s check is pale; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes 
As wo have seen him in the Capitol, 

Being cross’d in conference by some senators. 

Cm, Casca will tell us what the matter is. 
dices. Antonins I 
AnJt. Csesar ? 

Coes. Let me have men about me that are fat; 
Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o’ nights : 

Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 

He thinks too much: such men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Csesar; he’s not dangerous; 

He is a noble Boman and well given. 

Cou. Would he were fatter! But I fear him not: 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassiua He reads much; 

He is a great observer, and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men; he loves no plays. 

As thou dost, Antony; he hears no mruic; 

Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort 
As if he mock’d himself, and scorn’d his spirit 
!]^at could be moved to smUe at any thing. 

Such men as he be never at heart’s ease 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves. 

And therefore arc they very dangeroua 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d 
Than what I fear; for always I am Csesar. 

Come on my right hand, for this ear is de^. 

And tell me truly what thou think’st of him. 

[Stnnet, Sxtunt Caeoar and all his Train, but Casta. 
Casca. You pull’d me by the cloak; would you speak 
with me? 

Bru. Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanced to-day. 
That Csesar looks so sad. 

Casca. Why, you were with him, were you not? 
Bru. I should not then ask Casca what had chanced. 
Casca. Why, there was a crown offered him: and being 
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offered him, he put it bj with the back of his hand, 
thus; aud ^en the people fell a^houtiog. 

Biu. What was we second noise for? 

Como. Why, for that too. 

Cat. They shouted thiice: what was the last cry for? 

CoKo, Why, for that too. 

Bm, Was the crown offered him thrice ? 

Cased. Ay, marry, wa8% and he put it by thiicQ, every 
time gentler than o^er, and at every putting>by mine 
honest neighboun shout^ 

Cos. 'Vlwo offered him the crown? 

Coseo. Why, Antony. 

Brn. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca 

CoKo. 1 can as well be hong^ as tell the manner 
of it: it was mete foolery; I did not mark it I saw 
Mark Antony offer him a crown : yet twas not a crown 
neither, ’twas one of these coronets ; and, as I told you, 
he put it by once : but, for all that to my thinking, he 
would fain have had it Then he offered it to him again; 
then he put it by again: but to my thinking, he was 
very loath to lay his fingers off it And then he offered 
it the third time ; he put it the third time bv : and still 
as he refused it the rabUement hooted and mppcd their 
chapped hands, and threw up their sweaty night-caps, and 


CJESAR [Act i. 

uttered such a deal of stinking breath because Csesar 
refused the crown that it had almost choked Caesar; 
for he swounded and fell down at it: and for mine own 
part I durst not laugh, for fear of opening my Ups and 
receiving the bad air. 

Cat. But soft I prajr you: wliat, did Caesar swound? 

Catea. He fell down in the market-place, and foamed 
at mouth, and was speechless. 

Bra. Tis very like: he hath the fadling sicknesa 

Cat. No, Caesar hath it not; but you and 1 
And honest Casca^ we have the falling sicknesa 

Catea. I know not what you mean by that; but I 
am sure, Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people did 
not clap him and hiss him, according as he pleased and 
displeased them, as they use to do the players ip the 
theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What said ho when he came unto himsdf? 

Catea. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceived 
the common herd was glad he refused the crown, ho 
plucked me ope his doublet <u>d offered them his throat 
to cut An I had been a man of any occu-' 
pation, if I would not have taken him at a word, I 
would I might go to hell among the rogues. And so 
he fell When he came to himself again, he said. If he 



had done or said anything amiss, he desired their wor- 
ships to think it was his infirmity. 'Iliree or four 
wenches, where I stood, cried, 'Alas, good soul!’ and 
forgave him with all their hearts: but there’s no heed 
to be taken of them ; if Caesar had stabbed their mothers, 
they would have done no less. 

Bra. And after that^ he came, thus sad, away? 

Catea. Ay. 

Cos. Did Cicero say any thing? 

Catea. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cat. To what effect? 

Casco. Nay, an I tell yon that, I’ll ne’er look you 
i’ the face again : but those that understood him smiled 
at one another and shook their heads ; but^ for mine own 
part, it was Greek to me. I could toll you more news 
MaruUns and ilavius, for pulling scarfii off Cessar's 
images, ate put to silence. Fare yon well There was 
mote fiwlery yet, if I could remember it. 

Cat. Wul you sup with me to-night, Casca? 

Casco. No, I am promised forth. 

Cos. Will you dine wi^ me to-morrow? 

Oaaea Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold and 
your dinner worth the eating. 


Cat. Good: I will expect you. 

Casco. Do so. Farewell, both. [ExU. 

Bra. What a blunt fellow is this grown to bel 
He was quick mettle when he went to school. 

Cos. So is he now in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise. 

However he puts on this tardy form. 

This rudeness is usance to his good wit. 

Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With bettor appetite. 

Bra. And so it is. For this time I will leave you ; 
To-motiow, if you please to sp^ with me, < 

I will come home to you; or, if you will. 

Come home to me, and I wiU wait for you. , 

Cos. I will do so: till then, think of the world. [Eak Bndut. 
Well, Bratus, thou art noble; yet, I see, 

Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposed: therefore it is meet , 

That noble minds keq^ ever with their likes; 

For who so firm that cannot be seduced? 

Ctssar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus : 

If I were Bntus now and he were Cassius, 

He should not humour me. I will this night. 
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In several hands, in at his windows throw, 

As if they came from several citizens, 

Writings all tending to the great opinion 
That Borne holds ot his name j wherein obscurely 
Cmsar’s ambition shall bo glanced at: 

And after this let Caesar seat him sure; 

For we wiU shako him, or worse days endure. {ExU. 

Scene III.— 2%e some. A street. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter, from opposite sides, Casca, 
wUh his sword drawn, and ClCEfiO. 

Cie. Good even, Casca: brought you Ceesar home? 
Why are you breatliless? and why stare you so? 

Coxa. Are not you moved, when all the sway of earth 
Shakos like a thing unfirm? 0 Cicero, 

I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have rived the knotty oaks, and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam. 

To bo exalted with the threatening clouds: 

But never till to-night, never till now. 

Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. 

Either there is a civil strife in heaven. 



Or else the world, too saucy with the god^ 

Incenses them to send destruction. 

Cie. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful? 
Casca. A common slave — you know him well by 
sight — 

Held up his left hand, which did flame and bum 
Like twenty torches join’d, and yet his hand. 

Not sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch’d. 

Besides — ha’ not since put up my sword — 

Against tire Capitol I met a lion, 

Wno glared upon me, and went surly by. 

Without annoying me: and there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, 

Transformed with their fear; who swore they saw 
Men all in fire walk up and down the streets. 

And yesterday the bird of night did sit 
Even at noon-day upon the market-place, ^ 

Hooting and shneking. When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly mee^ let not men say 
These are their reasons; they are natural;’ 

For, I b^eve, they are portentous things 
Unto the dimate that they point upon. 
do. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time: 


But men may construe things after their fashion. 

Clean from the purpose of the things themselves. 

Gomes Cesar to the Capitol to-morrow? 

Casca. He doth; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you he would be there to-morrow. 

Cie. Good night then, Casca: this disturbed sky 
Is not to walk in. 

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Cicero. 

Enter Cassius. 

Cos. Who’s there? 

Casca. A Boman. 

Cos. Casca, by your voice. 

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is this I 
Cos. A very pleasing night to honest men. 

Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so? 

Cos. Those that have known the earth so full of fanlta 
For my part, I have walk’d about the streets. 
Submitting me to the perilous night. 

And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you sec. 

Have bared my bosom to the thunder-stone; 

And when the cross blue lightning seem’d to open 
The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it. 

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt the 
heavens ? 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 

When the most mighty gods by tokens send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Cos. You are dull, Casca, and those sparks of life 
That should be in a Boman you do want. 

Or dse you use not. You look pale and gaze, 

And put on fear and cast yourself in wonder. 

To see the strange impatience of the heavens: 

But if you would consider the true cause 
Why aU these fires, why all these gliding ghosts, 

Why birds and beasts from quality and kind,* 

Why old men fool and children calculate. 

Why all these things change from their ordinance. 
Their natures and ^rformed faculties. 

To monstrous* quality — why, you shall find «v«n»tini 
That heaven hath infused them with these spirits. 

To make them instruments of fear and warning 
Unto some monstrous state. 

Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man 
Most like this dreadful night. 

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the Capitol, 

A man no mightier than thvself or me 
In personal action, yet prodigious grown 
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Casets, ’Tis Csosar that you mean; is it not, Cassius? 
Cos. Let it be who it is: for Bomans now 
Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors; 

But, woe the while! our fathers’ minds are dead. 

And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits; 

Our yoke and safTerance show us womanish. 

Casca. Indeed, they say the senators to-morrow 
Mean to establish Csesar as a king; 

And he shall wear his crown by sea and land. 

In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cos. I know whore I will wear this dagger then; 
Cassias from bondage will deliver Cassius: 

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat: 

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten bra^ 

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron. 

Can he retentive to the strength of spirit; 

But life, being weary of these worldly ban. 
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Never lacks ^wer to dismifla itself. 

If I know t&, know all the world besides, 

That part of tnanny that I do bear 
I can shake on at pleasure. [Thuvder ttill. 

Oa$ea. So can I: 

So eveiy bondnum in his own hand bean 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Caa. And why should Ceesar be a tyrant then? 

Poor ihan! I know he would not be a wolf, 

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep : 

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire 
Begin it with weak stravrs: what trash is Rome, 

What rubbish and what ofifal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Csssar! But, O grief. 

Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak this 
Before a willing bondman; then 1 know 
My answer must be mada But I am arm’d. 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Caaea. You speak to Casca, and to such a man 
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand: 

Be factious for redress of all these griefs. 

And I will set this foot of mine as far 
As who goes farthest. 

Ceu. There's a bargain made. 

Now know you. Casca, I have moved already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans 
To undergo with me an enterprise 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence; 

And I do know, by this, they stay for me 
In Pompey's porch : for now, this fearful night, 

There is no stir or walking in the streets; 

And the complexion of the element 
In favour’s like the work we have in haud. 

Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 

Caaea. Stand close awhile, for here comes one in 
baste. 


Caa. Tis Cinna; I do know him by his gait; 

He is a friend. 

Enter CiNNA. 

Cinna, where haste you so? 

Cin. To find out you. Who’s that ? Metdlus Cimber ? 

Caa. No, it is Casca: one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not stay’d for, Cinna? 

Cin. I am glad on’t What a fearful night is this I 
There’s two or three of us have seen strange sights. 

Caa. Am I not stay’d for? tell me. 

Cin. Yes, you are. 

O Cassius, if you could 

But win l^e noble Brutus to our parfy — 

Caa. Be you content: good Cinna, take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the prsstoFs chair. 

Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
In at his window; set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus* statue: all this done, 

Remir to Pompey’s TOtch, where you shall find us. 

Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there? 

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber; and he’s gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie, 

And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Cinna. 

Ceu. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre. 

Come, Casca, you and I will yet ere day 
See Brutus at his house : three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter yields him ours. 

Caaea. O, he sits high in all the people’s hearts: 
And that which would appear offence in us. 

His countenance, like richest alchemy. 

Will change to virtue and to worthiness. 

Caa. Him and his worth, and our great need of him 
You have right well conceited. Let us go. 

For it is after midnight ; and ere day 

We will awake him and be sure of him. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

ScKNE I— Home. Bbutus’s orchard. 


Enter BrutUS. 

Bm. What, Lucius, hoi 
I cannot, by the progress of the stars. 

Give raess how near to day. Lucius, I say I 
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. 

When, Lucius, when? awake, I say! wbn^ Lucius! 

Elder Lucius. 

Luo. Call’d you, my lord ? 

Bra. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius: 

When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. I wiU, my lord. [Exit. 

Bra. It must m by his death: and for my part, 

I know no personal cause to roum at him, 

But for the general. He would be crown’d: 

How that mmht change his nature, there's the question. 
It is the bri^t day that brings forth the adder; 

And that craves wary walking. Crown him? — ^tbat; 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 

Tl»t at bis will he may do danger* with. tuiMo. 
70L. TI. 


The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Bemorse from power: and, to speak truth of Csesar, 

I have not known when his aflections sway’d 
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof. 

That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder. 

Whereto the climber-upward turns his face; 

But when he once attains the upmost round. 

He then unto the ladder turns to back. 

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend. So Csssar may. 

Then, lest he may, prevent* And since the quarrel 
Will bear no colour for the thing he is, liBtwp# 

Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented. 

Would run to these and these extremities: 

And therefore think him as a serpent’s 

Which, hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mischievous. 

And kill him in the shell. 

Be-trUer Lucius. 

Luc. The tapw bumeth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
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This paper, thus seal’d up; aod, I am sure. 

It did not lie there when I went to bed. [ffives him the Utter. 

Bru. Get yon to bed again; it is not day. 
la not to-morrow; bo/, the ides of March ? 

Zue. I know not, sir. 

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word 
Lae. I will, sir. [Emt. 

Bnt. The exhalations whizzing in the air 
Give so much light that I may read by them. 

[Opens the letter and reads. 
'Brutus, thou sleep’st: awake, and see thyself. 

Shall Borne, Ac Speak, strike, redress! 

Brutus, thou sleep’st: awake!’ 

Such instigations have been often dropp’d 
Where I have took them up. 

'Shall Borne, Ac.’ Thus must I piece it out: 

Shall Borne stand under, one man’s awe t What, Borne ? 
My ancestors did from the streets of Borne 
The Tatquin drive, when he was call’d a king. 


I 'Speak, strike, redress .i* Am I entreated 
To speak and strike ? 0 Borne, I make thee promise 1 
If the redress will follow, thou recoivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus I 

JRe-enter Lucius. 

Lue. Sir, March is wasted fouitcen days. 

[Knocking vnthin. 

Bm. Tis good. Go to the gate; somebody knocks. 

[Exit JAUxns. 

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar, 

I have not slept 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
like a phantasma, or a hideous dream: 

The Genius and the mortal instruments 
Are then in council ; and the state of man. 

Like to a little kin^om, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 



Be-enter Luclua 

Lue. Sir, ’tis your brother Cassius at the door. 

Who doth desire to see you. 

Bru. Is he alone? 

Lue. No, sir, there are moe with him. 

Bru. Do you know them? 

Lue. No, sir ; their hats are pluck’d about their ears. 
And half their faces buried in their cloaks, 

That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let ’em enter. [EsAt Ludus. 

They are the fiution. 0 conspiracy, 

Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow by nighty 
When ev^ are most free? 0, then by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, conspiracy; 
IBde it in smiles and afihbUity : 

For if thou path, thy native semblance on. 

Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 


Enitr the wnspiralms, Cassius, Casca, Dbcius, Cinna, 
METELLUS ClMBER, and Thrbonius. 

Cae. I think we are too bold upon your rest: 

Good morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you? 

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all night. 
Know I these men that come along with you? 

Cos. Yea, every man of tliem, and no man here 
But honours you ; and every one doth wish 
You had but that opinion of yourself 
Which every noble Boman beats of you. 

This is Treoonius. 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Cos. This, Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Cos. This, Casca ; this, Cinna; wad this, Metellub Cimber, 
Bru. They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your ^es and night? 

Cos. Sh$ll I entreat a word? 

[Brutus and Cassius UBhuper. 
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Dtc. Here lies the cast : cloth not the day break here 7 

CajKa. No. * 

Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth; and yon gray lines 
That firet the clouds are messengers of day. 

Cosset. You shall confess that yon are both deceived. 
Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises. 

Which is a great way growing on the south. 

Weighing the youthful season of the year. 

Some two months hence up higher toward the north 
He first presents his fire; and the high east 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bm. Give mo your hands all over, one by ono. 

Cos. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bra. No, not an oath : if not the face of men, 

The suflerance of our souls, the time’s abuse — 

If these be motives weak, break off betimes, 

And every man hence to his idle bed; 

So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by lottery. But if tliese. 

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women, then, countrymen. 

What need we any spur but our own cause. 

To prick us to redress? what other bond 
Than secret* Romans, that have spoke the word, 

And will not palter? and what other oath •aetapwt. 
Than honesty to honesty engaged. 

That this shall be, or we will fall for it? 

Swear priests and cowards and men cautelous. 

Old feeble carrions and such suffering souls 
That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear 
Such creatures as men doubt; but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise, 

Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits. 

To think that or our cause or our performance 
Did need an oath; when every drop of blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears. 

Is guilty of a several bastardy. 

If he do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath pass’d from him. 

Cos. But what of Cicero? shall we sound him? 

I think he will stand very strong with us. 

Como. Let us not leave him out. 

Cin. No, by no means. 

ilsTcf. 0, let us have him, for liis silver hairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion, 

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds; 

It shall be said, his judgment ruled our hands; 

Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear. 

But all be buried in his gravity. 

Bra. O, name him not : let us not break with him ; 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cat. Then leave him out. 

Caua. Indeed he is not fit. 

Jkc. Shall no man else be touch’d but only Cssar? 

CSoa Decius, wdl urged : I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, so well Gloved of Ceesar, 

Should outlive Ceesor : we shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his means. 

If he improve them, may well stretch so far 
As to annoy us all: which to prevent, 

Let Antony and Ceesar fall together. 

Bra. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius Cassius, 
To cut the head off and then hack the limbs, 

wrath in death, and envy* afterwards; »*•««• 
For Antony is but a limb of Ceeaar; 

Let us be sacrificets, but not butchers, Caius. 

We all stand up against the spirit of Ctesar; 


And in the spirit of men there is no blood: 

O, that wc then could come by Cresar's spirit. 

And not dismember Caesar! But, alas. 

Caesar must bleed for it! And, gentle friends. 

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfuUy; 

Let’s caive him as a dish fit for the gods. 

Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds: 

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 

Stir up their servants to am act of rage. 

And after seem to chide ’em. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious: 

Which 80 appearing to the common eyes. 

We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers. 

And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 

For he can do no more than Caesar's arm, 

When Caesar’s head is off. 

Cos. Yet I fear him; 

For in the ingrafted love- he bears to Caesar — 

Bra. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him : 

If he love Ceesar, all that he can do 

Is to himself, take thought and die for Caesar: 

And that were much he should; for he is given 
To sports, to wildness, and much company. • 

Trd). There is no fear* in him; let him not die; 

For he will live, aud laugh at this hereafter. [Clock trikes. 
Bra. Peace! count the clock. 

Cat. The clock hath stricken three. 

Trd). ’Tis time to part. 

Cat. But it is doubtful yet. 

Whether Csesar will come forth to-day, or no; 

For he is superstitious grown of late, 

Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies: 

It may be, these apparent prodigies. 

The unaccustom’d terror of tliis night, 

And the persuasion of his augurers. 

May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dee. Never fear that: if he be so resolved, 

I can o’ersway him; for he loves to hear 
That unicorns may be betray’d with trees. 

And .bears with glasses, elephants with holes. 

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers; 

But when I tell him he hates flatterers, 

He says ho does, being then most flattered. 

Let me work; 

For I can give his humour the true bent. 

And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cos. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bra. By the eighth hour: is that the uttermost? 

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then, 
jl/ef. Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard. 

Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey : 

I wonder none of you have thought of him. 

Bra. Now, good Metcllus, go along by him;* 

Ho loves me well, and I liave given him reasons; 

Send him but hither, and I’ll fashion him. 

Cat. The morning comes upon’s: we'll leave you, 
Brutus. 

And, friends, disperse yourselves; but all remember 
What you have said, and show yourselves true Romana 
Bra. Good gentlemen, look fr^h and mcnily; 

Let not our looks put on our purposes. 

But bear it as our Roman actors do. 

With untired spirits and formal constancy; 

A nd so good morrow to you every one. 

[Exmnt all hut Brviut. 

Boy! Lucias! Fast asleep? It is no matter; 

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber: 

Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies. 
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Which biuy care draws in the brains of men; 

Therefme thoa deep’st so sound. 

Enter PoBTiA. 

Por. Brutus, lordt 

Pru. Portia, what mean you 7 wherefore nse you now 7 
It is not for your health thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning. 

Por. Nor for yours neither. You*ve ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bra: and yesternight, at supper. 

You suddenly arose, and walk’d about^ 
hlusing and sighing, with your arms across. 

And when I ask’d you what the matter was. 



You stared upon me with ungentle looks; 

I urged ]rou further; then you scratch’d your head. 
And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot; 

Yet I insistra, yet you answer'd not, 

But^ with an angry waftnre of your hand. 

Gave sign for me to leave you: so 1 did; 

Fearing to strengthen that impatience 
Which seem’d too much enlritidlftii^ and withal 
Hoping it wu but an effect of humour. 

Which sometime hath his hour with every man- 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor deep. 

And could it work so much upon your shape 
As it hath much prevail’d on your condition, * * 


[Act it. 

I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord. 

Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

Bru, I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Por. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health, 

He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bm. Why, so I do. Good Portia, go to bed. 

Por. Is Bratus sick? and is it physical* . * 

To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours 
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick. 

And will he steal out of his wholesome bed. 

To dare the vile contagion of the night, 

And tempt the rheumy and unpuigcd air 
To add uuto his sickness? No, my Brutus; 

Yon have somo sick offence within your mind. 

Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 

I ought to know of: and, upon my knees, 

I charm* you, by my once-commended beauty, * 

By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 

That you unfold to me, yourself, your half. 

Why you are heavy, and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you : for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Por. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 

Is it excepted I should know no secrets 
'That appertain to you? Am I yourself 
But, as it were, in sort or limitation. 

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed. 

And talk to you sometimes ? Dwell I but in the subuibs 
Of your good pleasure? If it be no more, 

Portia is Bratus’ harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my trae and honourable wife. 

As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Por. If this were true, then should I know this secret 
I grant I am a woman; but withal 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife: 

I grant..! am a woman ; but withal 
A woman well-repated, Cato’s daughter. 

Think you I am no stronger than my sex, 

Being so father’d and so husbanded? 

Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose 'em : 

I have made strong proof of my constancy. 

Giving myself a voluntary wound 

Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with patience. 

And not my husband’s secrets ? 

Bru, 0 ye gods. 

Bender me worthy of this noble wife! \Knoddng within. 
Hark, hark! one knocks: Portia, go in awhile; 

And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of mf heart. 

All my engagements I will construe to thee. 

All the diaracteiy * of my sad brows : * 

Leave me with haste. [mU Portia^l Lucius, who’s that 
knocks? 

Be-mkr Lucius with Lioarius. 

Lm. Here is a sick man that would speak irith you. 

Bru. Caius Ugarius, that Metellus spake o& 

Boy, stand aside Caius Ligatiusl bow? > 

lAg. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble tongue 

Bru. 0, what a time have you chose out, brave Caine 
To wear a kerchief! Would you were not sick! 

lAg. 1 ^ not sick, if Bratus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour, 
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Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By all the ([ods that Homans bow before, 

I here discard my siekness ! Soul of Rome I 
Brave son, derived ftom honourable loins! 

Thou, like an exorcist^ hast conjured up 
My mortified sjpirit. Now bid me run, 

And 1 will strive with things impossible; 

Yea, get the better of them. Wlmt’s to do? 

Bru. A piece of work that will make sick men whole. 

Lig, But are not some whole that we must make sick ? 

Bru. That must we also. What it is, my Caius, 

I shall unfold to thee, as we are going 
To whom it must be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot. 

And with a heart new-fired I follow you. 

To do 1 know not what: but it sufiiceth 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru. Follow me, then. [Exeunt. 


Scene II.— CiESAB’s house. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter C^ab, in his night-gown. 

Coes. Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace to-nighti 
Thrice hath Calpumia in her sleep cried out, 

‘Help, ho! they murder Caesar!’ Who's within? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord? 

Cces. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice 
And bring me their opinions of success. 

Serv. 1 will, my lord. [Exit. 

Enter Calpubnia. 

Cal. What mean you, Caesar? think you to walk forth? 
You shall not stir out of your house to-day. 

Coes. Caesar shall forth: the things that threaten’d me 
Ne’er look’d but on my back; when they shall see 
ITie face of Caesar, they are vani.shed. 



Cal. Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies. 

Yet now they fright me. There is one vrithin. 

Besides the things that we have heard and seen. 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 

A lioness hath whelped in the streets; 

And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up their dead; 
Fierce fieiy warriors fought upon the douds. 

In tanks end sauadrons and right form of wu. 

Which drizzled olood upon the Capitol; 

The noise of battle hurtled in the air. 

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan. 

And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets. 

0 Osesarl these things are beyond all use. 

And I do fear them. 

Oas. What can be avoided 

Whose end is purposed by the mighty sods 7 
Yet Ctssar shall go forth; for these premotions 
Are to the world in general as to Ctssar. 

Ccd. When beggars die, there are no comets seen; 
The heavens themselyes blase forth the death of princes. 


Coes. Cowards die many times l>cfurc tiicir deaths; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

It seems to me most strange that men should fear; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 

WiU come when it will come. 

Re-enter Servant. 

What say the augurers? 
Serv. They would not have you to stir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 

Th^ could not find a heart within the beast 
Cm. The gods do this in shame of cowardice: 

Csesar should be a beast without a heart. 

If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 

No, Cffisar shall not: danger knows full well 
That Ceesar is more dangerous than he: 

We are two lions litter’d in one day, 

And I the elder and more terrible : 

And Csesar shall go forth. 
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Cod. Alas, my lord, 

Your wisdom is consumed in confidence. 

Do not go forth to>day; call it my fear 

That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 

We’ll send Mark Antony to the senate-house; 

And he shall say you are not well to-day: 

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Cm. Mark Antony snail say I am not well; 

And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 

Enter Decius. 

Here’s Decius Brutus, he sliall tell them so. 

Dee. Csesar, all hail! good morrow, worthy Caesar: 
I come to fetch you to the senate-house. 

Cm. And you are come in very happy time. 

To bear my greeting to the senators 
And tell them that I will not come to-day : 

Cannot, is false, and that I dare not, falser: 

I will not come to-day: tell them so, Decius. 


Cal. Say he is sick. 

Cm. Shall Caesar send a lie? 

Have I in conquest stretch’d mine arm so far, 

To be afeard to tell greybeards the truth? 

Decius, go tell them Caesar will not coma 
Dee. Most mighty Caesar, lot me know some cause, 
licst 1 be laugh’d at when I toll them so. 

Cm. The cause is in my will: I will not come; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 

But for your private satisfaction. 

Because I love you, I \rill let you know: 

Ctdpurnia here, my wife, stays me at home: 

She dreamt to-night she saw my statua. 

Which, like a fountain with an hundred spouts, 

Did run pure blood; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it: 

And these does she apply for warnings, and portents. 
And evils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg’d that I will stay at home to-day. 



Dec. This dream is all amiss interpreted; 

It was a vision fair and fortunate: 

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes, 

In which so many smiling Romans bathed. 

Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood, and that great men shall press 
For tinctures, stains, relics, and cognizance. 

This by Calpumia’s dream is signified. 

Cm. And this way have you well expounded it 
Dee. I have!, when you have heard what I can say : 
And know it now: the senate have concluded 
To give this day a crown to mighty Ctesar. 

If you shall send them word you will not come, 

Their minds may changa Besides, it were a mock 
Apt to be render'd, for some one to say 
‘Break up the senate till another time. 

When Caesar's wife shall meet with better dreams’ 

If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper 
'Ix>, Caesar is idhiid'? 


Pardon me, Caesar; for my dear dear love 
To your proceeding* bids mo tell you this; • 

And reason to my love is liable. 

Cm. How foqlish do your fears seem now, Calpurnial 
I am ashamed I did yield to them. 

Give mo my robe, for I will go. 

Evier Publius, Brutus, Lioariub, Metellus, Casca, 
Trebonius, and Cinna. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch ma 
Pvh. Good morrow, Caesa*'. 

Cm. Welcome, Publiqfe. 

What, Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too? 

Good morrow, Casca. Caius Ugarius, 

Caesar was ne’er so much your enemy 
As that same ague which hath made you lean. 

What is’t o’clock? 

Bm. Caesar, ’tis strucken eight 

Cm I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 
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Enter Antony. 

Seel Antony, t^t revels long o* nights, 

Is notwiths^ding np. Good morrow, Antony. 

Ani. So to most noble Ctesar. 

Ocu. Bid them prepare within: 

I am to blame to be thus waited for. 

Now, Cinna: now, Metellus: what, TreboniusI 
I have an hour’s talk in store for you; 

Bemember that you call on me to-day : 

Be near me, that I may remember you. 

Csesar, 1 will: [Aside.] and so near will I be. 
That your best friends shall wish 1 had been further. 

Cos. Good friends, go in, and taste some wine with me ; 
And we, like friends, will straightway go together. 

Bru. [Aside^ That every like is not the same, 0 Ctesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon! [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — A dtreet near the Capital. 

Elder Artemioorus, reading a paper. 

Art. ‘ Osesar, beware of Brutus ; take heed of Cassius ; 
come not near Casca; have an eye to Cinna; trust not 
Treboniua; mark well Metellus Cimber: Decius Brutus 
loves thee not : thou hast wronged Caius Ligarius. There 
is but one mind in all these men, and it is bent 
against Cse^r. If thou beest not immortal, look about 
you : security mves way to conspiracy. The mighty gods 
defend thee! Thv lover, Arteuidorus.’ 

Here will I stana till Csesar pass along, 

And as a suitor will I g^ve him this. 

My heart laments that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 

If thou read this, 0 Csesar, thou mayst live; 

If not, the Fates with traitors do contrive. [Exit. 

Scene IV . — Another part of the same street, before the 
house of Brutus. 

Enter PoRTU and Lucius. 

Por. I prithee, boy, run to the senate-house; 

Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone: 

Why dost thou stay? 

Lvu. To know my errand, madam. 

Por. I would have had thee there, and here again. 
Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do there. 

0 constancy, be strong upon my side. 


Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and tongue! 

I have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might 
How hard it is for women to keep counsel ! 

Art thou here yet? 

Lue. Madam, what should I do? 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing else? 

And so return to you, and nothing else? 

Por. Yes, bring mo word, boy, if thy lord look well. 
For he went sickly forth: and take good note 
What Ciesar doth, what suitors press to him. 

Hark, boy! what noise is that? 

Luc. I hear none, madam. 

Por. Prithee, listen well; 

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray. 

And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Lue. Sooth, madam, 1 hear nothing. 

Enter the Soothsayer. 

Por. Come hither, fellow : which way hast thou been ? 
Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 

Por. What is’t o’clock? 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Csesar yet gone to the Capitol? 

Sooth. Madam, not yet : I go to take my stand. 

To see him pass on to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou liast some suit to Csesar, hast thou not? 
Sooth. That I have, lady: if it will please Caesar 
To be so good to Coisar as to hear me, 

I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

Por. Why, know’st thou any harm’s intended towards 
him ? 

Sooth. None that I know will be, much that I fear 
may chance. 

Good morrow to you. Here the street is nai-row: 

The throng that follows Csesar at the heels. 

Of senators, of praetors, common suitoi-s. 

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death: 

I’ll get me to a place more void, and there 

Speak to great Caesar as be comes along. [Exit. 

Por. I must go in. Ay me, how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is! 0 Brutus, 

The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise! 

Sure, the boy heard me : Brutus hath a suit 
That Caesar will not grant. 0, I grow faint. 

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord; 

Say I am merry : come to me again. 

And bring me word what he doth say to thee. 

[Exeunt severally. 




ACT III. 


SCKNB I. — Bom. Before the Capitol; the Senate sitting above. 


A crowd of peoj^; atnong them Astemioouus and the 
Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter C^esAR, Brutus, Cassius, 
CASCA. DeCIUS, hlETELLUS, TREBONIUS, ClNNA, AnTONY, 
Lepious, Popiuus, PuBUUS, and others 

Cess. [To the Soothsayer !\ Tlie ides of March ate come. 
Smith. Ay, Ciesar; but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Csesar! road this schedula 
Dee. Trebonins doth desire you to o'ur>road, 

At your best leisure, this his humble suit 
Art. 0 CsBsar, read mine first; for mine’s a suit 
That touches Caesar nearer; read it great Caesar. 

Cess. What touches us ourself shall be last served.* 
Art. Delay not Ctesar; read it instantly. 

Cees. What u the fellow mad? 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Cat. What, urge you your petitions in the street? 
Come to the Capitol 

C/BSAB goes up to the Senate^House, the rest following. 

Bru. What said Popilius Lena? 

Cat. He wish’d to-day our enterprise might thrive. 
Pop- Fare you well. 

[Advan^ to Ceesar. 

Bru. He wish’d to-day our enterprise might thrive. 
Cat. What said Popilius Lena ? 

I fear our purpose is discovered. 

Bru. laolt, how he makes to Caesar: mark him. 

Cat. Casca, be sadden, for we fear preventioa 
Brutus, what shall be done? If this be known, 

Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back, 

For I will slay myself. 

Cassius, be constant: 

Popilius I^na speaks not of our purposes; 

For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change. 

Cos. I^bonius knows his time ; for, look you, Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Exeumt Antony and Trebonius. 


Dee. Where is Mctellua Cimber? Let hiiii go, 

And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 

Bru. He is address’d: press near and second him. 
Cin. Casco, you are the first that rears your hand 
CcBS. Are we all ready? What is now amiss 
That Caesar and his senate must redress ? 

Met. Most high, most mighty, and most puissant Ctesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart — [llnrek 

CcBS. I must prevent thee, Cimbei 

These couchings* and these lowly courtesies louimacn. 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men. 

And turn pre-ordinance and first decree 
Into the law of children. Be not fond. 

To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which melteth fools; I mean, sweet words. 
Low-crooked court’sies and base spaniel-fawning. 

Thy brother by decree is banished: 

If thou dost liend, and pray, and fawn for him, 

I spurn thee like a cur out of my wav. 

Know, Caesar doth not wrong, nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own. 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar’s ear 
For the ropesding of my banish’d brother? 

Bru. I kiss wy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar; 
Desiring thee that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal 
Cees. What> Brutus! 

Coe. Pardon, Caesar; Caesar,' pardon : 

As low as to thv foot doth Cassius ftm. 

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

Cees. I could be well moved, if I were as you; 

If 1 could pray to move, prayers would move me: 

But I am constant as the northern star. 

Of whose tfue-fix’d and resting quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament 
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The sldee ore painted with unmwnber’d sparks. 

They are all fire, and every one doth shine, 

But there’s but one ia all doth hold his place : 

So in the world ; ’tie furnish’d well with men, 

And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive ; 

Yet in the- number I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 

Unshaked of motion ; and that I am he. 

Let me a little show it, even in this; 

That I was constant Cimber should be banish’d. 

And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin. O Caesar — 

Cos, Hence 1 wilt thou lift up Olympus 1 

Dee. Great Caesau? — 

Cos. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 

Catea. Speak, hands, for me I [Caeca first, (hen the 
other Con^raiors and Marcus SrtUus stab Cassar. 
Cues. Et tu. Brute I Then fall Caesar I [DUs. 

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead ! 

Bun hence, proclaim, cry it a^ut the streets. 

Co*. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out 
‘Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement T 
Bru, People and senators, be not aflrighted; 

Fly not; stand still: ambition’s debt is paid. 

CasM. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And Cassius toa 

Bra. Where’s Publius ? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of Caesar's 
Should chance — 

Bra. Talk, not of standing. Publius, good cheer ; 
There is no harm intended to your person. 

Nor to no Roman else: so tell them, Publiua 
Cas. And leave us, Publius; lest that the people. 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bra. Do so: and let no man abide this deed. 

But we the doers. 

Ke-enier Tbebonius. 

Cas. Where is Antony? 

Tre. Fled to his house amazed : 

Men, wives, and children stare, cry out, and run 
As it were doomsday. 

Bru. Fates, we will know your pleasures: 

That we shall die, we know; ’tis but the time 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bia. Grant that, and then is death a benefit: 

So are we Caesar’s friends, that have abridged 
His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, stoop, 

And let us bathe our hands in Caesar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords: 

'riieii walk we forth, even to the market place, 

And, wav ng our red weapons o’er our ht^'ls. 

Let’s all cry, ‘Peace, freedom, and liberty!’ 

Cas, Stoop, then, and wash. How many ages hence 
ShaU this our lofty scene be acted over 
In states unborn and accents yet unknown! 

Bru. How many times shall Caesar bleed in sport, 
Tliat now on Pompey’s basis lies along 
No worthier than the dust! 

Cas. So oft as that shall be. 

So often shall the knot of us be call’d 
The men that gave their country liberty. 

Dee. What, shall we forth? 

Cos. Ay, every man away : 

Brutus shall lead; and we wiU mce his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

VOLIL 


Enter a Servant. 

Bru. Soft! who comes here? A friend of Antony’s. 
Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; 

And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say: 

Bratus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest; 

Csesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving: 

Say I love Brutus, and 1 honour him ; 

Say I fear'd Caesar, honour’d him, and loved him. 

If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolved 
How Csesar hath deserved to lie in death, 

Mark Antony shall not love Csesar dead 
So well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Bratus 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state 
Witii all true faith. So says my master Antony. 

Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman; 

I never thought him worse. 

Tell him, so please him come unto this place. 

He shall be satisfied; and, by my honour. 

Depart untouch’d. 

Serv. I’ll fetch him presently. [Exit. 

Bru. I know that we shall have him well to friend. 
Cas. I wish we may: but yet have I a mind 
That fears him much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose 
Bru. But here comes Antony. 

Be-enier Antony. 

Welcome, Mark Antony. 
Ant. 0 mighty Csesar ! dost thou lie so low ? 

Are all thy conq^uests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 

Shrunk to this little measure? Fare thee well. 

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend. 

Who else must bo let blood, who else is rank ;* * 

If I myself, there is no hour so fit 
As Csesar’s death hour, nor no instrument 
Of half that worth as those your swords, made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 

I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard. 

Now, whilst your purpled bands do reek and smoke. 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 

I shall not find myself so apt to die: 

No place wiU please me so, no meau of death. 

As here by Csesar, and by you cut off, 

The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony, beg not your death of us. 

Though now we must appear bloody and cruel. 

As, by our hands and this our present act. 

You see we do, yet see you but our hands 
And this the bleeding business they have done: 

Our hearts you see not ; they are pitiful ; 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome — 

As fire drives out fire, so pity pity — 

Hath done this deed on Csesar. For your part. 

To you our swords hath leaden points, Mark Antony: 
Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts 
Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as any man’s 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only be ^tient till we have appeased 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear, 

And then we will deliver you the cause, 

Why I, that did love Csesar when 1 struck him, 

Have thus proceeded. 

AnL 1 doubt not of your wisdom. 

45 
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^ bJUS. J£ jott; 

^^T^orputl. Metdlusj 

ibji 1 »y' 

Gentlemen ^ slippery grouna, 

My credit must conceit me. 

That one of two bod wye yo 
Either » TOward o* a true: 

That I did love thw. 

If then thy spirit than thy death. 

ShaU it not gneve thw dwmt 
To eee thy Antony mking nw ^ • 

Shaking ie blo<^y SSce of thy corse? 

Most noble I m thou hast wounds, 

Had I as many “ ^rforth thy blood. 
Weeping « fest as t y « 


TV I H.re vast thott bay’d, krave hart; 

Pardon m^ ^bus^ H ^’^11*®? 

Here didst thou thy Ictha* 

Sign’d in thy apoi, an ^ ^ hart; 

Host thou here he t 

Cos. Mark Antony- Cassius; 

But what J„,her of our friends; 

^k'^ChSisrhttt 

S,i?d frorth^ 

^'“^iThlpr t at you shall give me reasons 
Ky »d ihSin ci was dangeroua 


&s am I with yo^J “2ll 2ve me reasons 



_ Or else were this a savage sj^tacle; 1 

That were you. Anto^. ‘“e son 

You should be satisfied. ^ . 

ShSy to thi S^It-pSe; 

*JI. Mm* . ,™i Irith yoi 

v» >■«' “* 

By that which he will utter pardon ; 

I Slmy-K toto “» «»«•' 


A.d ttot « “?Jtd 5irSlS.2S«. 

It shall advantage y faU; 1 like it not 

Can. 1 know not ^kat . ^.^.g body. 

Bru. Mark Antony, hem, ^ ^ 

But speak all g y permission; 

After my speech is ^ 

Ant. 

I do desire no mow. ^ xi% 

Bru. Prepare the body then, ^ ^ 

Th^i aS sfraS'gSs Mttoisr” 

That I “ f the noblest man 


S'"U”thZinri»^»“‘ 
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Over thy wounds now do I prophesy — 

Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips. 

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue — 

A cui-se shall light <upon the limbs of men ; 

Domestic fury and fierce civil strife 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy; 

Blood and destruction shall be so in us^ 

And dreadful objects so familiar, 

That mothers shall but smile when they behold 
Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war; 

All pity choked with custom of fell dee^: 

And Csesar's spirit, ranging for revenge, 

With Ate by nis side come hot from hell. 

Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice. 

Cry ‘Havoc,’ and let slip the dogs of war; 

That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning fur burial. 

EfUer a Servant 

You serve Octavius Csrsar, do you not? 

Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant. CiBsar did write for him to come to Home. 

Serv. Ho did receive his letters, and is coming; 

And bid me say to you by w’ord of mouth — 

O Caesar ! \^ing the body. 

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep. 
Passion, I see, is catching; for mine eyes. 

Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine. 

Began to water. Is thy master coming? 

Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what hath 
chanced : 

Ilera is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Romo of safety for Octavius yet; 

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay awhile; 

Thou shalt not back till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place: there shall I try. 

In my oration, how the people take 
The cruel issue of these bloody men; 

According to the which, thou shalt discourse 
To young Octavius of the state of thin^ 

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt with Ccesade body. 

Scene II. — The Forum. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius, and a throng of Citizena 

Citizens. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 
Bm. Then follow me, and give me audience, friends. 
Cassius, go you into the other street. 

And part the numbers. 

Those that will hear me speak, let ’em stay here; 

Those that will follow Cassius, go with him; 

And public reasons shall be rendered 
Of Csesar'e death. 

First Cit. I will hear Brutus speak. 

See. cat. I will hear Cassius; and compare their reasons, 
When severally we hear them rendered. [Exit Cassius 
with some of the Citizens. Brutus goes into the pulpit. 
Third Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended : silence I 
Bru. Be patient till the last 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers I hear me for my cause, 
and be silent, that you may hear: believe me for mine 
honour, and have resp^t to mine honour, that you may 
believe: censure me in your wisdom, and awake your 
senses, that you may the better judge. If there bo any 
in this assembly, any dear Mend of Csssar’s, to him I 
say, that Brutus* love to Ctesar was no less than his. If 
then that Mend demand why Brutus rose against Caesar, 
this is my answer:— Not that I loved Caesar less, but 


that I loved Rome more. Had you rather Caesar were 
living and die all slaves, than that Caesar were dead, to 
live all free men ? As Caesair loved me, I weep for him ; 
as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, 
I honour him: but, as he was ambitious, I slew him. 
There is team for his love ; joy for his fortune ; honour 
for his valour ; and death for his ambition. Who is here 
so base that would be a bondman ? If any, speak; for 
him have I offended. Who is here so rude that would 
not be a Roman ? If any, speak ; for him have I offended. 
Who is here so vile that wiU not love his country ? If 
any, speak ; for him have I offended. I pause for a reply. 

All. None, Brutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no 
more to Caesar than you shall do to Brutus. The question* 
of his death is enrolled in the Capitol ; his glory • 
not extenuated, wherein he was worthy, nor his offences 
enforced, for which he suffered death. 

Enter Amtony and others, with Cx&kr's body. 

Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony: who, 
though he had no hand in his death, shall receive the 
benefit of his dying, a place in the commonwealth; as 
which of you shall not? With this I depart — ^that, as 
I slew my best lover for the good of Rome, I have the 
same dagger for myself, when it shall please my countiy 
to need my death. 

All. Live, Bratus ! live, live ! 

First Cit. Bring him with triumph home unto his house. 

See. Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

Third Cit. Let him be Caesar. 

Fourth Cit. Caesar’s better parts 

Shall be crown’d in Brutus. 

First Cit. We’ll bring him to his house 

With shouts and clamours. 

Bru. My countrymen — 

See. Cit. Peace, silence ! Bratus speaks. 

First Cit. Peace, ho! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone. 

And, for my soke, stay hem with Antony: 

Do grace to Caesar’s corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to Caesar’s glories; which Mark Antony, 

By our permission, is allow’d to make. 

1 do entreat you, not a man depart. 

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Exit. 

First Cit. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Afark Antony. 

Third Cit. Let him go up into the public chair; 
We’ll hear him. Noble Antony, go up. 

Ant. For Brutus’ sake, I am l^holding to you. 

[Goes into the pulpit. 

Fourth Cit. Wliat does he say of Brutus? 

Cit. He says, for Brutus’ sake. 

He finds himself beholding to us all. 

Fourth Cit. 'Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus here. 

First Cit. Tins Caesar was a tyiant. 

Third Cit. Nay, that’s certain: 

Wo are blest that Rome is rid of him. 

See. Cit. Peace ! let us hear what Antony can say. 

Ant. You gentle Romans — 

Citizens. Peace, ho! let us hear him. 

Ant. Friends, Romans, conntiymen, lend me your ears 
I come to bury Ca'sar, not to praise him. 

The evil that men do lives after them ; 

The good is oft interred with their bones: 

So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Caesar was ambitious: 

If it were so, it was a grievous faulty 
And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest — 
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For Brutus is an honourable man; 

So are they all, all honourable men — 

Come I to speak in Cmsar's funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me ; 

But Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Borne, 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill: 

Did this in Ccesar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried, Csesar hath wept: 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 


You all did see that on the Luperoal 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown. 

Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition? 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause: 
W^at cause withholds you then, to mourn for him? 
O judgment! thou art fled to brutish boasts. 

And men have lost their reosoa Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Ctesar, 

And I must nause till it come back to me. 



Fir^ Cit. Methinks there is much reason in his sayings. 
See. C%t. If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Ctesar has had great wrong. 

Third Cil. Has he, masters? 

I fear there will a worse come in his place. 

Fourth OU. Mark'd, ye liis words ? He would not take 
the crown; 

Therefore 'tis certain he was not ambitious. 

First Cit. If it be found so, some will dear abide it. 
See, OU. Poor soul I his eyes ore red as fire with weeping. 
Ihird OU, There's not a nobler man in Borne than 
Antony. 

Fourth OU. Now mark him, he bmns i^ain to speak. 
AiU. But yesterday the word of Ctesar might 


Have stood against the world; now lies he there^ 
And none so |^r to ‘do him reverence. 

0 masters, if I were disposed to stir , 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Bratus wrong, and Cassias wTong; 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong; T rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and yo% 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 

But here's a parchment with the seal of Cte8(|r; 

I found it in his closet, 'tis his will: 

Let but the commons bear this testament — 

Which, pa^on me, I do not mean to read — 

And they would go and kiss dead Ctesar's woonde, 
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And dip their napkins in his sacred blood, 

Yea, bsg a hair of him for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 

Bequeathing it as a 'rich legacy 
Unto their issue. 

Fourih CU. We’ll hear the will : read it, Mark Antony. 
All. The will, the will! we will hear Ceesar^s will 
Ant. Hare patience, gentle friends, I nnut not read it; 
It is not meet you know how Caesar loved you. 

You are not wood, you are not stones, but men; 

And, beins men, hearing the will of Caesar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad: 

’Tis ^d you know not that you are his heirs; 

For, if you should, 0, what would come of it! 

Fowrth CU. Bead the will; we’ll hear it, Antony; 
You shall read us the will, Caesar^s will 
Ani. Will you be patient? will you stay awhile? 

I have o’ershot myself to tell you of it : 

I fear I wrong the honourable men 

Whose daggers have stabb’d Caesar; I do fear it 


Fourth CU. They were traitors: honourable men! 
All. The will! the testament! 

See. CU. They were villains, murderers : the will ! read 
the will 

Ant. You will compel me, then, to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar, 

And let me show you him that made the will. 

Shall I descend ? and will you give me leave ? 

Several CU. Come down. 

Su. CU. Descend. 

2%ird CU. You shall have leave. [Antony cornea down. 
Fourth CU. A ring; stand round. 

First CU. Stand ^m the hearse, stand fiom the 
body. 

See. CU. Boom for Antony, most noble Antony. 

Ant. Hay, press not so upon me; stand far off. 
Several CU. Stand back ; room ; bear back. 

Ant. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. 
You all do know this mantle: I remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on; 



*Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent. 

That day he overcame the Kervii: 

Look, in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through: 

See what a rent the envious Cnsoa made: 

Tlirough this the well>beloved Brutus stabb’d; 

And as he pluck’d his cursed steel awa^‘, 

Mark how the blood of Csesar follow'd i<^ 

As rushing out of doors, to ba resolved 
If Brutus so unkindly knock’d, or no; 

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar’s amgel: 

Judge, 0 you gods; how dearly Caesar loved him! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all ; 

For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 

Ingratitu^ more strong than traitors’ arms. 

Quite vanquish’d him : then burst his mighty heart ; 
And, in hu mantle muffling up his face, 

Even at the base of Pompey’s status, 

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell 
0, what a fisU was there, my countrymen I 
Then 1, and you, and all of us fell down. 


'Whilst bloody treason flounsh’d over us. 

0. now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 
The (lint of pity: these arc gracious drops. 

Kind souls, what, weep you when you but behold 
Our Caesar’s vesture wounded? Look you here. 

Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with traitors. 

First CU. 0 piteous spectacle! 

See. CU. 0 noble Caesar! 

Third CU. 0 woful day! 

Fourth CU. O traitors, villains! 

First CU. 0 most blo^y sight! 

See. CU. We will be revenged. 

All. Bevenge! About! Seek! Bum! Fire! Kill! 
Slayl Let not a traitor live! 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. 

FirU CU. Peace there! hear the noble Antony. 

See. CU. We’ll hear him, we’U follow him, well die 
with him. 

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
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And things nulncky chaige mv fantasy: 

I have no will to wander forth of doom. 

Yet something leads me forth. 

EnUr Citizens. 

First at. What is your name? 

See. at. Whither are you goin^ ? 

7%ird at. Where do you dwefl? 

Fourth at. Are you a inanied man or a bachelor? 
See. at. Answer every man diiectly. 

First at. Ay, and briefly. 

Fourth at. Ay, and wisely. 

Third Cit. A^, and truly, you were best 
an. What is my name? Whither am I going? 
Where do I dwell ? Am I a married man or a bachelor? 
Then, to answer every man directly and briefly, wisely 
and trt^: wisely I say, I am a bachelor. 

See. at. That's as much as to say, they are fools that 
marry: youH bear me a bang for that, I fear. Proceed; 
directly. 



They that have done this deed are honourable: 

What private griefo they have, alas, I know not. 

That made them do it: they are wise and honourable. 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

I come not friends, to steal away your hearts: 

I am no orator, as Bnitus is; 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man. 

That love my friend; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him: 

For I have neither wit noT words, nor worth, 

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 

To stir men’s blood: I only speak right on; 

I tell you that which you yourselves do know; 

Show you sweet Csesar’s wounds, poor poor dumb mouths. 
And bid them speak for me: but were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would raffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Ctesar that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

All. We'll mutiny. 

First at. We'll bum the house of Brutus. 

Third Cit. Away, then! come, seek the conspirators. 
AtU. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me speak. 

All. Peace, ho! Hear Antony. Most noble Antony? 
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what : 
Wherein hath Cmsor thus deserved your loves? 

Alas, you know not: I must tell you, then: 

You have forgot the will I told you of. 

All. Most true. Hie will ! Let’s stay and hear the will. 
Ant. Here is the will, and under CmsaPs seal 
To every Roman citizen he gives. 

To every several man, seventy^five drachmas. 

See. Cit. Most noble Cajsar ! We’ll revenge his death. 
Third Cit. 0 royal C«esar! 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

All. Peace, ho! 

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks. 

His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 

On this side Tiber; he hath left them you. 

And to your heirs for ever, common pleasures. 

To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 

Here was a Caesar! when comes such another? 

First at. Never, never. Come, away, away! 

We’ll bum his body in the holy place. 

And with the brands Are the traitors’ houses. 

Take up the body. 

See, Cit. Go fetch Are. 

Third Cit. Pluck down benches. 

Fourth CU. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 

[Exeunt Citizens vsith the body. 
Ant. Now let it work. Mischief, thou art afoot. 

Take thou what course thou wilt! 

Eiiter a Servant. 

How now, fellow! 

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant. Where is he? 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Csssar’s house. 

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him: 

He comes upon a wish. Fortune is meny. 

And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Serv. 1 heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike they had some notice of the people. 
How I had moved them. Bring me to Octaviua 

SCENI III . — A street. 

Enter CiMKA the poet. 

Cin. I dreamt to-night that I did feast with Ctesar, 


Cin. Directly, 1 am going to Caesar’s funeral. 

First Cit. As a friend or an enemy? 

Cin. As a friend. 

See. at. Tbatinatter is answered directly. 

Fourth Cit. For your dwelling — briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, I dweli by the Capitol 

Third Cit. Your name, sir, truly. 

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

First Cit. Tear him to pieces; he’s a conspi|utor. 

Cin. I am Cinna the poet. I am Cinna the 'poet 

Fourth at. Tear him for his bad verses, teat him for 
his bad verses. 

Ctn. I am not Cinna the coni^iiator. 

Fourth at. It is no matter, his name's Cinika ; pluck 
but bis name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

Third at. Tear him, tear him! Como, brsnds, ho! 
Are-brands: to Brutus’, to Cassius’; bum all: some to 
Decius’ houap, and some to Cosca’s; some to Litmus’: 
away, go ! [Exeunt. 




ACT IV. 

Scene I . — A houM tn Home. 


Antony, Octavius, and Lepious, aeated ai a table. 

Ant. These many, then, shall die; their names are 
prick'd. 

OcL Your brother too must die ; consent you, Lepidus ? 
I do consent — 

Oet, Prick him down, Antony. 

Z^. Upon condition Publius shall not live. 

Who is your sister’s son, Mark Antony. * 

Ant. He shall not live; look, with a spot I damn* 
him. 

But, Lepidus, go you to Csssar’s house; 

Fetch tro vr^ hither, and we shall determine 
How to cut off some charge in legacies. 
hqo. What, shall I find you here ? 

OcL Or hero, or at the Capitol. [Exii Lepidus, 

Ani. This is a slight unmeritable man. 

Meet to be sent on errands: is it fit. 

The three>fold world divided, he should stand 
One of the three to share it? 

Oet. So you thought him; 

And took his voice who should be prick’d to die. 

In our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant. Octavius, I have seen more days than you: 
And though we lay these honours on this man. 

To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads, 

He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold. 

To groan and sweat under the business, 

Either led or driven, as we point the way; 

And having brought our treasure where <*0 will, 

Then take we down his load, end turn him off. 

Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears. 

And graze in commons. 

Oet. ^ You may do your will; 

But he’s a tried and valiant soldier. 

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius; and for that 
I do appoint him store of provender: 

It is a creature that I teach to fight. 

To wind, to stop, to run directly on. 

His corporal motion govern’d by my spirit. 

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ; 

He must be taught and train’d and bid go forth ; 

A barren-spiritea fellow; one that feeds 
On abjects, orts, • and imitations, 


Which, out of use and staled by other men, 

Begin bis fashion: do not talk of him. 

But as a property. And now, Octavius, 

Listen great things: — Brutus and Cassius 

Are levying powers : we must straight make head : 

Therefore let our alliance be combined. 

Our best friends made, our means stretch’d; 

And let us presently go sit in council. 

How covert matters may be best disclosed, 

And open perils surest answered. 

Oet. Let us do so: for we are at the stake, 

And bay* d about with many enemies ; 

And some that smile have in their hearts, 1 fear, 
Millions of mischief. \Exeunt. 

Scene II . — Camp near Sardis. Before Brutus’s tent. 

Brum. Enter Brutus, Luciltus, Lucius, and Soldiers; 
TrriNlUS and Pikdabus meeting them. 

Bru. Stand, ho ! 

Laeii. Give the word, ho! and stand. 

Bru. What now, Lucilius I is Cassius near ? 

Lucii. He is at hand; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. 

Bru. He greets me well. Your master, Pindarus, 

In his own change, or by ill officers. 

Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 

I shall be satisfied. 

Bin. I do not doubt 

But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucinus; 

How he received you, let me be resolved. 

Xuct7. With courtesy and with respect enough; 

But not with such familiar instances. 

Nor with such free and friendly conference. 

As he hath used of old. 

Bru. Thou hast described 

A hot friend cooling: ever note, Lucilius, 

When love begins to sicken and decay, 

It useth an enforced ceremony. 

There are no tricks in plain and simple faith; 

But hollow men, like horses hot at hand. 
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Make gallant show and promise of their mettle; 

But when they should endure the bloody spur, 

They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades. 

Sink in the trial Comes his army onT 
LueU. They mean this ni^ht in Sardis to be quarter’d ; 
The greater part, the horse m general. 

Are come with Cassius. 

Bru. Harkl he is arrived. 

[Low march within. 

March gently on to meet him. 

Bnter Cassius and his powers. 

Cos. Stand, ho! 

Bru. Stand, ho I Speak the word along. 

First SoL Stand! 

See. SoL Stand! 

Third S(d. Stand! 

Cos. Most noble brother, you have done me wrong. 
Bru. Judge me, you ^s ! wrong I mine enemies t 
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother? 

Cos. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides wrongs; 
And when you do them — 

Bru. Cassius, be content ;* 

Speak your griefs* softly: I do know you wdl, 

Iwfore the eyes of both our armies here, 

Which should perceive nothing but love from us. 

Let us not wrangle: bid them move away; 

Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs. 

And I will give you audience. 

Cos. Pindarus, 

Bid our commanders lead their charges off. 

A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, <u> you the like; and let no man 
Come to our tent till we have done our conference. 

Let Lucias and Titiuius guard our door. [Exeunt 

Scene 111. — Brutus's tent. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius. 

Cos. That you have wrong'd me doth appear in this : 
You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians; i 

Wherein my letters, praying on his side. 

Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 

Bru. You wrong’d yourself to write in such a case. 

Cos. In such a time as this it is not meet 
That every nice offence should hear his comment 
Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself^ 

Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm; 

To sell and mart your offices for gold 
To -undeservers. 

Cos. I an itching palm! 

You know that you are Bratus that speak this. 

Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last 
Bru. The xuune of Cassius honours this corruption. 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Cos. Chastisement ! 

Bru. Bememher March, the ides of March remember; 
Did not great Julias bleed for justice’ soke ? 

What vilunn touch’d his body, that ffid stab. 

And not for justice? What ahall one of us. 

That struck the foremost man of all this world 
But for supporting robbers, shall we now 
Contaminate our nagers with base bribes, 

And sell the mighty space of our large honours 
For so much trash as may he g^aspea tW? — 

I had rather he a dog, and hay the moon. 

Than such a Boman. 

Cos. Brutus, hay not me; 


I'll not endure it: you forget yourself. 

To hedge me in; I am a soldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditiona 

Bru. Oo to; you are not Cassiua 

Cos, I am. 

Bru. I say you are not 

Cas. Urge me no more, I shall foiget myself; 

Have mind upon your he^th, tempt me no further. 
Bru. Away, slight man! 

Cas. Is’t possible ? 

Bru. Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash choler? 

Shall 1 be frighted when a madman stares? 

Cas. O ye gods, ye gods ! must I endure all this ? 
Bru. All this I ay, more : fret till your proud heart break; 
6b show your slaves how choleric you are. 

And make your bondmen tremble Must 1 budge? 
Must I observe you? must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour? By the gods. 

You shall digest the venom of your spleen. 





Though it do split yon; for, from this day forth. 

I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter. 

When you are waspish. 

Cos. Is it come to this? 

Bru. You say you are a better soldier: 

Let it appear so; make your vaunting true. 

And it shall plAse me well: for mine own part, 

I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cas. You wrong roe ; every way you wrong me, Brutus ; 
I said, an elder soldier, not a better: 

Did I say 'better'? 

Bru. If you did, I care not. 

Cas. When Csesar lived, he durst not thus have moved me. 
Bru. Teace, peace ! you durst not so have tempted him. 
Cas. I durst not! 

Bru. No. 

Cos. What, durst not tempt him! 

Bru. For your life you- durst not 

Cos. Do not presume too much upon my love; 

I may do that 1 shall he sorry for. 

Bru. Ypu have done that you should he Sony for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats. 
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For I am ann’d so strong in honesty 
That they pass by me as the idle wind, 

Which 1 respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me: 

For I can raise no money by vile means: 

By heaven, 1 had rather coin my heart. 

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash 
By any indirection ; I did send 
To ^ou for gold to pay my legions. 

Which you denied me : was that done like Cassius 7 
Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so? 

When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous. 

To lock such rascal counters horn his friends. 

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts; 

Dash him to pieces I 

Cat. I denied you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Cat. I did not: he was but a fool that brought 
My answer back. Brutus hath rived my heart : 

A friend should bear his friend's infirmities. 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bnt. I do not, till you practise them on me. 

Cat. You love me not. 

Bra. I do not like your faults. 

Cat. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 

Bra. A flatterer’s would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. 

Cat. Come, Antony, and youn^ Octavius, come, 
Ilevenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 

For Cassius -ii; aweary of the world ; 

Hated by qne he loves; braved by his brother; 

Check’d like a bondman; all his faults observed. 

Set in a note-book, leam’d, and conn’d by rote. 

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes! There is my dagger. 

And here my naked breast; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold : 

If that thou be’st a Boman, take it forth; 

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart: 

Strike, as thou didst at Ctesar; for, I know. 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst him better 
Than ever thou lovedst Cassius. 

Bra. Sheathe your dagger: 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope; 

Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 

O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger as the flint bears fire ; 

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark. 

And straight is cold again. 

Cat. Hath Cassias lived 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief, and blood Ul-temper d,* vexeth him 7 • 

Bra. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper’d too. 

Cat. Do vou confess so much 7 Give <ue your hand. 
Bra. And my heart too. 

Cat. 0 Brutus ! 

Bra. What’s the matter? 

Cat. Have not you love enough to bear with me. 
When that rash humour which my mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful? 

Bra. Yes, Cassius; and, from henceforth. 

When you are over-earnest with your Bratus, 

He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

Toet. [TFtfAtn.] Let me go in to see the generals; 
There is some grudge betwwn ’em, 'tis not meet 
Urey be alone. . 

Zacif. rw^trtin.] You shall not come to them. 

Port. [JFittin.] Nothing but death shaU stay me. 
VOL. n. 


Enter Poet, folUnotd by Luciuus, Titinius, and LUCIUS. 

Cat. How now I what’s the matter 7 
Poet. For shame, you generals I what do you mean 7 
Love, and be friends, as two such men should be; 

For I have seen more years, I’m sure, than ye. 

Cat. Ha, ha! how vilely doth this cynic rhyme! 
Bra. Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow, hence! 
Cat. Bear with him, Brutus; ’tis his fashion. 

Bru. I’ll know his humour, when he knows his time: 
What should the wars do with these jigging fools? 
Companion, hence! 

Cat. Away, away, be gone! [ExU Pott. 

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 

Cat. And come yourselves, and bring Mcssala with 
you 

Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lueiliut and Titindut. 
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine! 

Cat. I did not think you could have been so angry. 
Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 

Cat. Of your philosophy you make no use, 

If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bra. No man bears sorrow belter. Portia is dead. 
Cat. Ha ! Portia I 
Bru. She is dead. 

Cat. How ’scaped I killing wlien I cross’d you so? 

0 insupportable and touching loss! 

Upon what sickness? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence, 

And grief that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong: — for with her death 
That tidings came; — with this she fell distract. 

And, her attendants absent^ swallow’d fire. 

Cat. And died so? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cat. O ye immoi'tul gods. 

Re-enter LtJClUS, vnih wine and taper. 

Bru. Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl of wine. 
In this I Wry all unkindness, Cassius. 

Cat. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge. 

Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’erswell the cup; 

1 cannot drink too much of Bratus’ love. 

Bru. Come in, Titinius. [Exit Lueiut 

Re-enter Titinius, with Mess ala. 

Welcome, good Messala 
Now sit we close about this taper liere. 

And call in question our necessities. 

Cat. Portia, art thou gone? 

Bra. No more, I pray you. 

MessaK I have here received letters. 

That young Octavius and Mark Antony 
Come down upon us with a mighty^ power. 

Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 

Met. Myself have letters of the selfsame tenour. 

Biu. With what addition? 

Met. That by proscription and bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and ]^.pidos. 

Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree; 

Mine speak of seventy senators that died 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being on& 

Ctu. Cicero one! 

Met. Cicero is dead. 

And by that order of proscription. 

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord? 

Era. No, Messala. 
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Mes. Nor nothins in your letters writ of hert 
Bru. Nothing, Mesaala. 

Mt$, That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru. Why ask you ? hear you aught of her in yours ? 
Mea. No, my lord. 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 

Mea. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell : 

For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 

Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. We must die, Messala: 
With meditating that she mirst die once, 

I have the patience to endure it now. 

Mea. Even so great men great losses should endure. 


Caa. I have as much of this in art as you. 

But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marchiim to Philippi presently? 

Caa. I do not think it good. 

Bru. Tour reason? 

Caa. This it is: 

Tis better that the enemy seek us: 

So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, 

Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying sUll, 

Are lull of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place to better. 



The people ’twixt Philippi and this ground 
Do stand but in a forcra affection ; 

For they have grudged us contribution : 

The enemy, marching along by them. 

By them shall make a fuller number up. 

Come on refresh’d, new<«dded, and encourag^; 

From which advantage shall we cut him off, 

If at Philippi we do fhce him there. 

These people at our back. 

Caa. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru, Under jrour pardon. You must note beside^ 
That we have tried the utmost of Our friends, 

Our legions ^ brimofnil, our cause is ripe: 

The enemy incieaseth every day; 


We, at the height, are ready to decline. 

There is a tide in the affairs of men. 

Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune: 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows and in miseries. 

On such a full sea are we now afloat; 

And we mnst take the current when it serves! 

Or lose our ventures. 

Caa. Then, with your will, gd on ; 

Well uloM ourselves, and meet them at Philij^L 
Bht. The deep of jnight is crept upon our talk. 
And nature must obey necessity ; 

Which we srill niggard with a little rest 
There is no more to say ? 
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Cai. No more. Good night: 

Early to*morrow will we rise, and hence. 

Alt. Lucius I [JSnier Ziidtu.] My gown. Zueius.] 
Farewell, good rMessala : 

Good nigh^ Titimus. Noble, noble Cassius, 

Good night, and good repose. 

Cos. O my dear brother I 

This was an ill berinning of the night: 

Never come such division 'tween our souls 1 
Let it not, Brutus. 

Bru. Every thing is well 

Cat. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 

TU. Mts. Good night. Lord Brutus. 

Bru. Farewell, every one. 

\JEkctutU all but Brutus. 

Jte-enter Lucius, with the gown. 

Give me the g'own. Where is thy instrument! 

Luc. Here in the tent 

Bru. What, thou speak'st drowsily ? 

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thon art o’er- watched.^ 
Call Claudius and some other of iny men; » 
ril have them sleep on cushions in my tent 
Luc. Varro and Claudius I 

Enter Varro and Claudius. 

Far. Calls my lord 7 

Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent and sleep; 

It may be I shall raise you by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius. 

Far. So please you, we will stand and watch your 
pleasure. 

Bru. 1 will not have it so: lie down, good sirs 
It may be I shall otherwise bethink me. 

Look, Lucius, here’s the book I sought for so; 

I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

[ Far. UTid Clau. lie down. 

Luc. I was sure your lordship did not give it me. 
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful. 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile. 

And touch thy instrument a strain or two ? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an’t please you. 

Bru. It does, my boy: 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, sir. 

Bru. I should not ur^ thy duty past thy might; 

I know young bloods lo^ for a time of rest. 

Luc. I have slept, my lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done ; and thou shalt sleep again ; 


I will not bold thee long: if I do live, 

I will be good to thee. [Music, and a song. 

Thu is a sleepy tune. O murderous slumber, 

Lay’st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy. 

That plays thee music? Gentle knave, go^ night; 

1 will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee: 

If thou dost nod, thou break’st thy instrument; 

I'll take it from thee; and, good boy, good night. 

Let me see, let me see; is not the leaf turn’d down 
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think. 

EnUr the Ghost of CiGSAR. 

How ill this taper bums I Ha I who comes here ? 

I think it is the weakness of mine eyes 
That shapes this monstrous apparition. 

It comes upon me. Art thou any thing? 

Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil. 

That makest my blood cold and my hair to stare? 
Speak to me what thou art. 

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. 

Bru. Why comest thou? 

Ghost. To tell thee thou shalt see me at Philippi. 
Bru. Well; then I shall see thee again? 

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi. 

Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi, then. [Exit Ghost 
Now I have taken heart thou vanishest: 

111 spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. 

Boy, Lucius ! Varro ! Claudius ! Sirs, awake ! 

Claudius ! 

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false. 

Bru. He thinks he still is at his instrument. 

Lucius, aw’ake! 

Luc. My lord? 

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so criedst out ? 
Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

Bru. Yes, that thou didst : didst thou see any tiling ? 
Luc. Nothing, my lord. 

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius. Sirrah Claudius! 

[To Far] Fellow thou, awake 1 
For. My lord ? 

Clau. My lord ? 

Bru. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep? 
Far. Clau. Did we, my lord ? 

Bru. Ay: saw you any thing? 

Far. No, my lord, 1 saw nothing. 

Clau. Nor 1, my lord. 

Bru. Gh> and commend me to my brother Cassius; 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before. 

And we will follow. 

Far. Clau. It shall be done, my lord. [Exeunt 





ACT V. 


Scene L — Hu plaitu of PkUippi. 


Enter OcTXVius, Antony, and their Army. 

Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes sre answered: 

You said the enemy would not come down. 

But keep the hills and upper regions; 

It proves not so : their battles are at hand ; 

They mean to warn* us at Philippi here, •••■»«» 

Answering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it: they could be content 
To visit other places; and come down 
With fearful bravery,* thinking by this f.ice 
To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage; 

But ’tis not sa 

Enter a Messenger. 

Prepare you, generals: 

The enemy comes on in gallant show; 

Their blotmjr sign of battle is hung out. 

And something to be done immediately. 

Ant. Octavius, lead your battle softly on. 

Upon the left hand of the even field. 

Oct. Upon the right hand I; keep thou the left 
Ant. Why do you cross me in this exigent? 

Oct. I do not cross you; but I will do so. [ifarcA 

Drum. Elder Bbutus, Cassius, and their Army; 
Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, and othm. 

Bru. They stand, and would liave parley. 

Cae. Stand fast, Titinius: we must out and talk. 

Oct, Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle ? 

Ant. No, Caesar, we will answer on their chaige. 
Make forth; the generals would have some worda 
Oct. Stir not until the signal. 

Bru. Words before blows : is it so, countrymen ? 

Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do. 

Bru. Good words are better than bod strokes, Octavios. 
Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good words: 
Witness the hole you made in Caesai^s hear^ 

Crying, *Loog live! hail, Caesar!’ 

Cos. Antony, 

The posture of your blows are yet unknown ; 

But for your words, they rob the Hybla be^ 

And leave them honeyless. 


Ant. Not stingless too. 

Bru. 0, yes, and soundless too; 

For you have stol’n their buzzing, Antony, 

And very wisely threat before you sting. 

Aid. Villains, you did not so, when your vile daggers 
Hack’d one another in the sides of Caesar: 

You show’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like hounds. 
And bow’d like bondmen, kissing Caesar’s feet; 

Whilst damned Casca, lilu a cur, behind 
Struck Caesar on the neck. 0 you flatterers! 

Cae. Flatterers! Now, Brutus, thank yourself: 

This tongue had not offended so to-day, 

If Cassius might have ruled. 

Oct. Come, come, the cause : if arguing make us su^Blit, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops, 
liook; 

I draw a sword against conspirators; 

When think you that the sword goes up again ? 

Never, till Caesar’s three and thirty wounds 
Be well avenged; or till another Caesar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 

Bru. Caesar, thou canst not dio by traitors’ hands, 
Unless thou bring’st them with thee. 

Oct. So I hope; 

I was not bom to die on Brutus' sword. 

Bru. 0, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
Young man, thou couldst not die more honourable. 

Cae. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such honour. 
Join’d with a masker and a reveller! 

Ant. Old Cassius still! 

Oct. Come, Antony, away! 

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth: 

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field; 

If not, when you have stomacha 

[Eeeunt Oetaviue, Antony, and thoir army. 
Cae. Why, now, blow wind, swell billow, and swim 
bark! 

The storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. Ho, Lucilius! hark, a word with yon. 

Lucil. [Standing forth.'] My lord ? 

[Brutue and Lmline convtfee apaii. 

Cae. Messala! 

ifei. [SUiMing forth!] What says my general 1 
Cat. Menala, 
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This is mjr birth-day ; as this very day 
Was Cassius bom. Give me thy hand, Messala: 

Be thou my witness that against my will, 

As Pompey was, am I compeH’d to set 
Upon one battle all our libertiea 
You know that I held Epicurus strong 
And his opinion: now I change my mind. 

And partly credit things that do presage. 

Coming from Sardis, on our former* ensign 
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch’d. 

Gorging and feeding from our soldiers’ hands 
Who to Philippi here consorted us: 

This morning are they fled away and gone; 

And in their steads do ravens, crows, and kites. 

Fly o’er our heads and downward look on us. 

As wo were sickly prey: their shadows seem 
A canopy most fatal, under which 
Onr army lies, ready to give up the ghost, 
itfes. Believe not so. 

Cos. I but believe it partly; 

For I am fresh of spirit, and resolved 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

Bru. Even so, Lncilius. 

Cm. Kow, most noble Brutus, 

The gods to-day stand friendly, that we may. 

Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age 1 
But since the affairs of men rest still incertain. 

Let’s reason with the worst that may befall. 

If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak together: 

What are you then determined to dot 
Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself : I know not how. 

But I do find it cowardly and vile. 

For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life: arming myself with patience 
To stay the providence of some high powers 
That govern us below. 

Cm. Then, if we lose this battle, 

You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Borne? 

Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Romo; 
lie bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work the ides of March begun; 

And whether we shall meet again I know not. 

Therefore our everlasting farewell take: 

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius! 

If we do meet again, why, we shall smile; 

If not, why then, this parting was well made. 

Cos. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus! 

If we do meet again, we’ll smile indeed; 

If not, ’tis true Aiis parting was well made. 

Bru. Why, then, lead on. O, tliat a man might know 
The end of this day’s business ere it come! 

But it sufficeth that the day will end, 

And then the end is known. Come, ho ! away ! \ExeuiU. 

Scene II. — Hu tarn. Tlu fidd of battle. 

Alarum. Enter BncTus aiA Messala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give those bills 
Unto the l^ons on the other side. [Loud alarum. 
Let them set on at once; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius’ wing. 

And sudden push gives them the overthrow. 

Ride, ride; Mimala: let them all come dowa [Beeunt. 


Scene III. — Another part of the fidd. 

Alarums. Enter Cassius and TmNl0& 

Cm. 0, look, Titinitts, look, the villains fly! 

Myself have to mine own turn’d enemy : 

This ensign here of mine was turning back; 

I slew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit. 0 Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early; 

Who, having some advantage on Octavius, 

Took it too eagerly: bis soldiers fell to spoil. 

Whilst we by Antony are all enclosed. 

Enter PiNDAliUS. 

Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 

Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord : 

Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off. 

Cm. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius ; 
Are those my tents whe^ I perceive the fire? 

Tit. They are, my lord. 

Cm. Titinius, if thou lovest me, 

Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him. 

Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops. 

And here again; that I may rest assured 
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy. 

TU. I will be here again, even w'ith a thought [Exit. 
Cm. Go, Pindanis, get higher on that hill; 

My sight was ever thick; regard Titinius, 

And tell me what thou notest about the field. 

[Pindarus Mcends the hill. 
This day I breathed first: time is come round, 

And where I did begin, there shall I end; 

My life is run his compass. Sirrah, what news? 

Pin. [Above.'\ O my lord! 

Cm. What news? 

Pin. [Above.] Titinius is enclosed round about 
With horsemen, that make to him on the spur; 

Yet he spurs on. Now they are almost on him 
Now, Titinius! Now some light. 0, ho lights too. 

He’s ta’eiL [iSliout.] And, bark I they shout for joy. 

Cas. Come down, behold no more. 

0, coward that I am, to live so long. 

To see my best friend ta’en before my face ! 

Pindarus descends. 

Come hither, sirrah: 

In Partbia did I take thee prisoner; 

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life. 

That whatsoever I did bid thee do, 

Thon shouldst attempt it Como now, keep thine oath; 
Now be a freeman: and with this good sword. 

That ran through Csesar’s bowels, search this bosom. 
Stand not to answer: here, take thou the hilts; 

And, when my face is cover’d, as ’tis now. 

Guide thou the sword. [Pindarus stabs him] Caesar, 
thou art revenged. 

Even with the sword that kill’d thee. [Pies. 

Pin. So, 1 am free; yet would not so have been. 
Durst I have done my will 0 Cassius, 

Far from this country Pindarus shall run. 

Where never Roman shall take note of him. [Exit. 

Be-enter Titinius loith Messala. 

Afes. It is but change,* Titinius ; for Octavius * 

Is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power. 

As Cassius’ l^ons are by Antony. 

Tit. These tidings will well comfort Cassius, 
ilfes. Where did you leave him? 

TVt. All disconsolate. 

With Pindarus his bondman, on this bill 
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Ma. Is not that he that lies upon the ground? 

Til. He lies not like the living. 0 my heart 1 
Mts. Is not that he? 

TiL No, this was he, Messala, 

But Cassius is no more. O setting sun. 

As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night. 

So in his red blora Cassius’ day is set; 

The sun of Borne is setl Our day is gone; 

Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are done! 
Mistrust of my success hath done this deed. 

Mtt. Mistrust of good success hath done this deed. 
0 hateful error, melancholy’s child. 


Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? 0 error, soon conceived, 
Thou never comest unto a happy birth. 

But kill’st the mother that engender’d thee ! 

TU. What, Piudarus! where art thou, Pindarus? 

Mes. Seek him, Titinius, whilst I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his ears; I may say, thrusting it; 

For piercing steel and darts envenomed 
Shall as welcome to the ears of Brutus 
As tidings of this sight. 

Tit. Hie you. Messala, 



And I will seek for Pindarus the while. ^Exit Meaaala. 
Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassias? 

Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory. 

And bid me give it thee ? Didst thou not hear their shouts ? 
Alas, thou hast misconstrued every thing! 

But, hold the^ take this garland on thy brow ; 

Th^ Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
Wm do his bidding. Brutus, come apace. 

And see how I r^rded Cains Cassiua 
By your leave, gods : — this is a Boman’s part : 

Come!, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinins’ heart 

[KUU Umdf. 


Alarum. Bt-tnltr Messala, with BRimjs, yoiih^ Cato, 
Strato, VoLUMMius, and Luciuua 

Bra. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie? 

Mtt. Lo, yonder, and Titmius mourning it 
Bru. Titinius’ face is upward. 

Cato. He is slain. 

Bru. 0 Julius Csesar, thou art mighty yeti 
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our sworda 
In our own proper entrails. \Lm» alarwnt. 

CaJto. Brave Titinius ! 

Look, whether he have not crown’d dead Cassius! 

Bru. Ai% yet two Bomans living such as these? 
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The lost of all the Bomans, fare thee vrell! 

It ie impoMible that ever ^me 
Should breed thy fellow. Finends, I owe more tears 
To this dead man than you shall see me pay. 

I shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time. 

Come, therefore, and to Thasos send his body: 

His funerals shall not be in our camp. 

Lest it discomfort us. Lucilius, come; 

And come, young Cato; let us to the field. 

Labeo and Flavius, set our battles on: 

'Us three o’clock; and, Homans, yet ere night 
We shall try fortune in a second fight [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — AiudJur part of the field. 

Alarum. Enter figlUing, Soldiers of both armies; then 
Brutus, young Cato, Lucilius, and others. 

Bru. Yet, countrymen, 0, yet hold up your heads! 
Cato, What bastard doth not ? Who will go with me 7 
I will proclaim my name about the field: 

1 am the son of Marcus Cato, ho! 

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend; 

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho! 

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I; 

Brutus, my country’s friend ; know me for Brutus ! [Exit. 

Ludl. 0 young and noble Cato, art thou down? 
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius; 

And mnyst be honour’d, being Cato’s son. 

First Sold. Yield, or thou diest. i 

LueU. Only I yield to die: 

Thei-e is so much that thou wilt kill me straight; 

[pffermg money. 

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death. 

First Sold. We must not. A noble prisoner ! 

Sec. Sold. Boom, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta’en. 
First Sold. I’ll tell the news. Here comes the 
general. 

Enter Antony. 

Brutus is ta’en, Brutus is ta’en, my lord. 

Ant. Where is he? 

Lueil. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough : 

I dare assure thee that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: 

The gods defend him from so great a shame! 

When you do find him, or alive or dead. 

He will be found like Brutus, like himself. 

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend; but, I assure you, 
A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe ; 

Give him all kindness: I had rather have 
Such men my friends than enemies. Go on. 

And see whether Brutus be alive or dead; 

And bring us word unto Octavius’ tent 

IIow every thing is chanced. [Exeunt. 

Scene V . — Another part of (he field. 

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Gurus, Strato, and 
VOLUUNIUS. 

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this rock. 
Cli. Statilius show’d the torch-lighl^ but, my lord. 

He came not back : he is or ta’en or shun. 

Bru, Sit thee down, Clitus: slaying is the word; 

It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus. [Whispers. 
Cli. What, I, my lord? No, not for all the world. 
Bru. Peace then! no words. 


Cli. I’ll rather kill myself. 

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius. [Whiy)ers. 

Bar. Shall I do such a deed? 

Cli. 0 Dardaniiu ! 

Dar. O Clitus! 

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to thee? 

Dar. To kill him, Clitus. Look, he meditates. 

Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of grief. 

That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; list a word. 

Vbl. What says my lord? 

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius: 

The ghost of Caesar hath appear’d to me 
Two several times by night; at Sardis once, 

And, this last night, here in Philippi fields: 

I know my hour is come. 

Vol. Not so, my lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am sure, it is, Volumnius, 

Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 

Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [Low alarums 

It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, 

Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 

Thou know’st that we two went to school together; 
Even for that our love of old, I prithee. 

Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I nin on it. 

Vol. That's not an ofiice for a friend, my lord. 

[Alarum still. 

Cli. Fly, fly, my lord; there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewell to you ; and you ; and yon, Volumnius. 
Strato, thou hast been aU this while asleep; 

Farewell to thee too, Strato. Countrymen, 

My heart doth joy that yet in all my life 
I found no man W he was true to me. 

I shall have glory by this losing day 
More than Octavius and Mark Antony 
By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 

So fare yon well at once; for Brutus’ tongue 
Hath almost ended his life’s history : 

Night hangs upon mine eyes; my bones would rest. 
That have but labour’d to attain this hour. 

[Alarum. Cry within, ‘Fly, fly, fly I’ 
Cli. Fly, my loni, fly. 

Bru. Hence! I will follow. 

[Exeunt Clitus, Dardanius, and Volumnius. 
I prithee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord; 

Thou art a fellow of a good respect; 

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it: 

Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face. 

While I do run upon it Wilt thou, Strato? 

Stra. Give me your hand first Fare you well, my 
lord. 

Bru. Farewell, good Strato. [Runs on his sword!\ 
Caesar, now be still: 

I kill’d not thee with half so good a will. [Dies. 

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Octavius Antony, Messala, 
Luciuus, and the Array. 

Oct. What man is that? 

Mies. My master’s man. Strato, where is thy master ? 
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Messala: 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him; 

For Brutus only overcame himself; 

And no man else hath honour by his death. 

Lueil. So Brutus should be found. I thank thee, 
Brutus, 

That thou hast proved Lucilius* saying true. 

Oct. All that served Brutus, I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me? 
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jSilra. Ay, if Meesala will prefer me to you. 

Oct. Do so, good Messala. 

Mcs. How died my master, Strato? 

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it 
Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the latMt senrioe to my master. 

Ant. This was the noblest Soman of them all: 
All the conspiratoia save only he 
Did that they did in envy of great Ctesar; 

He only, in a general honest thought 


And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up 
And say to all the world, * This was a man r 
0^. According to his virtue let us use him. 
With all respect and rites of burial 
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie. 
Most like a soldier, order'd honourably. 

So call the field to rest; and let’s away. 

To part the glories of this happy day. 



\_Extunt. 
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Scene I. — Alexandria. 


Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

PhL Naj, but this dotage of our mnexal’s 
O’erflows the measure: those his goodly eyes. 

That o’er the flies and musters of the war 
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn, 
VOLIL 


ACT I. 

A room in Cleopatra’s palace. 

The office and devotion of their view 
I^n a tawny front: his captain’s heart, 

'V^ch in the scuffles of great fights hath burst 
The buckles on his breast, rentes all temper, 
And is become the bellows and the fan 
To cool a gipsy's lust 
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Fhuruih . Enter AMTomr, Cleopatra, her Ladiea, the Train, 
with Eunuchs /annin{j her. 

Look, 'where they come: 

Take but good note, and you shall see iu him 
The triple pillar of the world transform’d 
Into a strumpet’s fool: behold and see. 

Cleo. If it he love indeed, tell me how much. 

Arti. There’s beggary in the love that can be 
reckon’d. 

Cleo. I’ll set a bourn how far to be beloved. 

Ant. Then must thou needs find out new heaven, 
new earth. 

E?iter an Attendant. 

Att. News, my good lord, front Rome. 

Ant. Grates me: the sum. 

Cleo. Nay, hear them, Antony: 

Fulvia perchance is angry; or, who knows 
If the scarce-bearded Csssar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, 'Do this, or this; 

Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that; 

Perfomi’t, or else we damn thee.’ 

Ant. How, my love! 

Cleo. Perchance! nay, and most like: 

You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
Is come from Csesar; therefore hear it, Antony. 

Where’s Fulvia’s process P Cmsar's I would say? both? 
Call in the messengers. As I am Egypt’s queen. 

Thou blushest, Antony ; and that blmd of thine 
b Caesar’s homager: else so thy cheek pays shame 
When shrill-tongued Fulvia scolds. The messengers! 

Ant. Let Rome in Tiber melt, and the wide arch 
Of the ranged empire fall! Here is my space. 
Kin^oms are clay: our dungy earth alike 
Fee& beast as man : the nobleness of life 
Is to do thus; when such a mutual pair [Embracing. 
And such a twain can do’t, in which I bind. 

On pain of punishment, the world to weet 
We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood I 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? 

I’ll seem the fool I am not; Antony 
Will be himself 

Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra. 

Now, for the love of Love and her soft hours. 

Let’s not confound the time with conference harsh: 
There’s not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now. What sport to-night? 

Cleo. Hear the ambassadors. 

Ant. Fie, 'wrangling queen! 

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh. 

To weep; whose every passion fullv strives 
To make itself, in th^ &ir and aamired! 

No messenger, but thine ; and all alone 
To-night we’ll wander through the streets and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen; 

Last night you did desire it: speak not to us. 

[Ibseunt Ant. and Cleo. with their train. 
Dem. Is Caesar with Antonius prized so slight? 

Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 

He comes too short of that great property 
Which atm should go with Antony. 

Dem. I am full sorry 

That ho approves the common liar,* who 
l^us speaks of him at Rome : Imt I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy! [Eeeunt. 


Scene II . — The same. Ariother room. 

Enter Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a Soothsayer. 

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most amy thing 
Alexas, almost most a^lute Alexas, where's the sooth- 
sayer that you praised so to the queen? 0, that I 
knew this husband, which, you say, must charge bis 
horns vrith garlands! 

A/aa Soothsayer I 

8o<4,h. Your will? 

Char. Is this the man ? Is’t you, sir, that know 
things? 

SboiA. In nature’s infinite book of secrecy 
A little I can read. 

Alex. Show him your hand. 

Enter ENOBARBua 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine enough 
Cleopatra’s h^th to drink. 

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. 1 make not, but foresee. 

Char. Pray then, foresee me one. 

SoiAh. You shall be yet far furer than you ore. 

C%ar. He means in flesh. 

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid! 

Alex. Vex not his prescience; be attentive. 

Char. Hush I 

Sooth. You shall be more beloving than beloved. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

AUx. Nay, hear him. 

CAar. Good now, some excellent fortune! Let me 
be married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow 
them all: let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod 
of Jewry may do homage : find me to marry me with 
Octavius Crnsar, and companion me with my mistress. 

So<th. You shall outlive the lady whom you serve. 

Char. O excellent! I love lone life better than figs. 

Soolh. You have seen and proved a fairer former fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my children shell have no names :' 
prithee, how many boys and wenches must I have? 

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 

And fertile every wish, a million. 

Char. Out, fool! I forgive thee for a witch. 

AUx. You think none but your sheets are privy to 
your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We’ll know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, shall 
be— drunk to bed. 

Iras. There’s a palm presages chastity, if nothing dse. 

Char. E’en as the o’erflowmg Nilus presageth famine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot soothsay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a friiitfiil prog- 
nostication, I cannot scratch mine ear. Prithee^ tell her 
but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but how, give me particulart 

Sooth. I have said. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than she? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortuBe better 
than I, where womd you choose it? 

Iras. Not in my husband’s nose. 

Char, Our worser thoughts heavens mend I Alexas 
—come, his fortune, his fortune! 0, let him many a 
woman that cannot go, sweet Uis, I beseech thee! and 
let her die too, and give him a worse! and let worse 
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follow woisOf till tho wotst of nil follow him l&ushiiiff 
to his grave, fifty-fold a cuckold I Good Isis, hear ^ 
this prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more 
weight; good Isis, I beseech thee! 

Iraa. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of the 
people t for, u it is a heart-breaking to see a handsome 
man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to behold a 
foul knave uncuckolded : therefore, dear Isis, keep decorum, 
and fortune him accordingly! 

Char. Amen. 

Alex, lo, now, if it lay in their hands to make me 
a cuckold, they would make themselves whores, but 
they*ld do’t! 

Mno. Hush! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not ho; tho queen. 

Enter Cleopatiu. 

CUo. Saw you my lord? 

Ena. No, lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here? 


Char. No, madam. 

Cleo. He was disposed to mirth; but on the sudden 
A Boman thought hath struck him Enobarbus! 

Ena. Madam ? 

CUo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where’s Alexas ? 
Alex. Here, at your service. My lord approaches. 
CUo. We will not look upon him : go with us. [Exeunt. 

EfUer Amtomy with a Messenger and Attendants. 

Mesa. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 

Ant. Against my Irother Lucius? 

Mess. Ay : 

But soon that war had end, and the time’s state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force ’gainst Caesar ; 
Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 

Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

Ant. Well, what worst? 

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward. On: 
Things that arc past are done with me. ’Tis thus; 



Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 

I hear him as he flatter’d. 

Mm, Labienus — 

This is stiff news — ^hath, with his Parthian force. 
Extended* Asia from Euphrates; *****' 

His conquering banner shook from Syria 
To Lydia and to Ionia; 

Whilst- 

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say— 

Mess. O. *ny 

Ani. Speak to me home, mince not the general tongue : 
Name Cleopatra as she is call’d in Borne; 

Bail thou in Fulvia’s phrase; and taunt my faults 
With such ftill license as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. 0, then we Wng forth weeds, 
When our quick minds lie still; and our ills told us 
Is as our earing.* Fare thee well awhile. _ 

Mess. At your noble pleasura [Exsi. 

Ani. From Sioyon, ho, the news! Speak there! 
First AU, The man from Sicyon— is there such an one? 


Sec. Att. He stays upon your will. 

Ant. Let him appear. 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break. 

Or lose myself in dotage. 

Enter another Messenger. 

What are you? 

See. Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

Ani. Where died she? 

See. Mess. In Sicyon: 

Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. [Oives a Utter. 
Ant. Forbear ma 

[&at See. Messenger. 

There’s a great spirit gone! Thus did I desire it: 
What our contempt doth often hurl from us, 

We wish it ours ag^; the present pleasure, 

^ revolution lowering, does become ^ 

The opposite of itself: she’s good, being gone; 

The Imnd could pluck her back that shoved her oa 
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I roost from this enchanting queen break off: 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know, 

M/ idleness doth hatch. How now! Enobarbusl 

Be-tnter Enobabbus. 

Eno. What’s your pleasure, sir? 

AiU. I roust with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women : we see how 
mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they suffer our de- 
parture, death’s the word. 

Ant. I roust be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women die: 
it were pity to cast them away for nothing; though, 
between them and a great cause, they should be es- 
teemed nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the least noise 
of this, dies instantly ; 1 have seen her die twenty times 
upon far poorer moment: 1 do think there is mettle in 
death, which commits some loving act upon her, she 
hath such a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man’s thought 

Eno. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of nothing 
but the finest part of pure love : we cannot call her 
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winds and waters sighs and tears; they are greater 
storms and tempests than almanacs can report: this 
cannot be canning in her ; if it be, she makes a shower 
of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. Would 1 had never seen her! 

Eno. 0, sir, you had then left unseen a wonderful 
piece of work; which not to have been blest withal 
wotild have discredited your travel 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir? 

AfU. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia ! 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, sive the gods a thankful sacrifice. 
When it pleaseth weir deities to take the wife of a 
man from him, it shows' to man the tailors of tlie 
earth ; comforting therein, that when old robes are worn 
out, there are members to make new. If there were no 
more women but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, 
and the case to be lamented : this grief is crowned with 
consolation; your old smock brings forth a new petti- 
coat: and indeed the teats live in an onion that should 
water this sorrow. 



Ant. The business she hath broached in the state 
Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno. And the business you have broached here can- 
not be without you ; especimly that of Cleopatra’s, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. Ho more ^ght answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of our expedience* to the queen, »siiirt4tt». 
And get her leave to part For not tuone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches. 

Do strongly speak to us; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving fnends in Homo 
Petition us at home: Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Ctesar, and comnunds 
The empire of the sea: our slippery people, 

'Whose love is never link’d to the deserver 
Till his deserts are past, begin to throw 
Pompey the Great and all his dignities 
Upon his son; who, hmh in name and power. 

Higher than both in brood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier: whose quality, going on, 

The sides o’ the world may danger :> much is breeding, 
Which, like the courser's hair, hath yet but life. 

And not a serpenVs poison. Say, our pleasure; 


To such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno. 1 shall do’k {Exewni. 

ScENB III . — The same. AwAher room. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexa& 

Cleo. 'Where is he ? 

Char, I did not see him sinca 

Cleo. See where he is, who’s with him, what he does : 
I ^d not send you : if you find him sad. 

Say I am dancing; if in mirth, report 

That I am sadden sick: quick, and return. [JRq{f Alexas. 

Char. Madam, methinl^ if you did love him dearly, 
Ton do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. 'What should I do, I do nbt? 

Char. In eadi thing give him way, cross him in 
nothing. 

CUo. Thou teachest like a fool ; the way to lose him. 
Char. Tempt him not so too far; I wish, forbear: 

In time we/hate that which we often fear. 

But here colnes Antony. 
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Svitr Antony. 

CUo. I am sick and sallen. 

I sm sorry’ to give breathing to my purpose— 
CUo. Help me away, dear Charmian; I shwl fall; 

It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it. 

Aid. Now, my dearest queen — 

CUo. Pray you, stand farther from me. 

Aid. What’s the matter? 

Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there’s some good news. 
What says the married woman ? You may go : 

Would she had never given you leave to come! 

Let her not say ’tis I that keep you here: 

I have no power upon you; hers you are. 

Ant. The gods best know — 

CUo. 0, never was there queen 

So mightily betray’d! yet at the first 
I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra — 

Cieo. Why should I think you can be mine and true. 
Though you in swearing shake the throned gods. 

Who have been false to Fulvia? Riotous 
To be entangled with those inouth*made vows. 

Which break themselves in swearing! 

Ant. Most sweet queen — 

CUo. Nay, nray you, seek no colour for your going. 
But bid farewell, and go: when you sued staying. 

Then was the time for words; no going then; 

Eternity was in our lips and eyes. 

Bliss in our brows’ bent; none our parts so poor. 

But was a rabc of heaven : they- are so still. 

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world. 

Art turn’d the greatest liar. 

Aid. How now, lady! 

CUo. I would I had thy inches ; thou shouldst know 
There were a heart in E^[]rpt. 

Ant. Hear me, queen: 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services awhile: but my full heart 
Remains in use ^ with you. Our Italy ^ 

Shines o’er with civil swords: Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome: 

Equality of two domestic powers 

Breed scrupulous faction: the hated, grown to strength. 
Are newly grown to love: the condemn’d Pompey, 

Rich in his fathra's honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thrived 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten; 

And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change: my more particular. 

And that which most with you should safe my going. 

Is Fidvia’s death. 

CUo. Though age from folly could not give me freedom. 
It does from childishness : can Fulvia die ? 

Ant. She’s dead, my queen: 

Look here, and at thy sovereign leisure read 
The garboils* she awaked; at the last^ best, * 

-See when and where she died. 

CUe. 0 most false love! 

Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill 
With sorrowful water? Now I see, I see, 

In Fulvia’s death, how mine received shcdl be. 

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepared to know 
The purposes I bear; which ore, or cease. 

As yon shall give the advice. By the fire 
That quickens Nilus^ slime, I go from hence 
Thy soldier, servant; making peace or war 
As thou afTeot'sh 


CUo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come; 

But let be: I am quickly ill, and well. 

So Antony loves. 

Ant. My precious queen, forbear; 

And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An honourable trial. 

CUo. So Fulvia told me. 

1 prithee, turn aside and weep for her; 

Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears 
Belong to Egypt: good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You’ll heat my blood: no more. 

Cleo. You can do better yet; but this is meetly. 

Aid. Now, by my sword — 

CUo. And target Still he mends; 

But this is not the best Look, prithee, Charmian, 

How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chief. 

Ant. I^ leave you, lady. 

CUo. Courteous lord, one word. 

Sir, you and I must part, but that’s not it: 

Sir, you and I have loved, but there’s not it; 

That you know well: something it is I would — 

O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 

And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

~CUo. ’Tis sweating labour 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But sir, forgive me; 

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you : your honour calls you hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 

And all the gods go with you! upon your sword 
Sit laurel victory! and smooth success 
strew’d before your feet! 

Ant. Let us go. Come ; 

Our separation so abides, and flies. 

That thou, residing here, go’st yet with me. 

And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 

Away I \Exmid. 

SCENR IV. — Bome. CiGSAR’s house. 

Elder Octavius CiSSAR, reading a letter, Lepidus, 
and their Train. 

Cces. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know. 

It is not Csesar’s natural vice to hate 

Our great competitor: from Alexandria 

This is the news : he fishes, drinks, and wastes 

The lamps of night in revel ; is not more manlike 

Than Cleopatra; nor the queen of Ptolemy 

More womanly than he ; hardly gave audience, or 

Vouchsafed to think he had partners : you shall find there 

A man who is the abstract of all faults 

That all men foUow. 

Xgr. I must not think there are 

Evils enow to darken all his goodness: 

His faults in him seem as the spots of heaven. 

More fiery by night’s blackness; hereditary. 

Bather than punmased; what he cannot change, 

Ilian what he chooses. 

Cces. You are too indulgent Let us grant, it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bw of Ptolemy; 

To give a kingdom for a mirth; to sit 
i^d keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
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With knaves that smell of sweat: say this becomes him — 

As his composure must be nu-e indeed 

Whom these thin^ cannot blemish — ^yet must Antony 

No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 

So great weight in his lightness. If he Ail'd 

His vacancy with his voluptuousness, 

Full surfeits, and the dryness of his tones, 

Call on him* for't: but to confound such time, 

That drums him fiom his sport, and speaks as loud 
As his own state and ours — 'tie to be cl^d 
As we rate toys, who, being mature in knowledge. 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure. 

And so rebel to judgment 

EiUer a Messenger. 

Lep. Here’s more news. 

Mess. Thy bidding have been done ; and every hour. 
Most noble Csesar, wait thou have lepoit 
How 'tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea; 

And it appears he is beloved of those 
That only have fear'd Csesar: to the ports 
The discontents repair, and men’s reports 
Give him much wrong’d. 

Cm. I should have known no less. 

It hath been taught us from the primal state. 

That he which is was wish'd until he were; 

And the ebb’d man, ne’er loved till ne’er worth love. 
Comes dear’d by being lack’d. This common body. 

Like to a vagatond flag upon the stream. 

Goes to and back, lackeying the varying tide. 

To rot itself with motion. 

Mm. Csesar, 1 bring thee word, 

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates. 

Make the sea serve them, which they ear* and wound 
With keels of every kind: many hot inroads »"««»• 
They make in Italy; the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on’t, and flush youth revolt: 

No vessel can peep forth, but ’tis as soon 
Taken as seen; for Pompey’s name strikes more 
Than could his war resisted. 

Cm. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassails. When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew’st 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow; whom thou fought’st against, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer: thou didst drink 
The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle 
Which beasts would cough at: thy palate then did deign 
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge; 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets. 

The barks of trees thou browsed'st; on the Alps 
It is reported thou didst eat strange flesh. 

Which some did die to look on : and all this — 

It wounds thine honour that I speak it now — 

Was tome so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank’d not 

Lip. ’Tis pity of him. 

Cm. Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Borne: 'tis time we twain 
Did show ourselves i’ the field ; and to that end 
Assemble we immediate oonncil: Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Ltp. To-morrow, Cnsar, 

I shall be famish’d to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can to able 
To front this present time. 

Cm. Till which encounter. 

It is my business too. Farewell 


Lip, Farewell, my lord : what you shall know mean- 
time 

Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir. 

To let me to partaker. 

Cm Doubt not, sir; 

I knew it for my bond. [Atounl 

Scene Y.—Altxandria. Cleopatha’s ^aee. 

Enter Cleopatba, Chabmian, Ibas. and Mabdian. 

Cko. Channian t 
Char. Madam ? 

Cteo. Ha, ha I 

Give me to drink mandragora. 

Char. Why, madam T 

CUo. That I might sleep out tl^ great gap of time 
My Antony is away. 

Char. You think of him too much. 

Cleo. 0, ’tis treason! 

Char. Madam, I trast, not so. 

CUo. Thou, eunuch Mardianl 
Mar. What’s your highness’ pleasure? 

CUo. Not now to hear thee sing; I take no pleasure 
In aught an eunuch has: ’tis well for thee. 

That, being unseminar’d, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affections? 

Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 

CUo. Indeed ! 

Mar. Not in deed, madam; for 1‘can do nothing 
But what indeed is honest to to done: 

Yet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mats. 

CUo. 0 Channian, 

Where think’st thou he is now ? Stands he, or sits he ? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 

0 happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony! 

Do bravely, horse! for wot’st thou whom thou movest? 
The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm ^ 

And burgonet of men. He’s speaking now, 

Or murmuring, ‘Where’s my serpent of old Nile?' 

For so he caUs me : 'now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison. Hunk on me, 

That am with Phoebus’ amorous pinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Csesar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey 
Would stand and make his eyes grow in my brow; 
There would he anchor his aspect and die 
With looking on his life. 

Enter Alexas, from Cjbsm. 

AUx. Sovereim of Egjrpt, hail! 

CUo. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony! 

Yet, coming froiff him, that great medicine hath 
With his tmct gilded thee. 

How goes it with mv .brave Mark Antony? 

Afem Last thing he did, dear queen. 

He kiss’d — the last of many doubled kisses — ‘ 

This orient* pearl His speech sticks in my heart 
CUo. Mine ear must pluek it thence. 

AUx. ‘Good friend,’ quoth he, 

‘Say, the firm Homan to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an oyster; at whose foot, 

To mend the petfy pi^nt, I will piece 

Her opulent throne with kingdoms; all the eBEt 

Say thou, shall call her mistress.’ So he nodded. 

And soberly did mount a termagant steed. 

Who neigh’d so that what I would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb’d by him. 
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CUo. What, was he sad or merry? 

AUx, Like to the time o' the year between the extremes 
Of hot and cold, he was nor sad nor merry. 

CUo. 0 well-divided disposition! Note him. 

Note him, good Channian, His the man; but note him: 
He was not sad, for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his; he was not merry. 
Which seem'd to tell them his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy ; but between both : 

0 heavenly mingle ! ^’st thou sad or merry. 

The violence of either thee becomes. 

So does it no man else. Met'st thou my posts 7 
Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers: 

W^ do you send so thick ? 

uUo. Who's born that day 

When I forget to send to Antony, 

Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charmian. 


Welcome, my good Alexas. Did 1, Channian, 

Ever love Caesar so? 

Char. O that brave Caesar! 

CUo. Be choked with such another emphuis ! 

Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Caesar! 

CUo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth. 

If thou with Caesar paragon again 
My man of men. 

Char. By your most gracious pardon, 

I sing but after you 

CUo. My salad days. 

When I was green in judgment : cold in blood. 

To say as I said then! But, come, away; 

Get me ink and paper: 

He shall have every day a several greeting. 

Or I'll unpeople Egypt. {J^xunt. 



ACT 

SoENK I. — Mtmna. 

Enter Fompey, Msnec&ates, and Menas, 
tft warlike tnarmer. 

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Afene. Know, worthy Fompey, 

That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, decays 
The thing we sue for. 

Mene. Wo, ignorant of oursdves, 

Beg often our own hams, which the wise powers 
Denv ns for our good; so find we profit 
By losing of our prayers. 


II. 

Pojcpey's house. 

Pom. I shall do well: 

The people love me, and the sea is mine; 

My powers are crescent, end my auguring hope 
Says it wiU come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors: Cffisar gets money where 
He loses hearts: Lepidus flatters both. 

Of both is flatter'd ; but he neither loves, 

Nor either cares for him. 

jfen. Cmsar and Lepidus 

Are in the field: a mighty strength they carry. 

Pom. I^ere have you this? 'tis false. 

Afon. Ftom Silvius, sir. 



376 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATEA. 


[Act II. 


r<nn. He dreams : I know they are in Borne together, 
Looking for Antony. But all the charms of love, 

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy waned lip I 

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both I 

Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts. 

Keep his brain fuming; Epicurean cooks 
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite; 

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour 
Even till a Lethe’d dulness! 

£rUtr Varwus. 

How now, Varriuat 

Far. This is most certain that I shall deliver: 

Mark Antony is every hour in Borne 
Expected: since he went from Egypt 'tis 
A space for further travel. 

Font. I could have given less matter 

A better car. Menas, 1 did not think 
This amorous surfeiter would have donn'd his helm 
For such a petty war: his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain: but let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 



Can from tlie lap of Egypt’s widow pluck 
The ne’er-lust-wearied Antony. 

Mm. I cannot hope 

Caesar and Antony shall well greet together: 

His wife that’s dead did trespasses to Caesar; 

His brother warr’d upon him; although, I think. 

Not moved by Antony. 

PoTO. I know not, Menas, 

How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 

Were’t not that we stand up against them all, 

Twere pr^^nant they should square* between themselves ; 
For they have entertained cause enough tawnd 

To draw their swords : but how the rear of us 
Itlay cement their divisions and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 

Be’t u our gods will have’t! It only stamds 
Our lives upon to use our strongest hands. 

Come, Menas. [Exeunf. 

ScsNB II. — Some. The htnue of Lepidur 
Enter Enobasbcs and icPiDxra. 

Ltp. Qood Enobarbus, 'tie a worthy deed. 


And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 

Eno. 1 shall entreat him 

To answer like himself: if Caesar move him. 

Let Antony look over Caesar’s head 
And speidc as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 

Were 1 the wearer of Antonius’ beara, 

I would not shave’t to-day. 

Lep. ’Tis not a time 

For private stomaching. 

Eno. Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then bom in’t. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way. 

Eno. Not if the small come first 

Zap. Your speech is passion: 

But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 


Enter Antony and Ventidios. 

Eno. And yonder, Caesar. 

Enter CiGSAn, Mbognas, and Agrifpa. 

Ant. If we compose well here, to Parthia: 

Hark, Ventidius. 

Ctes. I do not know, 

Mecaenas; ask Agrippa. 

Zap. Noble friends, 

That which combined us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What’s amiss. 

May it be gently heard: when we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds: then, noble partners. 

The rather, for I earnestly beseech. 

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms, 

Nor curstness grow to the matter. 

AtU. 'Tis spoken well. 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 

I should do thus. [Flourish. 

Cces. Welcome to Borne. 

Ant. Thank you. 

Cees. ' Sit. 

Ant. Sit, sir. 

Case. Nay, then. 

AiU. I leam, you take things ill which are not so. 
Or being, concern you not. 

Case. I must be laugh'd at. 

If, or for nothing or a little, I 

Should say myself offended, and with you 

Chiefly i’ the world; more laugh’d at, that I should 

Once name you derogately, when to sound your name 

It not concern’d me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt, Cecsar, 

What was’t to you? 

Case. No moiB than my residing here at Borne 
Might be to you in Egypt: yet, if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 

Ant. How intend you, practised? 

Ctee. You may be pleased to catch at mine intent 
By what did here befal me. Your vrife and ^ther 
Made wars upon me; and their contestation - 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war. 

AiU. You do mistake your bosineBs ; my Iffolber never 
Did urge me in his act: I did inquire it; 

And have my learning from some true reports^ 

That drew their swor& with you. Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours. 

And make ^he wars i^e against my stomach, 

Having alike your cause? Of this my letters 
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Beforo did satisfy you. If you’ll patch a quarrel, 

As matters whole you have not to make it with, 

It must not bo with this. 

C<Bi. » You praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgment to me ; but 
You patch’d up your excuses. 

Ant. Not so, not so; 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on’t. 

Very necessity of this thought, that I, 

Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 

I would you had her spirit in such another: 

The third o’ the world is yours; which with a snaffle 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. Would we had all such wives, that the men 
might go to wars with the women! 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her garboils, Caesar, 

Made out of her impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too, I grieving grant 
Did you too much disquiet: for that you must 
But say, I could not help it. 

Cm. I wrote to you 

When rioting in Alexandria; you 
Did pocket up my letters, ond with taunts 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

Ho fell upon mo ere admitted: then 
Three kings 1 had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what 1 was i’ the morning: but next day 
1 told him of myself; which was as much 
As to have ask'd him pardon. Let this fellow 
Bo nothing of our strife; if we contend, 

Out of our question wipe him. 

Cm. You have broken 

The article of your oath; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Lfp. Soft, Caesar ! 

Ant. No, 

Lepidus, let him speak: 

The honour is sacred which he talks on now. 

Supposing that I lack’d it. But, on, Caesar; 

The article of my oath. 

Cass. To lend me arms and aid when I required them ; 
The which you both denied. 

Ani. Neglected, rather ; 

And then when poison'd hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 

I’ll play the penitent to you: but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it Truth is, that Fulvia, 

To have mo out of Egypt, made wars here; 

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

'Tis noble spoken. 

Mee. If it might please you, to enforce no furtlier 
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite 
Were to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atone you. 

Lep. Worthily spoken, Meceenas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another’s love for the 
instant, you may, when you hear no more wonls of 
PomjMy, return it again : you shall have time to wrangle 
in umon you have nothing else to do. 

AtU. Thou art a soldier only: speak no more. 

Eno. Thai truth should be silent I had almost forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this presence; therefore speak no mora 

Eno. Go to, then; your considerate stona 
VOL n. 


Cm. I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech; for’t cannot be 
We shall remain in friendship, our * conditions * 

So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 

What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge to edge 

O’ the world I would pursue it. 

Agr. Give me leave, Csesar — 

Cm. Speak, Agrippa. 

Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother’s side. 
Admired Octavia: great Mark Antony 
I."} now a widower. 

CcBs. Say not so, Agrippa: 

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserved of rashness. 

AtU. I am not married, Csesar: let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity. 

To make you brothers, aud to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife; whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men ; 

Whose virtue and whoso general graces speak 
That which none else can utter. By this maniage. 

All little jealousies, which now seem great. 

And all great fears, which now import their dangers. 
Would then be nothing: truths would be tales. 

Where now half tales be truths: her love to both, 
Woidd, each to other and all loves to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what 1 have spoke; 

For 'tis a studied, not a present thought. 

By duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Caesar speak? 

Cm. Not till he hears how Antony is touch’d 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 

If I would say, ‘Agrippa, be it so,’ 

To make this good? 

Cm. The power of Cresar, and 

His power unto Octavia. 

Ant. ' May I never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows. 

Dream of impediment ! Let me have thy hand : 

Further this act of grace; and from this hour 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves 
And sway our great designs! 

Cm. There is my hand. 

A sister I bequeath yon, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly: let her live 
To join our kingdoms and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again I 
Lep. Happily, amen! 

Ant. I did not think to draw my sword ’gainst 
Pompey ; 

For he hath laid strange courtesies and great 
Of late upon me: I must thank him only. 

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report; 

At heel of thaf^ defy him. 

Lip. Time calls upon’s; 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought. 

Or else he seeks out us. 

AiU. Where lies ho? 

Cm. About the mount Misenum. 

Ant. What is his strength by land ? 

Cm. Great and increasing: but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 

ArU. So is the fame. 

Would wo had spoke together! Haste we for it: 

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, dispatch we 
The business we have talk’d of. 

48 
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Cce$, With most gladness; 

And do invite you to my sister’s view. 

Whither straight 111 lead you. 

AnA. Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack your company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain mo. 

[/VourisA Exeunt Ceesar, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Mee. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno. Half the heart of Caesar, worthy MecaenasI 
My honourable friend, Agrippa ! 

Ayr. Good Enobarbusj 

Mee. We have cause to be glad that matters are so 
well digested. You stayed well by't in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sir; we did sleep day out of countenance, 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Mee. Eight wild-boars roasted whole at a breakfast, 
and but twelve persons there ; is this true 1 

Eno. This was but m a fly by an eagle : wo had much 
more monstrous matter of feast, which worthily deserved 
noting. 

Mee. She’s a most triumphant lady, if report be square 
to her. 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed up 
his heart, upon the river of Cydnus. 

Ayr. There she appeared indeed ; or my reporter 
devised well for her. 

Etm. I will tell you. 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne, 

Bum’d on the water: the poop was beaten gold; 

Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 
The winds were love-sick with them ; the oars were silver. 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water which they beat to follow faster. 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person. 

It beggar’d all description: she did lie 
In her pavilion — cloth-of-gold of tissue — 

O’er-picturing that Venus where we see 
The fancy outwork nature : on each side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 

With uivers-colour'd fans, whose winds did seem. 

To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool. 

And what they undid did. 

Ayr. 0, rare for Antony! 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 

So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes, 

And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers: the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands. 

That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 

Enthroned i’ the market-place, did sit alone, 

Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy. 

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too 
And made a gap in nature. 

Ayr. Bare Egyptian! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her. 

Invited her to supper: she replied. 

It should be better he became her guest; 

Which she entreated: our courteous Antony, 

Whom ne’er the word of ' No ’ woman heard speak. 
Being barbefd ten times o’er, goes to the feast. 

And for his ordinary pays his heart 
For what his eyes eat only. 

Ayr. Royal wench! 

She made great Ctesar lay his sword to bed : 

He plough’d her, and she cropp’d. 


Eno. 1 saw her once 

Hop fort^ paces through the public street; 

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted. 

That she did moke defect perfection, 

And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Mee. Now Antony must leave her utterly.* 

Eno. Never; he will not: 

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety: other women cloy 
The appetites they feed; but she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies: for vilest things 
Become themselves in her; that the holy priests 
Bless her when she is riggish. 

Mee. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

Ayr. Let us go. 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest 
Whilst you abide here. 

Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. [Exeunt. 

Scene 111 . — The same. Cxsar’s house. 

Enter Antont, Cjeskr, Octavia letween them, 
and Attendants. 

Ant. The world and my great office will sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, sir. My Octavia, 

Bead not my blemishes in the world’s report: 

I have not kept my square; but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear Indy. 
Good night, sir. 

Cces. Good night. [Exeunt Coesar and Octavia. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

Ant. Now, sirrah; you do wish yourself in EgyjJtf 
Sooth. Would 1 had never come from thence, nor you 
Thither ! 

Ant. If you can, your reason ? 

Sooth. I see it in 

My motion, have it not in my tougne: but yet 
Hie you to Egypt again. 

Ant. Say to me. 

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Ctesar's or mine 7 
Sooth. Caesar’s. 

Therefore, 0 Antony, stay not by his side: 

Thy demon, that’s thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable. 

Where Caesar’s is not; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a fear, as being o’erpower’d: therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to thee. 
If thou dost play with him at any game. 

Thou art sure to lose; and, of that natural lock, 

He beats thee ’gainst the odds: thy lustre thickens. 
When he shines by : I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him; 

But, he away, ’tis nobla 
AtU. Get thee gone: 

Say to Yentidius 1 would speak with him : 

[&ciJt Soothsayer. 

He shall to Parthia. Be it art or hap, 

He hath spoken true: the very dice obey him; 

And in our Bports my better canning faints 
Under liis c&ance: if we draw lots, he speeds; 
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His cocks do 'win the battle still of mine, 

'When it is all to nought; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop'd, at odds. I will to Bgypt: 

And though 1 make'this marriage for my peace, 
r the east my pleasure lies. 

ErUer Ventidius. 

0, come, Vcntidiiis, 

You must to Farthia: your commission's ready; 

Follow me, and receive’t. [Exeunt. 

Scene Vf.—Tlu same. A street. 

Enter Lepidus, MsCiSNAS, and Acrippa. 

Trouble yourselves no further : pray you, hasten 
Your generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e’en but kiss Octavia, and we’ll follow. 

L^. Till I shall see you in your soldier’s dress, 
Which will become you both, farewell 
Mtc. We shall. 

As I conceive the journey, be at the Mount 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is shorter; 


My puiposes do draw me much about: 

You’ll win two days upon me. 

I Sir, good success! 

Farewell [Exeunt, 

Scene V. — Alexandria. Cleopatra’s palaxs. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charhian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me some music; music, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 

Attend. The music, ho! 

Enter Mardian the Eunvxk. 

Cleo. Let it alone ; let’s to billiards : come, Charmien. 
Char. My arm is sore; best play with Mardian. 

CUo. As well a woman with an eunuch play’d 
As with a woman. Come, you’ll play with me, sir? 
Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cko. And when good will is show’d, though’t come too 
short. 

The actor may plead pardon. ^I’ll none now: 

Give me mine angle; we’ll to* the river; there, 

My music playing far off, I will betray 



Tawny-finn’d fishes; my bended hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws; and, as I draw them up. 

I’ll think them every one an Antony, 

And say, ‘Ah, ha! you’re caught.’ 

Char. 'Twas merry when 

You wager’d on your angling; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his nook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cho. That time — 0 times!— 

I laugh’d him out of patience ; and that night 
I laugh’d him into patience: and next morn. 

Ere £e ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. 

Enter a Messenger. 

0, from Italy! 

Bam thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears. 

That long time have been barren. 

Mtae. Madam, madam — 

CUo. Antonias dead! — If thou say so, villain. 
Thou kill’st thy mistress: but wdl and free. 

If thou so ]ridid him, there is gold, and here 


My bluest veins to kiss; a hand that kings 
Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing. 

Mess. First, madam, he is well 
CUo. Why, there’s more gold. 

But, sirrah, mark, we use 
To say the dead are well: bring it to that. 

The gold I give thee will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 

Mess. Good madam, hear me. 

CUo. Well, go to, I will; 

But there’s no goodness in thy face : if Antony 
Be free and healthful — ^so tart a favour 
To trumpet such good things! If not well, 

Thou shouldst come like a Fury crown’d with snakes. 
Not like a formal* man. § 

Mess. Will’t please you hear me? 

CUo. I have a mind to strike thee ere thou speak’st : 
Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is weU, 

Or friends with Cresar, or not captive to him. 

I’ll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Bich pearls upon thee. 

Mess. Madam, he’s well 

CUo. Well said. 

Mess. And friends with Csesar. 
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Cteo.. Thou’it an honest man. 

Mm. Caesar and he are greater friends than ever. 
CUo. Make thee a fortune from xna 
Mm But yet, madam — 

CUo. I do not like ‘But yet,’ it does allay 
The good precedence; fie upon ‘But yet’! 

'But yet* is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Prithee, friend. 

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 

The good and bad t(^ther: he’s friends with Csosar; 

In state of health, thou say’st; and, thou say’st, free. 

Mm Free, madam! no; I made no such report: 
He’s bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo. For what good turn ? 

Mm For the best turn i' the bed. 

CUo. 1 am pale, Charniian. 

Mm Madam, he’s married to Octavia. 

CUo. The most infectious pestilence upon thee! 

IStrikea him down. 

Mm Good madam, patience. 


CUo. What say you? Hence, 

him again. 

Horrible villain! or I’ll spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before ino; I’ll unhair thy head: 

[8h« hala him up and down. 
Thou shalt bo whipp’d with wire, and stow'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingering pickle. 

Mess. Gracious madam, 

I that do bring the news made not the match. 

Cto. Say ’tis not so, a province I will give thee. 
And make thy fortunes proud: the blow thou hadst 
Shall make thy peace for moving me to rage; 

And I will boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can bog. 

Mess. lie’s married, madam. 

Cleo. Rogue, thou hast lived too long. [Draws a knife. 
Mess. Nay, then I’ll run. 

Wliat mean you, madam ? I have made no fault. [ExU. 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within yourself: 
The man is innocent. 



Cleo. Some innocents ’scape not the thunderbolt. 

Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents! Call the slave again: 

Though I am mod, I will not bite him: call 
CAar. He is afeard to come. 

CUo. I will not hurt him. 

[Exit C/uirmian. 

These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner than myself; since I mysdf 
Have given myself the cause. 

Se-enter Charmuh and Messenger. 

Come hither, sir, 

Tliough it be honesty it is never good 
To bring bad news: dve to a gr^ious message 
An host of tongues ; out let ill tidings tell 
Themselves when they be felt 
Mm I have done my duty. 

CUo. Is he married? 

I cannot hate thee worser than I do. 

If thou again say 'Yes.* 

Mm He’s married, msdam. 


CUo. The gods confound thee! dost thou hold there 
still ? 

Mm, Should I lie, madam? 

Cleo. 0, I would thou didst. 

So half my Egypt were submerged, and made 
A cistern for scaled snakes. Go, get thee hence: 

Hadst thou Naieiasus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married? 

Mm I crave your highness’ pardon. 

CUo. He is married? 

Mm. Take no offence that I would not qirend you: 
To punish me for what you make me do 
Seems much unequal; he’s married to Octav^ 

Cleo. 0, that his fault should make a knave of thee, 
That art not what thou’rt sare of! Get thee hence: 
The merchandise which thou hast brought from Rome 
Are all too dear for me: lie they upon thy band, 

And be undone by ’em ! [ASrti Messenger. 

Char. Good your hi||[hness, patience. 

CUo. In praising Antony, I have dispraised Cesar. 
Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo, ’ I am paid for% now, 
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lead me from hence; 

I faint: O Iras, Charmian! ’tis no matter. 

Go to the fellow, good Alexas; bid him 
Beport the feature of Octavio, her years. 

Her inclination, let him not leave out 

The colour of her hair: bring me word quickly. 

\_ExU Alexas, 

Let him for ever go : — let him not — Charmian, 

Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 

The other way’s a Mars. Bid you Alexas [To Mardian. 
Bring me word how tall she is. Pity me, Charmian, 
But do not speak to ma Lead me to my chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — Near Mistnum. 

Flourish. Enter Poupey and Menas at one door, with 
drum and trumpet : at another, C.£8AH, Antony, Lepidus, 
Enobarbus, Mec.<gnas, wUh Soldiers marching. 

Pam. Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 

And we shall tedk tefore we light 

Coes. Most meet 

That first we come to words; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent; 

Which, if thou hast consider'd, let us know 
If 'twill tie up thy discontented sword. 

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth. 

That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world, 

Chief factors for the gods, I do not know 
Wherefoiu my father should revengers want. 

Having a son and friends; since Julius Cscsar, 

Who at Philippi the good Bratus ghosted. 

There saw you labouring for him. What was’t 
That moved pale Cassius to conspire; and what 
Made the all-honour’d, honest Boman, Biutus, 

With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom. 

To drench the Capitol; but that they would 
Have one man but a man? And that is it 
Hath made me rig my navy; at whoso burthen 
The anger’d ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Borne 
Cast on my noble father. 

Cm. Take your time. 

Ant. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy sails ; 
We'll speak with thee at sea: at land, thou know’st 
How much wo do o’er-count thee. 

Pom. At land, indeed. 

Thou dost o’er>count me of my father's house: 

But, since the cuckoo builda not for himself, 

Bemain in't as thou mayst. 

L^. Be pleased to tell us — 

For t^ is from the present — ^how you take 
The ofifera we have sent you. 

Cm. There's the point 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embraced. 

Cm. And what may follow. 

To try a larger fortune. 

Pom. You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia; and 1 must 
Bid all the sea of pirates; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Borne; this 'meed upon. 

To part with unhaok’d edge^ and bear back 
Our targes nndinted. 

Cm. Ant. Lep, That's our offer. 

Pam. Know, then, 

I came before you here a man prepared 


To take this offer: but Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience: though I lose 
Tlie praise of it by telling, you must know. 

When Cmsor and your brother were at blows. 

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey; 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks. 

Which I do owe you. 

Pvm. Let me have your hand: 

I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds i’ the east are soft; and thanks to you. 
That call'd me timelier than my purpose hither, 

For I have gain’d by’t. 

Cm. Since I saw you last. 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not 

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face; 

But in my bosom shall she never come. 

To make my heart her vassal. 

Zep. Well met here. 

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus. Thus we are agreed: 

I crave our composition may be written. 

And seal'd between us. 

Cm. That’s the next to do. 

Pom. We’ll feast each other ere we part; and let’s 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

AtU. That will I, Pompey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot: but, first 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. I have heard that Julius Cscsar 
Grew fat with feasting there. 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meanings, sir. 

AtU. And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have I heard: 

And I have heard, Apollodorus carried — 

Eno. No more of that: he did so. 

Pom. What, I pray you^ 

Etio. a certain queen to Caesar in a mattress. 

Pom. I know thee now: how forest thou, soldier? 
Eno. Well; 

And well tun like to do; for, I perceive. 

Four feasts are toward. 

Pom Let me shake thy hand; 

I never hated thee: 1 have seen thee fight. 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, 

I never loved you much; but I ha’ praised ye. 

When you have well deserved ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 

Pom Enjoy thy plainness. 

It nothing ill becomes thee. 

Aboard my galley I invite you all: 

Will you lead, lords? 

Cm. Ant. Lep. Show us the way, sir. 

Pam Come. 

[Exeunt ail hut Menas and Enobarbus. 
Men. [Aside^ Thy father, Pompey, wotdd ne’er have 
made this treaty. You and I have known, sir. 

Eno. At sea, 1 think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done wdl by water. 

Men. And you by laud. 

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise me; 
though it cannot be denied what 1 have done by land. 
Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Em. Yes, something you can deny for your own 
safety: you have been a great thief by sea. 
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Mm. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny iiiy laud service. But give me 
your hand, Menas: if our eyes hod authority, here they 
might take two thieves kissing. 

Afsn. All men’s faces are true, whatsome’er their 
hands are. 

Eno, But there is never a fair woman has a true face. 

Men. No slander; they steal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight witli you. 

Men. For my part, 1 am sorry it is turned to 
a drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away his 
fortune^ 

Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep't back again. 

Men. You’ve said, sir. We looked not for Mark 
Antony here: pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Eno. Csesars sister is called Octavio. 

Men. True, sir; she was the wife of Caius Marcellus. 

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonius. 

Men. Pray ye, sir? 

Eno. 'Tis true. 

Men. Then is Csesar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I 
would not prophesy so. 

Men. I think tlie policy of that purpose made more 
in the marriage than the love of the parties. 

Eno. I think so too. But you shm find, the band 
that seems to tie their friendship together will be the very 
strangler of their amity : Octavia is of a holy, cold, and 
still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife so? 

Eno. Not he that himself is not so; which is Mark 
Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again: then 
shall the sighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Ceesar; 
and, as I said before, that which is the strength of 
their amity shall prove the immediate author of their 
variance. Antony will use his affection where it is: 
he married but lus occasion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you 
aboard? I have a health for you. 

Eno. I shall take it, sir: we have used our throats 
in Egypt. 

Men. Come, let’s away. [Exeunt. 

ScKKE VII . — On hoard Pompet’S galley, off Miunvm. 
Music plays. Enter two or three Servants wWi a hangfut. 

First Serv. Here they’ll be, man. Some o’ their 
plants are ill*rooted alreaay; the least wind i’ the world 
will blow them down. 

See. Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

First Serv. They have made him drink alms-drink. 

See. Serv.^ As they pinch one another by the disposi- 
tion, he cries out, ‘No more;’ reconciles them to his 
entreaty, and himself to the drink. 

FirU Serv. But it raises the greater war between him 
and his discretion. 

See. Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great 
men’s fellowship: I had as lief have a reed that will 
do me no service, as a partisan I could not heave. 

First Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not 
to be seen to move in’t, are the holes where the eyes 
should be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks. 

A sennet sounded. Enter Cmsksl, Amtont, Lepious, Pom- 

pet, AgBIPPA, MECiSNA^ Enobarbvb, Mwas, with other 

captains. 

Ant. [To Coesary Thus do they; sir; they take the 
flow o’ the Nile 

By certain scales i’ the pyramid; thty know, 


By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth 
Or foison follow: the higher Nilus swells. 

The more it promises: as it ebbs, tiie seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain. 

And shortly comes to harvest 
£ep. You’ve strange seipents there. 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of your sun: so is your crocodile. 

Ant. They are so. 

Pom. Sit — and some wine I A health to Lepidus! 
Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but I'll ne’er out 
Eno. Not till you have slept; I fear me you’ll be in 
tiU then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies’ pym- 
mises are very goodly things; without contradiction, 1 
have heard that 

Men. [Aside to Pom.] Pompey, a word. 

Pom. [Aside to Men!\ Say in mine 

ear; what is’t? 

Afen. [Aside to Pom.] Forsake thy seat, I do beseech 
thee, captain. 

And hear me speak a word. 

Pom. [Aside to Men.'\ Forbear me till anon. 

This wine for Lepidus! 

Lep. What manner o’ thing is your crocodile ? 

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as broad 
as it hath breadth : it is just so high as it is, and moves 
with it own organs: it lives by that which nourisheth 
it; and the elements once out of it, it tmnsmigrates. 
Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Of it own colour too. 

Lep. ’Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant. ’Tis so. And the tears of it arc wet. 

Cces. Will this description satisfy him? 

Ant. With the health that Pomiiey gives him, else 
he is a very epicure. 

Pom. [Aside to Men!\ Go hang, sir, hang! Tell me 
of that ? away 1 

Do as I bid you. Where’s this cup I call'd for? 

Men. [Aside to Pom.] If fur the sake of merit thou 
wilt hear me. 

Rise from thy stool. 

Pom. [Aside to Men.] I think thou’rt mad. The 
matter ? [Eises, and walks aside. 

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunea 
Pom. Thou hast served me with much faith. What’s 
else to say? 

Be jolly, lorda 

Ant. These quick-sands, Lepidus, 

Keep off them, for you sink. 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world? 

Pom. What saVst thou ? 

Men. Wilt then be lord of the whole world ? That’s 
twice. 

Pom. How should that be? 

Men. But entertain it. 

And, though thou think me poor, I am the nym 
Will give thee all the world. 

Pom. Hast thou drunk well? 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art, if thou darest be, the earthly Jove: 

Whate’er the ocean pales, or sky inclips, 

Is thine, if thou wilt ha’t 
Pom. Show me which way. 

Men. These three world-sharers, these competitors. 
Are in thy vessel: let me cut the caUe; 

And, when /we are put off, fall to their throats: 

All there is thine. 
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■Ptwn. Ah, this thou shouldst have done, 

And not have spoke on’t 1 In me 'tie villany ; 

In thee’t had been good service. Thou must know, 

'Tis not my profit that docs lead mine honour; 

Mine honour, it. Repent that e'er thy tongue 
Hath so betray’d thine act: being done unknown, 

I should have found it afterwards well done ; 

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Jlfen. {AMe.’\ For this, 

1*11 never follow thy pall’d fortunes more. 

Who seeks, and will not take when once *tia offer'd. 
Shall never find it more. 

Pom, This health to Lepidusl 

Avt. Bear him ashore. I’ll pledge it for him, Pompoy. 
Eno, Here's to thee, Menas! 

Mm, Enobarbus, welcome! 

Pom, Fill till the cup be hid. 

Eno, There's a strong fellow, Menas. 

[Pointing to the Attendant who carries off Lepidus, 
Mm. Why? 

Eno, A' liears the third part of the world, man ; see’st 
not? 

Mm, The third part, then, is drunk : would it were all, 
That it might go on wheels! 

Eno. Drink thou; increase the reels. 

Mm. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 

Ant. It ripens towards it. Strike* the vessels, ho! • 

Here is to Csesar! 

Coes. I could well forbear 't. 

It's monstrqns labour, when I wash my brain, 

And it gfowa fouler. 

Ant, Bo a child o* the time. 

Coes. Possess it. I’ll make answer; 

But I had rather fast from all four days 
Than drink so much in one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave emperor! [To Antony. 

Shall wo dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 

And celebrate our drink? 

Pm. Let's ha’t, good soldier. 

Ant. Come, let’s all take hands. 


Till that the conquering wine hath steep’d our sense 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take hands. 

Make battery to our ears with the loud music : 

The while I’ll place you; then the boy shall sing; 

The holding every man shall bear as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

[Music plays. Enoharhus places them hand in hand. 

The Song. 

Come, thou monarch of the vine, 

Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne* 

In thy fats our cares be drown’d, 

With thy mpes our hairs be crown’d * 

Cup us, till the world go round, 

Cup us, till the world go round! 

Coes. What would you more? Pompey, good niglit. 
Good brother. 

Let me request you off: our graver business 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle lords, let’s part; 

You see we have burnt our cheeks ; strong Enobarb 
Is weaker than the wine; and mino own tongue 
Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath alniost 
Amtick’d us all. What needs more words ? Good night. 
Good Antony, your hand. 

Pom. I’ll try you on the shore. 

Ant. And shall, sir: give’s your hand. 

Pom. O Antony, 

You have my father’s house — But, what ? we arc fi lends. 
Come, down into the boat. 

Eno. Take heed you fall not 

[Exeunt all hut Enobarbus and Menas. 
Menas, I’ll not on shore. 

Men. No, to my cabin. 

These drums! these trumpets, flutes! what* 

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 

To these great fellows : sound and bo haiig’d, sound out * 

[Sound a flourish, with drums. 
Eno. Ho! says a’. There’s my cap. 

Men. Ho! noble captain, come. [Exeunt 





ACT III, 


ScEKE 1.—A plain in Syria. 


Enter VEyriDlus as it were in triumph, with SiLlus, 
and other Romans, Officers, and Soldiers: the dead 
body of Pacorus bvmt before him. 

Ten. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; and now 
Pleased fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ death 
Make me revenger. Bear the king’s sou’s body 
Before our army. Thy Pacorus, Grades, 

Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

SU. Noble Yentidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm. 

The fugitive Parthians follow; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly: so thy mud captain Antony 
Shall set thee on trium^ant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. 0 Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough; a lower place, note well. 

May make too great an act: for learn this, Silius; 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame when him we serve’s away. 
Caesar and Antony have ever won 
Mote in their officer than person: Sossius, 

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant. 

For quick accumulation of renown. 

Which he achieved by the minute, lost his favour. 

Who does i’ the wars more than his captain can 
Becomes his captain’s captain: and ambition. 

The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss. 

Than rain which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Antonins good. 

But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence 
Should my performance perish. 

Thou hast, Yentidius, that 


Without the which a soldier, and his sword. 

Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to Antony? 

Vejk I’ll humbly signify what in his name. 

That magical word of war, we have effected; 

How, with his banners and his well-paid ranks. 

The ne’er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o’ the field. 

SU. Where is he now ? 

Ven. He purposeth to Athens: whither, with what 
haste 

The weight wo must convey with’s will permit. 

We shall appear before him. On, there; pass along! 

[Exeunt. 

SCKKE II. — Borne. An ante-chamher in Cesar’s house. 
Enter Agrippa of one door, Enobarbus at another. 

Ayr. What, are the brothers parted ? 

Eno. They hav^ dispatch’d with Pompey, he is gone ; 
The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome; Cscsar is sad; and Lepidus, 

Since Pompey’s feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 

Agr. ’Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one: 0, how he loves C^sarl 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark* Antony! 
Eno. Caesar? Why, he’s the Jupiter of men. 

Agr. '^at’s Antony ? The god of Jupiter, 

Eno. Spake you of Caesar ? How 1 the nonpareil ! 
Agr. 0 Antony ! 0 thou Arabian bird I 
Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say ‘ Caesar ;’ ra no furAer. 
Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excelle&t praises. 
Eno. But|[ he loves Caesar best ; yet be loves Antony : 
Ho ! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, cannot 
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Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, hoi 
His love to Antony. But as for Cresar, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

' Both he loves. 

£no. They are his shards,’ and he their beetle. 
[T^'umpets unYAtn.] So; t«ciI 7 .iui(. 

This is to horse. Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier; and farewell. 

Enter OiBSAR, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 

Ant. No further, sir. 

Cte*. You take from me a great part of myself; 

Use me well in’t. Sister, prove euch a wife 

As my thoughts make thee, and as my farthest band* 

Shall pass on thy approof. Most noble Antony, 

Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 
Betwixt us as the cement of our love. 

To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 
The fortress of it; for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish’d. 

Ant. Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

Cos. 1 have said. 

Ant. You shall not And, 

Though you bo therein curious,* the least cause 
For what you seem to fear : so, the gods keep you. 
And make the hearts of Bomans serve your ends ! 

We will hero part. 

Cces. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well : 

The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirics ail of comfort ! fare thee well. 

Oct. My noble brother! 

Ant. The April’s in her eyes; it is love’s spring, 
And these the showers to bring it on. Be cheerful. 

Oct. Sir, look well to my husband’s house; and — 
Com. What, 

Octavia ? 

Oct. I’ll tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue — the swan’s down-feather. 
That stands upon the swell at full of tide. 

And neitter way inclines. 

Eno. [Aside to Agr.] Will Csesar weep? 

Agr. Aside to Eno.] He has a cloud in’s face. 

Eno. [Aside to Agr.] He were the woree for that, 
were he a horse; 

So is he, being a man. 

Agr. [Aside to Eno.] Why, Enobarbus, 

When Antony found Julius Csrsar dead. 

He cried almost to roaring; and he wept 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. [Aside to Agr.] That year, indeed, he was troubled 
with a rheum ; 

What willingly he did confound he wau ’l, 

Believe’t, till I wept too. 

Coes. No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me still; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant. Come, sir, come; 

I’ll wrestle with you in my strength of love : 

Look, here I have you; thus I lot you go. 

And give you to the gods. 

Cass. Adieu ; be happy I 

Ltp. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy fair way! 

Cass. Farewell, farewell! [Kisses Octavia. 

Ant. Farewell ! 

[Trumpets sound. Exeunt, 


Scene 111.— Alexandria. Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Where is the fellow? 

Alex. Half afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go to, go to. 

Enter the Messenger as before. 

Come hither, sir. 

Alex. Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you. 

But when you are well pleased. 

Cleo. 'riiat Herod’s head 

I’ll have: but how, when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it? Come thou near. 
Mess. Most gracious majesty — 

Cleo. Didst thou behold Octavia ? 

Mess. Av, dread queen. 

Cleo. Where? 

MesS. Madam, in Borne : 

I look’d her in the face, and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me? 

Mess. She is not, madam. 

Cleo. Didst hear her speak? is she shrill-tongued 
or low ? 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak; she is low-voiced. 
Cleo. That’s not so good: he cannot like her long. 
Char. Like her! 0 Isis! 'tis impossible. 

Cleo. 1 think so, Charmian : dull of tongue and dwarfish. 
What majesty is in her gait? Bemem&r, 

If e’er thou look’dst on majesty. 

Mess. She creeps: 

Her motion and her station are as one ; 

She shows a body rather than a life, 

A statue than a breather. 

Cleo. Is this certain ? 

Mess. Or I have no observance. 

Char. Three in Egj'pt 

Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He’s very knowing; 

I do perceive’t : there’s nothing in her yet: 

The fellow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guess at her years, I prithee. 

Mess. Madam, 

She was a widow — 

Cleo. W’idow ! Charmian, hark. 

Mess. And I do think she’s thirty. 

Cleo. Bear’st thou her face in mind ? is’t long or round? 
Mess. Bound even to faultiness. 

Cleo. For the most part, too, they are foolish that 
are so. 

Her hair, what colour? 

Mess. Brown, madam: and her forehead 
As low as she would wish it 

Cleo. There’s gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill : 

I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
Most fit for business : go make thee ready ; 

Our letters are prepared. [Exit Messenger. 

Char. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed, he is so; I repent me much 
That so I harried him. Why, methinks, by him. 

This creature’s no such thing. 

Char. Nothing, madam. 

Cleo. The man hath seen some mqjesty, and should know. 
C^r. Hath he seen majesty? Isis else defend. 

And serving you so long! 

49 
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CUo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, good 
Charmian : 

But 'tie no matter; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write. All may be well enough. 

Char. I warrant you, madam. \Exemt. 

Scene 1Y. — AlAetu, A room in Antony’s Aoum. 
Enter Antony and Octavia. 

AtU. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that — 

That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import — ^but he hath waged 
New wars 'gainst Pompey; made his will, and read it 
To public ear: 

Spoke scantly of me: when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented them; most narrow measure lent me: 


When the best hint was given him, he not took't, 

Or did it from his teeth. 

Oct. 0 my good lord. 

Believe not all; or, if you must believe, 

Stomach not aJl. A more unhappy lady. 

If this division chance, ne’er stood between, 

Praying for both parts: 

The good gods will mock me presently. 

When I shall pray, ‘0, bless my lord and husband I’ 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 

*0, bless my brother!’ Husband win, win brother. 
Prays, and destroys the prayer; no midway 
’Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it: if I lose mine honour. 



I lose myself: better I were not yours 

Than yours so brandiless. But, as you requested. 

Yourself shall go between’s: the mean time, lady. 

I’ll raise the preparation of a war 

Shall stain* your brother: make your soonest haste; 

So your desires are yours. 

Oct. ’Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power makes me most weak, most weak. 
Your reconciler! Wars ’twixt you twain would be 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder up the rift. 

Ant. When it appears to you where this b^ns. 
Turn your displeasure that way; for our faults 
Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your gping; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt. 


Scene Y. — The same. Another room. 

Enter Bnobarbus and Erob, meeting. 

Eno. How now, friend Eros ! 

Eros. There’s strange news come, sir. 

Eno. What, man? 

Eros. Caesar and Lepidns have made wars upon Pompey. 

Eno. Tliis is old: what is the success?* tcuta*. 

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the wars 
’gainst Pompey, presently denied him rivality ;• ’• 
would not let him partake in the glory of the action : and 
not resting here, accuses him of letters he had formerly 
wrote to Pompey; upon his own appeal, seizes hipn : so the 
poor third is up, till death enlarge his confine. 

Eno. Then, world, thou host a pair of chaps, no more; 
And throw between them all the food thou hast, 

They’ll grind the one the other. Where’s Antony? 
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Erot. He*8 walking in the garden— thus; and spurns 
The rush that lies before him; cries, ‘Fool Lepidus!’ 
And threats the throat of that his officer 
That murder’d Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy’s rigg’d. 

Eto$. For Italy and Ctesar. More, Doniitius; 

My lord desires you presently: my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Eiu). ’Twill be naught: 

But let it be. Bring me to Antony. 

Aroa Come, sir. [Exewni. 

ScKNE VI. — Borne. C/KSAr’s house. 

Enter CiGSAR, AatappA, and MeC/Gkas. 

Cces. Contemning Borne, he has done all this, and more. 
In Alexandria: here’s the manner oft: 

I’ the market-place, on a tribunal silver’d, 

Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 
Were publicly enthroned : at the feet sat 
Csesarion, whom they call my father’s son, 

And all the unlawful issue that their lust 
Sines then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the stablishment of Egypt; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

}fee. This in the public eyel 

Cces. I’ the common show-place, where they exercise. 
His sons he there proclaim’d the kings of kings: 

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he assign’d 
Syria, Cilieik, and Phceuicia: she 
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 
That day appear’d ; and oft before gave audience. 

As ’tis reported, so. 

Mee. liCt Borne be thus 

Infunn’d. 

Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

Ccei. The people know it; and have now received 
His accusations. 

Agr. Who does he accuse! 

Cces. Csesar : and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated him 
His part o’ the isle: then does he say, he lent me 
Some shi|>ping unrestored: lastly, he frets 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be deposed; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this should bo answer’d. 

Cces. 'Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 

I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel; 

That he his high authority abu.sed. 

And did deserve his change ; for what 1 have conquer’d, 
I grant him part; but then, in his Am.^nia, 

And other of hU conquer’d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mee. He’ll never yield to that.^ 

Goes. Nor must not then be yielded to in this. 

Enter OCTAVIA wUh her train. 

Oct. Hail, Coesar, and my lord ! hail, most dear Csesar ! 

Cces. That ever I should call thee castaway! 

Oct. You have not call’d me so, nor have you cause. 

Cces. Why have you stol’n upon us thus ? You come not 
Like Csesar’s sister: the wife of Antonv 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach 
Long ere she did appear; the trees by the way 


Should have borne men; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it hath not; nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 

Baised by your populous troops: but you are come 
A market-maid to Rome; and have prevented 
The ostentation of our love, which, left unshown. 

Is often left unloved: we should have met you 
By sea and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Get. Good my lord. 

To come thus was I not constrain’d, but did 
On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony, 

Hearing that you prepared for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal; whereon, I begg’d 
His pardon for return. 

Cces. Which soon he granted. 

Being an obstruct ’tween his lust and him. 

Oct. Do not say so, my lord. 

Cces. I have eyes upon him. 

And his affairs come to me on the wind. 

Where is he now? 

Oct. My lord, in Athens. 

Cces. No, my most wronged sister; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore; who now are levying 
The kings o’ the earth for war: he hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Libya; Archelaus, 

Of Cappadocia; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paplilagonia ; the Tluacian king, Adallas; 

King Malchus of Arabia ; King of Pont ; 

Herod of Jewry; Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene; Polemon and Amyntas, 

The kings of Mede and Lycaonia, 

With a more larger list of sceptres. 

Oct. Ay me, most atetched. 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends 
That do afflict each other! 

Cces. Welcome hither: 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth; 

Till we perceived, both how you were wrong led. 

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart: 

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content these strong necessities; 

But let determined things to destiny 
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Borne; 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abused 
Beyond the mark of thought: and the high gods. 

To do you justice, make them ministers 

Of us and those that love you. Best of comfort; 

And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. Welcome, lady. 

Mce. Welcome, dear madam. 

Each heart in Borne does love and pity you: 

Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 

And gives his potent regiment* to a trull, 4 ci«bm 4. 
That noises it against us. 

Oct. Is it so, sir? 

Cccs. Most certain. Sister, welcome: pray you. 

Be ever known to patience: my dear’st sister! {Ej^rU. 

Scene VII . — Near Actium. Antony’s camp. 

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus. 

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not 
Enp. But why, why, why? 

Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these wars, 
And say’st it is not fit 
Eno. Well, is it, is it? 
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CUo. If not denounced against ns, nrhy should not we 
Be there in person? 

Eno. [Aride.'l Well, I could reply: 

If we should serve with horse and mares together, 

The horse were merely lost; the mares would bear 
A soldier and his horse. 

CUo. What is’t you say? 

Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony; 

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from’s time, 
What should not then be spared. He is already 
Traduced for levity; and 'tis said in Borne 
That Phutinus an eunuch and your maids 
Manage this war. 

CUo. Sink Borne, and their tongues rot 

That speak against us! A charge we bear i’ the war. 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it; 

1 will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done. 

Hera comes the emperor. 

EnUr Antony and Canidius. 

Ant. Is it not strange, Canidius, 

That from Tarentum and Brundusium 
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea. 

And take in* Totyne ? You have heard on’t, sweet ? 

CUo. Celerity is never more admired »c«oq»*r. 

Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke. 

Which might have well becomed the best of men. 

To taunt at slackness. Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 

CUo. By sea! what else? 

Can. Why will my lord do so? 

Ant. For that he dares us to't. 

Eno. So hath my lord dared him to single fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia, 

Where Caesar fought with Pompey: but these offers. 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 

And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships are not well mann’d; 

Your mariners are muleters, reapers, people 
Ingross’d by swift impress ; in Caesar's fleet 
Are those that often nave 'gainst Pompey fought ; 

Their ships are yare*; yours, heavy: no disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at sea, muwrtto. 

Being prepared for land. 

Ant. ' By sea, by sea. 

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throw away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land; 

Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark'd footmen; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard. 

From firm security. 

Ant. 1*11 fight at sea. 

CUo. 1 have sixty saiu, Csesar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we bum; 

And, with the rest full-mann’d, from the head of Actium 
Beat the approaching Cmsar. But if we fail. 

We then can do’t at land. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thy business? 

Mese. The news is true, my lord; he is descried; 
Cosar has taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in person? ’tis impossible; 
Strange that his power should be. Canidius, 


[Act iil 

Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land. 

And our twelve thousand horse. We’ll to our ship: 
Away, iny Thetis! 

Enter a Soldier. 

How now, worthy soldier! 

Sold. 0 noble emperor, do not fight by sea; 

Trust not to rotten ^nks: do you misdoubt 
This sword and these my wounds? Let the Egyptians 
And the Phoenicians go a-ducking: we 
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth. 

And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. Well, well ; away ! 

[ExeuiU Antony, Cleopatra, and Emharbus. 
Sold. By Hercules, I think T am i’ the right 
Can. Soldier, thou art: but his whole action grows 
Not in the power on’t: so our leader’s led. 

And we are women’s men. 

Sold. You keep by land 

The legions and the horse whole, do you not? 

Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeiiis, 

Publicola, and Cselius, are for sea: 

But wo keep whole by land. 'This speed of Caesar’s 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sold. While he was yet in Rome, 

His power went out in such distractions as 
Beguiled all spies. 

Can. Who’s his lieutenant, hear you ? 

Sold. They say, one Taurus. 

Can. Well I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The emperor calls Canidius. 

Can. With news the time’s with labour, and throes 
forth. 

Each minute, some. [Exeunt. 

Scene VIII.-:— A plain near Actium. 

Enter CxsKR, and Taurus, with his army marching. 

Cces. Taurus ! 

Taut. My lord? 

Cces. Strike not by land ; keep whole : provoke not 
battle. 

Till we have done at sea. Do not exceed 

'The prescript of this scroll: our fortune lies 

Upon this jump. [Exeunt. 

Scene IX. — Another part of the plain. 

Enter Antony and Enobabbus. 

Ant. Set we our squadrons on ;yond side o’ the hill. 
In eye of Caesar’s battle; from which place 
We may the nutpber of the ships behold. 

And so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt. 

Scene X. — Another part of the plain. 

Canidius mareheth with his land army one toaji over the 
stage; and Taurus, the lieutenant of Casar, the other 
way. After their going in, is heard the noise of a sea- 
fight. 

Alarum. Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught! I can behold no 
longer ; 

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral. 

With all their sixty, fly and turn the rudder: 

To see’t mitre eyes are blasted. 



Aot iil] 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


389 


Enter ScARUS. 

• t. 1 , « goddesses, 

All the whole syno^ of them ! 

What’s thy iiassion? 

Sear. The greater cantlc of the woild js lost 
With very ignorance; we have kiss'd away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno. How appears the fight? 

Scar. On our side like the token’d pestilence, 

Where death is sure. Yon ribald>nd na"^ 7 rniij itrumint. 
of Egypt— 


Whom leprosy o’ertake! — i’ the midst 0 ' the fight. 
When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd. 

Both as the same, or rather ours tlie elder. 

The bveese* upon her, like a cow in June, ' 

Hoists sails and flies. 

Eno. That 1 beheld : 

Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could not 
Endure a fuither view. 

Scar. She once being loot’d, 

The noble nun of her magic, Antony, 

Claps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting mallard, 
I.£aviug the light iii height, files after her: 



1 never saw an action of such shame; 

Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er befuiu 
Did violate so itself. 

Eno. Alack, alack! 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well: 

O, he has given example for our flight. 

Most grossly, by his own! 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? 

Why, then, good night indeed. 

Can. Toward Peloponnesus are they fled. 


Scar. 'Tis easy to’t; and there I will attend 
What further cornea 

Can. To Ciesar will 1 render 

My legions and my home: six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I’ll yet follow 

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. [Exeunt 

Scene XI. — Alexandria. Cleopatra's palace. 
Enter Antony with Attendants. 

Ant. Hark! the land bids me tread no more upon’t; 
It is ashamed to bear me! Friends, come hither: 

I am so lated • in the world, that I * 

Have lost my way for ever: I have a ship 





390 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


[Act III. 


Laden with gold ; tako that, divide it ; fly. 

And make your peace with Ctesar. 

All, Fl^I not we. 

Ant. I have fled myself ; and have instructed cowards 
To run and show their shoulders. Friends, be gone; 

I have m}'self resolved upon a course 
Which has no need of you; be gone: 

My treasure's in the harbour, take it O, 

I follow’d that 1 blush to look upon; 

My very liairs do mutiny; for the white 
Seprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. Friends, he gone: you shall 
Have letters from me to some friends that will 
Sweep your way for yon Pray you, look not sad. 

Nor make replies of loathness : take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims; let that be left 
Which leaves itself: to the sea*side straightway: 

1 will possess you of that ship aud treasure. 

Leave me, I pray, a little: pray you now: 

Nay, do so; fur, indeed, 1 have lost command, 

Therefore I pray you : I’ll see you by and by. 

£nter Glkopatra ltd hy Charmiait and Iras; Eros 
/Mowing, 

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him, comfort him. 

Iras. Do, most dear queen. 

Char. Do! why: what else? 

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir? 

Ant. O fie, fie, fie 1 

Char. Madam ! 

Iras. Madam. O good empress! 

Eros. Sir, sir— 

Ant. Yes, ray lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
His sword e'en like a dancer; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius; and ’twis I 
That the mad Bratus ended ; he alone ‘ 

Dealt on lieutenantry,* and no practice had 
In the brave squares of war: yet now — No matter. 

Cleo. Ah, stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him. 

He is unqualitied with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then, sustain me: O! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen approaches: 
Her head’s declined, and death vrill seize her, but 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. I have offended reputation, 

A most unnoble swerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Eg}'pt 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 
By looking back what I have left behind 
’Stray’d in dishonoiur. 

CUo. 0 my lord, my lord. 

Forgive my fearful sails! I little thought 
You would have folbw’d. 

Ant. ^gyp^ hnew’st too well 

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings. 

And thou shouldst tow me after: o’er my spirit 
Thy full suprenuicy thou knew’st, and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. O, my pardon! 

Ant. Now 1 must 

To the youi^ man send humble treaties, dodge. 

Arid palter in the shifts of lowness; who 

With half the bulk o’ the world play'd as I pleased, 


Making and marring fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my conqueror; and that 
My sword, made weak by iny affection, would 
0!^y it on all cause. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon! 

Ant. Fall not a tear, I say ; one of them rates * • *• 

All that is won and lost: give me a kiss; 

Even this repays me. We sent our schoolmaster; 

Is he come back ? Love, I am full of lead. 

Some wine, within there, and our viands ! Fortune knows 
We scorn her most when most she offers blows. [Exeunt. 

Scene XII. — Egypt. CiCSAR's camp. 

Enter Casar, Dolabella, Thyreus, with others. 

Cass. Let him appear that’s come from Antony. 
Know you him? 

Dol. Cffisar, 'tis his schoolmaster: 

An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither 
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing. 

Which had superfluous kings for messengers 
Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronius, amlassador from Antony. 

Ceos. Approach, and speak. 

Euph. Such as I am, I come from Antony: 

I was of late as petty to his ends 
As is the morn-dew on the myrtle-leaf 
To his grand sea. 

Cess. Be’t so: declare thine office. 

Eu^ Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt: which not granted, 

He lessens his requests; and to thee sues 

To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 

A private man in Athens: this for him. 

Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness; 

Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves 
The circle * of the Ptolemies for her heirs, * 

Now hazarded to thy grace. -ik 

Cos. For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience nor desire shall fail, so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend. 

Or take his life there : this if she perform, 

She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Euph. Fortune pursue thee! 

Cos. Bring him through the bands. 

[ExU Euphronius. 

[To Thyreus.'\ To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time: dispatch; 
^m Antony win Cleopatra: promise. 

And in our name, what she requires ; add more. 

From thine invention, offers: women are not 
In their best fortunes strong; but want will peijure 
The ne’er-touch’cl^ vestal ; try thy canning, Thyreus ; 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 

Thyr. Caesar, I go. 

Cass. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw. 

And what thou think’st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Caesar, I sholL [Exeunt. 

Scene XIII . — Alexandria Cleopatra’s pgiaee. 
Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras. 
Cleo. What sliall we do, Enobarbus? ' fomo*. 
Eno. Think,* and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony or we in fault for this? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of hiw reason. What tliough you fled 
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Act in.] 


From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other! wliy should lie follow? 

The itch of his affection should not then 
Have nick’d* his cMtainship; at such a pointy *‘"*'™’*‘*^ 
When half to half the world opposed, he being 
The mered * question : 'twas a shame no less * 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flaga, 

And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Prithee, peace. 


Enter Antony loUh EoPHnONlus, the Arnbassador. 

Ant. Is that his answer ? 

Eiiph. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen shall then have courtesy, so she 
Will yield us up. 

Euph. He says so. 

Ant. Let her know’t. 

To the boy Ciesar send this grizzled head, 

And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo. That head, my loixl? 

Ant. To him again: tell him he wears the rose 
Of youth upon him; from which the world should note 
Something particular: his coin, ships, legions, 

May be a coward’s; whoso ministers would prevail 
Under the service of a child as soon 
As i’ tho command of Ctesar: 1 dare him therefore 
To lay his gay comparisons apart. 

And answer me declined, sword against sword, 

Ourselves alone. I’ll write it: follow me. 

[Exeuni ArUony and Euphronius. 

Eno. [A$uti.] Yes, like enough, high-battled Cscsar will 
Unstate his happiness, and be staged to the show, 
Against a swoMerl I see men’s judgments arc 
A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them. 

To suffer' all alike. That he should dream, rAnict. 
Knowing all measures, the full Csesar will 
Answer his emptiness! Csesar, thou hast subdued 
His judgment too. 

Enter an Attendant. 


Att. A messenger from Csesar. 

Cleo. What, no more ceremony? See, my w'omen’ 
Against the blown rose may they stop their nose 
That kneel’d unto the buds. Admit him, sir. [Exit Attendant. 

Eno. [Aeide.^ Mine honesty and I begin to square.* 
The loyalty well held to fools does make teiiMni. 

Our faith mere folly: yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fall’n lord 
Does conquer him that did his master conquer. 

And earns a place i’ the story. 

Enter Thyreus. 


Cleo. Csesar’s will? 

Thyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but friends: say boldly. 

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Csesar has; 

Or needs not us. If Csesar please, our master 
Will leap to be his friend: for us, you know 
Whose he is we are, and that is, Csesar’s. 

7%yr. So. 

Thus then, thou most renown’d: Ctesar entreats. 

Not to consider in what cose thou stand’st. 

Further than he is Csesar. 

CUo. Oo on: right royal. 

5%yr. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

Cleo. O' 


Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes. 

Not as deserved. 

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 

What is most right: mine honour was not yielded, 

But conquer’d merely. 

Eno, [Aeule.\ To be sure of that, 

I will ask Antony. Sir, sir, thou art so leaky. 

That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 

Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit. 

Thyr. Shall I say to Csesar 

What you require of him? for he partly begs 
To be desired to give. It much would please him. 

That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon: but it would warm his spirits. 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 

And put yourself under his shroud. 

The universal landlord. 

Cleo. What’s your name? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger. 

Say to great Csesar this: in deputation 
I kiss his conquering hand : tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at’s feet, and there to kneel : 

Tell him, from his all-obeying bi-eath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. 'Tis your noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating togethei^ 

If that the former dare but what it can. 

No chance may shake it. Give roe grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Csesar’s father oft. 

When he hath mused of taking kingdoms in. 

Bestow’d his lips on that unworthy place. 

As it rain’d kisses. 

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders 

What art thou, fellow? 

Thyr. One that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey’d. 

Eno. [Aside.] You will be whipp’d. 

Ant. Approach, there! Ah, you kite! Now, gods 
and devils! 

Authority melts from me: of late, when I cried, ‘IIo!’ 
like toys unto a muss,* kings would start forth * 

And cry ‘Your will?’ Have you no ears? I am 
Antony yet. 

Enter Attendants. 

Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 

Eno. [Aside!] ’Tis better playing with a lion’s whelp 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and stars! 

Whip him. Were’t twenty of the greatest tributaries 
Tliat do acknowledge Csesar, should I find them 
So saucy with the hand of she here — what’s her name. 
Since she was Cleopatra ? Whip him, fellows. 

Till, like a toy, you see him cringe his face. 

And whine idoud for mtrey : take him hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony ! 

Ant. Tug him away : being whipp’d. 

Bring him again : this Jack of Ctesar’s shall 
Bear us an errand to him. 

[Exeunt Attendants with Thyreus. 
You were half blasted ere I knew you ; hal 
Have I my pillow left unpress’d in Borne, 

Forborne the getting of a lawful race. 
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And by a gem of women, to be abused 
By one that looks on feeders? 

CUo, Good my lord — 

Ant. You have been a boggier ever: 

But when we in our viciousness grow hard — 

O misery on*t! — the wise gods seel our eyes; 

In our own filth drop our clear judgments; make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at's, whQe we strut 
To our confusion. 

CUo. O, is't come to this? 

Ant. I found you as a morsel cold upon 
Dead Oeesar’s trencher; nay, you were a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey*s; besides what hotter hours, 
Unregister'd in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick'd out: for, I am sure. 

Though you can guess what temperance should be. 

You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this? 

Ant. To let a fellow tliat will take rewards 
And say, *God quit you!' be familiar with 
My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal 
And plightcr of high heaiis! 0, that 1 were 
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar 
The horned herd! for I have savage cause; 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter'd neck, which does the hangman thank 
For being yare about him. 

jRe-enter Attendants with TiiYREUS 

Is he whipp'd? 

First Alt. Soundly, my lord. 

Ant. Cried he? and begg'd a' pardon? 

First Att. He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter; and be thou sorry 
To follow Csesar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipp'd for following him : henceforth 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, 

Shake thou to look on't. Get thee ^ck to Caesar, 

Tell him thy entertainment : look, thou say 
He makes me angry with him; for he seems 
Proud and disdainful, harping on what I am, 

Not what he knew I was: he makes me angry; 

And at this time most easy 'tis to do't. 

When my good stars, that were my former guides, 

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell If he mislike 
My speech and what is done, tell him he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranched bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture. 

As he shall like, to quit me ;• urge it thou : • *^'**** "•* 

Hence with thy stripes, begone! [Exit Thyreus. 

CUo. Have you done yet? 

Alack, our terrene moon 


Is now eclipsed; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

CUo. I must stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Csesar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points? 

Cleo. Not know me yet? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me? 

CUo. Ah, dear, if I be so, 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 

And poison it in the source; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck: as it determines,* so lUduiway. 
Dissolve my life! The next Coesarion smite! 

Till by degrees the memory of my womb. 

Together with my brave l^yptians all, 

By the discandying* of this pelleted storm, 

Lie graveless, till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 

Ctesar sits down in Alexandria; where 

I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 

Hath nobV our sever’d navy too 

Have knit amin, and fleet, threatening most sea-like. 

Where hast thou been, my heart ? Dost thou hear, lady ? 

If from the field I shall return once more 

To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood; 

I and my sword will earn our chronicle: 

There's hope in't yet. 

CUo. That's my brave lord! 

Ant. I will be treble-siiiew'd, hearted, breathed, 

And fight maliciously : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests; but now I'll set my teeth. 

And send to darkness all that stop me. Come, 

Let's have one other gaudy* night: call to me 
All my sad captains; fill our bowls once more; 

Let's mock the midnight bell. 

Cleo. It is my birth-day: 

I had thought to have held it poor ; but, since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well 

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them; and to-night I’ll 
force 

The wine peep through their scars. Come on, my queen ; 
There's sap in’t yet. The next time I do fight, 

111 make death love me; for I will contend 

Even with his pestilent scythe. [Exeunt all hit Encharhus. 

Eno. Now he’ll outstare the lightning. To be furious. 
Is to he frighted out of fear: and in wat mood 
The dove will peck the estridge; and I see still, 

A diminution in our captain's brain 
Restores his heart: when valour preys on reason. 

It eats the sword it fights with. 1 will seek 
Some way to leave him. 



[Exit. 




ACT IV. 


Scene I. — Befort Al^ndria, CiESAR’s camp. 


Enter CiC^SAR, Agrippa, and MECiENAS, vnth his Army; 

CiESAR reading a letter. 

Cces. He calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power 
To beat me out of Egypt; my messenger 
He hath whipp’d with rods ; dares me to personal combat, 
Caesar to Antony : let the old ruffian know 
1 have many other ways to die ; meantime 
Laugh at his challenge. 

Afec Caesar must think, 

When one so great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction: never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Cces. Let our best heads 

Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight: within our hies there are. 

Of those that served Mark Antony but late, 

Enough to fetch him in. See it done: 

And feast the army; we have store to do’t. 

And they have earn'd the waste. Poor Antony < [Exeunt 

Scene IT — Alexandria. Cleopatra’s palau. 

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, 
Alexas, with others. 

Ant. He will not fight with mo, Domitius. 

Eno. No. 

ArU. Why should he not? 

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune. 
He is twenty men to one. 

Ant, To-morrow, soldier. 

By sea and land I'll fight: or I will live, 

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it Uve again. Woo't thou fight well ? 

YOL.IL 


Eno. I'll strike, and cry, ‘Take all.' 

Ant. Well said; come on. 

Call forth my household servants: let’s to-night 
Bo bounteous at our meal. 

Enter three or four Servitors. 

Thou hast been rightly honest; so hast thou; 

Thou, and thou, and thou: you have served me well, 
And kings have been your fellows. 

Cleo. [Aside to Eno.'] What means this? 

Eno. [Aside to Cleo.] 'Tis one of those odd tricks 
which sorrow shoots 
Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honest too. 

I wish I could be made so many men. 

And all of you clapp’d up together in 
An Antony, that I might do you seiwice 
So good as you have dona 
All. The gods forbid! 

Ant. Well, ray good fellows, wait on me to-night: 
Scant not my cups; and make as much of me 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 

And suffer’d my command. 

Cleo. [Aside to Eno.] What does he mean? 

Eno. [Aside to Cleo] To make his followers weep. 
Ant. Tend me to-night; 

May be it is the period of your duty: 

Haply you shall not see me more ; or if, 

A mangled shadow: perchance to-morrow 
You’ll serve another master. I look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 

I turn you not away; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death . 
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Tend me to>night two hours, 1 ask no more, 

And the gods yield you for’tl 
ArW What mean you, sir. 

To give them this discomfort? Look, they weep; 

And I, an ass, am onion-eyed: for shame, 

Transform ns not to women. 

AiU. Ho, ho, ho ! 

Now the witch take me, if 1 meant it thus! 

Grace grow where those drops fall 1 My hearty friends. 
You take mo in too dolorous a sense; 

For I spake to you for your comfort; did desire you 
To bum this night with torches: know, my hearts, 

I hope well of to-morrow; and will lead you 
Where rather I’ll expect victorious life 


Than death and honour. Let’s to supper, come, 

And drown consideration [Exeuni. 

Scene III. — The same. B^ore the palace. 

Enter ttoo Soldiers to their guard. 

Firet Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day. 
See. Sold. It wiU determine one way: fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ? 

Firti SM. Nothing. WW news? 

See. Sold. Belike 'tis but a rumour. Good night to you. 
First Sold. Well, sir, good night. 

Enter two other Soldiers. 

See. SM. Soldiers, have careful watch. 



Third Sold. And you. Good nighty good night 

[They place themselves in every comer of the stage. 
Fourth Sola. Here we: and if to-morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

Third Sold. ’Tis a brave army. 

And full of purpose. \Musieof the hautboys as un^ the sta^ 
Fourth Sold. Peace! what noise? 

First Sold. list, list! 

See. Sold. Hark! 

First Sold. Music i’ the air. 

Third Sold. Under the earth. 

Fourth Sold. It signs well,* does it not? 

Third Sold. No. 


First Sold. Peace, 1 say 

What should this mean? 

See. Sold. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom AntoEy loved. 
Now leaves him. 

Fir^ Sold. Walk: let’s see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do? [They advance to anbther post 
See. Sold. How now, masters I 

AU. [Speaking together.l How 'now 1 

How now! do you bear this? ! 

First Sold. Ay ; is’t not strange ? 

Third Sold. Do you hear, masters ? do you' hear ? 
Fird Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter, 
Let’s see how it will give off. 

All, Content Tis stranga [ExmnL 
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SCBNB IV.—Tlu tome. A. room in the palace. 

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Charmian. and others 
, attending. 

Ant. Eros! tnioe armour, Eros! 

Cleo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. Eros, come ; mine armour. Eros I 

Enter Eros with armour. 

Como, good fellow, put mine iron on : 

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
^cause we brave her: come. 

Cleo. Nay, I’ll help too. 

What’s this for? 

Ant. Ah, lot be, let be I thou art 

'Ihe armourer of my heart : false, false ; this, this. 

Cleo. Sooth, la, i’ll help: thus it must be. 

Ant. Well, well : 

We shall thrive now. Seest thou, my good fellow ? 

Go put on thy defences. 

Eros. BricHy, sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well? 

ArU. Barely, rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
’fo dairt for our repose, shall hear a storm. 

Thou fumblest, Eros; and my queen’s a squire 
More tight at this than thou: dispatch. 0 love, 

'fhat thou couhlst see my wars to-day, and knew’st 
The royal occupation! thou shouldst see 
A workman in’t. 

Enter an armed Soldier. 

Good morrow to thee; welcome: 

'rhou look'st like him that knows a warlike chaige : 

To business that we love we rise betime. 

And go to’t with delight. 

Sold. A thousand, sir. 

Early though’t be, have on their riveted trim. 

And at the port expect you. [SAouf. Trumpets flourish. 

Enter Captains and Soldiers. 

Capt. The morn is fair. Good morrow, general. 

All. Good morrow, general. 

Ant. Tis well blown, lads: 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to Iw of note, begins betimes. 

So, so; come, give iqp that: this way; well said. 

Fare thee well, dame, whate’er becomes of me: 

This is a soldier’s kiss : rebukeablo, [Kisses her. 

And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment ; I’ll leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel. You that will fight. 

Follow me close; I’ll bring you to't. Adieu. 

[Exeunt Antony, Eros, Captains, and Soldiers. 
Char. Please you, retire to your chamber. 

Cleo. Lead me. 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Cmsar might 
Determine this great war in single fight ! 

Then, Antony — but now — Well, on. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Alexandria. Antony’s camp. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Antony and Eros; a Soldier 
meeting them. 

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antony ! 
Ant. Would thou and those thy scars had once prevail’d 
To make me fight at land! 

Sold. Hadst thou done so. 

The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 


That has this morning left thee, would have still 
Follow’d thy heels. 

Ant. Who’s gone this morning? 

Sold. Who ! 

One ever near thee: call for Enobarbus, 

He shall not hear thee ; or from Csesai^s camp 
Say, * I am none of thine.' 

Ant. What say*st thou? 

Sold. Sir, 

He is with Cscsar. 

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure 

He has not with him. 

Ant. Is he gone ? 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after; do it; 

Detain no jot, 1 charge thee: write to him — 

1 will subscribe — gentle adieus and greetings; 

Say that I wish he never find more cause 
To change a master. 0, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men ! Dispatch. — ^Enobarbus ! [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — Alexandria. CiESAU’s camp. 

Flourish. Enter CiESAR, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, and 

others. 

Coes. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 

Our will is Antony be took alive; 

Make it so known. 

Ayr. Caesar, I shall. [Exit. 

Coes. The time of universal peace is near : 

Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook’d world 
Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Antony 

Is come into the field. 

Coes. Go charge Agrippa 

Plant those that have revolted in the van. 

That Antony may seem to spend his fury 

Upon himself. [Exeunt all but Endbarhus. 

Eno. Alexas did revolt; and went to Jewry on 
Affairs of Antony; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Caesar, 

And leave his master Antony: for this pains 
Caesar hath hang’d him. Canidius and the rest 
That fell away have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill; 

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 

That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Caesar’s. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath after thee sent all thy traasure, with 
His bounty overplus: the messenger 
I Came on my guard; and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. I give it you. 

Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. 

I tell you true : best you safed the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office. 

Or would have done’t myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. [Exit. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth. 

And feel I am so most. O Antony 

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid 

My better service, when iiiy turpitude *swni. 

Thou dost so crown with gold! Tliis blows* my heart: 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 

Shall outstrike thought: but thought* will do’t, I feel. 
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I fight against thee! No, I will go seek 

Some ditch wherein to die; the foul’st best fits 

My latter part of life. [ExU. 

ScsHE YII . — Field of haltU bettoem the camps. 

Alarum, Drums and trumpets. Enter Agbippa and others, 

Agr, Retire, we have engaged ourselves too fur: 

CiBsar himself has work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. {Exeunt, 

Alarums, Enter Antohy, and Scarus wounded. 

Sear, 0 my brave emperor, this is fought indeed I 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant, Thou bleed’st apace. 

Sear, I had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now 'tis made an H. 

Ant, They do retire. 


CLEOPATRA. [Act nr. 

Sear, Well beat 'em into bench-holes: I have yet 
Room for six scotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros, They are beaten, sir; and our advantage serves 
For a fair victory. 

Sear. Let us score their backs. 

And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind: 

’Tis sport to maul a runner. 

Ant, I will reward thee 

Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar, I’ll halt alter. {Exeunt. 

Scene VIII. — Under the walls of Alexandria. 
Alarum. Enter Antony, in a march ; SOARUS, “with others. 

Ant. We have beat him to his camp : run one before, 
And let the queen know of our gests.^ To-mortow, ’b****!*^ 



Before the sun shall see’s, we’ll spill the blood 
That has to-day escaped. I thank you all; 

For doughty-handed are you, and have fought 
Not as you served the cause, but as’t had been 
Each man’s like mine; you have shown all Hectors. 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends. 

Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful tears 
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honour'd gashes whole. {To SeaTUs.'\ Give me thy hand; 

Enter Cleopatra, attended. 

To this great fairy I’ll commend thy acts, 

Make her thanks bless thee. {To Cleo.'\ 0 thou day 
o’ the world. 

Chain mine arm’d neck; leap thou, attire and all. 
Through proof of harness* to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing! iinMmoinQtr. 

Cleo. Lord of lords I 

0 infinite virtue, comest thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uncaught? 


Ant. My nightingale. 

We have beat them to their beda What, girl! though 
grey 

Do something mingle with our younger brown, yet ha’ we 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand: 

Kiss it, my warrior : he hath fought to-day 
As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy'd in such a shape. 

CUo. I’ll give thee, friend. 

An armour all of gold; it was a king’s. 

Ant. Ho has deserved it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phoebus’ car. Give me thy hand : 

Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 

Bear our hack’d targets like the men that owh them: 

Had our great palace the capacity 

To camp this host, we all would sup together. 

And dnnk carouses to the next day’s fate. 

Which promises royal peril Trumpeters, 
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With btazen din blast you the city’s oar; 

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines; 

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds together, 
Applauding our api^roach. [ExeuiU. 

Scene IX. — C.^ar’s camp. 

Sentinels at their post. 

First Sold. If we be not relieved within this hour. 
We must return to the court of guard: the night 
Is shiny; and they say we shall embattle 
By the second hour i’ the morn. 

Sec. Sold. This last day was 

A shrewd one to’s. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. O, bear me witness, night— 

Third Sold, What man is this? 

Sec. Sold. Stand close, and list him. 

Eno. Be witness to me, 0 thou blessed moon, 

When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent! 

First Sold. Enobarbus! 

Third Sold. Peace ! 

Hark further. 

Eno. 0 sovereign mistress of true melancholy. 

The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me, 

That life, a very rebel to my will 

May hang no longer on me: throw my heart 

Against the flint and hardness of iny fault; 

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder. 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous. 

Forgive me in tltine own particular; 

But let the world rank mo in register 
A master-leaver and a fugitive: 

0 Antony 1 0 Antony I [Dies. 

Sec. Sold, Let’s speak 

To him. 

First Sold. Let’s hear him, for the things he speaks 
May concern Csesar. 

Third S<dd. Let’s do so. But he sleeps. 

First Sold. Swoons rather; for so bad a prayer as hit 
Was never yet for sleep. 

Sec. Sold. Go we to him. 

Ihird Sold. Awake, sir, awake; speak to us. 

See. S(dd. Hear you, sir ? 

F^rst Sold. The hand of death hath raught him. [iTrunu 
a/ar off.] Hark! the dnuns 
Demurely wake the sleepers. Let xa bear him 
To the court of guard; ho is of note: our hour 
Is fully out 

l%ird Sold. Come on, then ; 

He may recover yet \&cevnt v/iOt, the body. 

Scene X . — Between the two camps. 

Enter Antony and Scarus, with their Army. 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea; 

We please them not by land. 

Sear. For both, my lord. 

Ant. I would they’ld fight i’ the fire or i’ the air ; 
Weld fight there toa But this it is; our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the ci^ 

Shall stay with lu: order for sea is g^ven; 

They have put forth the haven. 

Where their appointment we may best discover. 

And look on uieir endeavour. [Euunt. 


Scene XI. — Another part of (he same. 

Enter CiGSAR, and his Army. 

Cass. But being charged, we will be still by land. 
Which, as I take’t, we shall; for his best force 
Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales. 

And hold our best advantage. [Exeunt 

Scene XII. — Another part of the same. 

Enter Antony and Scarus. 

Ant. Yet they are not join’d : where yond pine does 
stand, 

I shall discover all: I'll bring thee word 

Straight, bow ’tis like to go. [Exit. 

Sear. Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra’s sails their nests: the augurers 
Say they know not, they cannot tell; look grimly. 

And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected; and, by starts. 

His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear. 

Of what he has, and has not. 

[Alarum ajar off, as at a sea-Jight. 

Re-enter Antony. 

And. All is lost; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me: 

My fleet hath yielded to the foe; and yonder 
They cast their caps up and carouse together 
Like friends long lost. Triple-turn’d whore! ’tis thou 
Hast sold me to this novice; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all fly; 

For when I am revenged upon my charm, 

I have done all. Bid them all fly ; begone. [ExU Scarus 
0 sun, thy uprise shall I see no more: 

Fortune and Antony part here; even here 
Do we shake hands. All come to this? The hearts 
That spaniel’d me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Ctesar; and this pine is bark’d. 

That overtopp’d them all. Betray'd I am: 

0 this false soul of Egypt ! this grave charm — 

Whose eye beck’d forth my wars, and call’d them home ; 
Whose ^om was my crownet, my chief end — 

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose. 

Beguiled me to the very heart of loss. 

What, Eros, Eros! 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou spell! A^uunt! 

Cleo. Why is my lord enraged against his love? 

Ant. Vanish, or I shall give thee thy deserving. 

And blemish Caesar’s triumph. Let him take thee, 

And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians: 

Follow his chariotk like the greatest spot 

Of 1 ^ thy sex; most monster-like, be shown 

For poor’st diminutives, for doits; and let 

Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 

With her prepared nails. [Ekeit Cleopatra. 

'Tie well thou’rt gone, 

If it be well to live; but better 'twere 
Thou fell'st into my fiiry, for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoi 
The shirt of Nessus is upon me: teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage: 

Let me lodge lichas on the horns o’ the moon ; 

And with wose hands, that grasp’d the heaviest club. 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch dull die: 
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To the vouns Romau boy she hath sold me, and 1 fall 
Under nus j^ot ; she dies for’t. Eros, ho I [J&rtf. 

ScSNE Xni. — Alexandria. Cleopatra’s palate. 

Enter Cleopatra, Chakmiak, Isas, and Mardum. 

CUo. Help me, my women! O, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly 
Was never so emboss’d. 

Char. To the monument. 

There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead. 
The soul and bod^ rive not more in parting 
Than greatness going off. 

Cltb. To the monument! 

Matdian, go tell him I have slain myself; 

Say, that the last I spoke was ‘Antony,’ 

And word it, prithee, piteously: hence, Matdian, 

And bring me now he takes my death. To the monument ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene XIV . — The earn. Another roam. 

Enter Antont and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’st me? 

Eros. Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragonish ; 

A vapour sometime like a bear or lion, 

A tower'd citadel, a pendent rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world, 

And mock our eyes with air: thou hast seen these signs; 
Thw are black vesper’s pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my loid. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a thought 
The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct. 

As water is in water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body : here I am Antony ; 

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knava 
1 made these wars for Egypt: and tlie queen — 

Whose heart 1 thought 1 had, for she had mine; 

Which whilst it was mine had annex’d unto’t 
A million more, now lost — she, Eros, has 
Pack’d cards with Caesar, and fa]se*play’d my glory 
Unto an enemy’s triumph. 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. 

Enter Mardiak. 

O, thy vile lady! 

She has rbbb’d me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony ; 

My mistress loved thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 

AtU. Hence, saucy eunuch; peace! 

She hath betray’d me, and shall die the death. 

Mar. Death of one person can be paid but once. 
And that she has discharged: what thou wouldst do 
Is done unto thy hand: the last she spake 
Was ‘Antony! most noble Antony!’ 

Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips: she render'd life. 

Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant. Dead, then ? 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Unarm, Eros ; the long day’s task is done. 

And we must sleep. [To Mar.'l That thou depart’st 
hence safe. 


Does pay thy labour richly; go. [iSnr Mardian. 

Off, pluck off: 

The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides! 

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent. 

Crack thy frail case! Apace, Eros, apace. 

No more a soldier: bruised pieces, go; 

You have been nobly borne. From me awhile. {Exit Eros. 

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 

All length is torture: since the torch is out, 

Lie down, and stray no farther: now all labour 
Mars what it does; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength: seal Uien, and all is done. 

Eros ! — I come, my queen : — Eros ! — Stay for me : 

Where souls do couch on flowers, we’ll hand in hand, 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze: 

Dido and her .^neos shall want troops, 

And all the haunts be ours. Come, Eros, Eros! 

Be-enJler Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

I have lived in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quarter’d the world, and o’er green Neptune's back 
With ships mode cities, condemn myself to lack 
The courage of a woman; less noble mind 
Than she which by her death our Cscsar tells 
‘I am conqueror of myself.’ Thou art sworn, Eros, 
That, when the exigent should come, which now 
Is come indeed, when 1 should see behind mo 
The inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command. 

Thou then wouldst kill me: do’t; the time is come: 
Thou strikest not me, ’tis Ctesar thou defeat’st. 

Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eros. The gods withhold me! 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts, 

Though enemy, lost aim, and could not? 

Ant. Eros, 

Wouldst thou be window’d in great Rome and see 
Thy master thus with pleach’d arms, bending down 
Ilis corrigible neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative shame, whilst the wheel’d seat 
Of fortunate Ca»ar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued? 

Eros. I would not see’t. 

Ant. Come, then; for with a wound I must be cured. 
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Eros. 0, sir, pardon me! 

Ant. When I did make thee free, sworest thou not 
then 

To do this when T bade thee? Do it at once; 

Or thy precedent services are all 

But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me, then, that noble countenance. 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. ' 

Ant. Lo thee! [Turning Ji-om hint. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. t 

Ant. Then let it do at '.once 

The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros. My dear mister. 

My captain, and my emperor, let me say, 

Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. 'Tis said, man; and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now? 
Ant. % Now, Eroa 
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Eros. Why, there then : thus I do escape the sorrow 
Of Antony’s death. {kHIs himsdf. 

Thrice-nobler than myself! 

Thou teachest me, O, valiant Eros, what 
I should, and thou couldst not. My queen and Eros 
Have by their brave instruction eot upon me 
A nobleness in record : but I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 
As to a lovers bed. Come, then; and, Eros, 

Thy master dies thy scholar: to do thus 

[Falling on his sword. 

I learn’d of thee. How I not dead 7 not dead ? 

The guard, hoi O, dispatch me! 

Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

FirU Guard. What’s the noise? 

Ant. I have done my work ill, friends : 0, make an end 
Of what I have begun. 

Sec, Guard, The star is fall’n. 

First Guard, And time is at his period. 


All. Alas, and woe! 

Ant. Let him that loves me strike me dead. 

First Guard. Not I. 

See, Guard. Nor I. 

Third Guard. Nor any one. [Exeunt Guard. 
Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 
This sword but shown to Ceesar, with this tidings, 

Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Where’s Antony? 

Der. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Livep he ? 

Wilt thou not answer, man? [ExU Dercetas. 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? Draw thy sword, and 
give me 

Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio, Most absolute lord. 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee? 



Dio. Now, my lord. 

jint. Where is she? 

Dio. Lock’d in her monument. She had a prophesy- 
ing fear 

Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw— 
Which never shall be found— you did suspect »*•»«•«• 
She had disposed* with Csesar, and that )our rage 
Would not be purged, she sent you word she was dead ; 
But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to prodaira the truth; and I am come, 

I dread, too late. . „ , t ur. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed; call my guard, I pnthee. 
Dio. What, ho, the emperor’s guard! The guard, 
what, ho! 

Gome, your lord calls! 

Enter four or Jtm qf the Guard qf Antooy. 

AiU. Bear roe, good friends, where Cleopatra bides ; 
’Tis the last service that 1 shall command you. 


First Guard. \Voe, woe are we, sir, you may not 
live to wear 

All your time followers out 
All, Most heavy day! 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp fate 
To grace it with your sorrows: bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it. 

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up: 

I have led you oft: carry me now, good friends. 

An il have my thanks for all. [Exeunt, hearing Antony. 

Scene XV. — The same. A monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, and her maids aloft, with Charmiam 
and Iras. 

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 

Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo. No, I will not: 

All strange and terrible events are welcome. 

But comforts we despise; our size of sorrow. 
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Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great 
As that which makes it 

Enter, below, Biomkdxs. 

How now! is he dead? 

Dio. His death’s upon him, but not dead. 

Look out 0 * the other side your monument; 

His gusrd have brought him thither. 

Enter below, Antony, borne by the Guard. 

(Eeo. O sun. 

Bum the great sphere thou movest ini darkling stand 
The varying shore o’ the world. O Antony, 

Antony, Antony! Help, Chamiian, help, Iras, help; 
Help, Mends lielow; let’s draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace ! 

Not Caesar’s valour hath o’erthrown Antony, 

But Antony’s hath triumph’d on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony; but woe ’tis so. 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying; only 
I here importune death awhile, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips. 

Cleo. I dare not, dear — 

Dear my lord, pardon — I dare not, 

Lest I be taken: not the imperious show 
Of the full-fortuned Caesar ever shall 
Be brooch’d with me; if knife, drugs, serpents, have 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe: 

Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes 
And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour 
Derauring upon me. But come, come, Antony — 

Help me, my women — we most draw thee up : 

Assist, good friends. 

Ant. 0, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here’s sport indeed! How heavy weighs my 
lord! 

Our strength is all gone into heaviness. 

That makes the weight: had I mreat Juno’s power. 

The strong-wing’d Mercury should fetch thee up. 

And set mee by Jove’s side. Tet come a little — 
Wishers were ever fools — O, come, come, come; 

[They heave Antony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome! die where thou hast lived: 
Quicken with kissing: had my lips that power. 

Thus would I wear them out 
All. A heavy sight! 

Avi. I am dying, Egypt, dying : 

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

Cho. No, let me speak; and let me rail so high. 
That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel. 
Provok’d by my offence. 


AnL One word, sweet queen: 

Of C»sar seek your honour, with your safety. O? 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me: 

None about Ceesar trust but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My resolution and my hands I’ll trust; 

None about Csssar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my end 
Lament nor sorrow at; but please your thoughts 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I lived, the greatest prince o’ the world. 

The noblest; and do now not basely die. 

Not cowardly put off my helmet to 
My countryman — a Homan by a Homan 
Valiantly vanquish’d. Now my spirit is going: 

I can no more. 

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo’t die? 

Hast thou no care of me? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a sty? 0, see, my women, 

[Antony dies. 

The crown o’ the earth doth melt. My lora! 

O, wither’d is the garland of the war. 

The soldier’s pole is fall’n: young boys and girls 
Are level now with men; the odds is gone. 

And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. [FaiiUs. 

Char. 0, quietness, lady I 

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char. Lady ! 

Iras. Madam ! 

Char. 0 madam, madam, madam! 

Iras. Koyal Egypt, 

Empress! 

Char. Peace, peace, Iras! 

Cleo. No more, but e’en a woman, and commanded 
By such poor passion os the maid that milks 
And does the meanest chares. It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 

To tdl them that this world did equal theirs 
Till they had stol’n our jewel. All’s but naught ; 
Patience is sottish, and impatience docs 
Become a dog that’s mad : then is it sin 
To rush into the secret house of death. 

Ere death dare come to us? How do you, women? 
What, what! good cheer! Why, how now, Charmian! 
My noble |prlsl Ah, women, women, look, 

Our lamp is spent, it’s out ! Good sirs, take heart : 
We’ll bury him; and then, what’s brave, what’s noble. 
Let’s do it after the high Homan fashion. 

And make death proud to take us. Come, away: 

This case of that huge spirit now is cold: 

Ah, women, women! come; we have no friend 
But resolution, an^ the briefest end. 

[&eemt, thou above bearing off Antonfs body. 





ACT V. 

ScENB 1. — Alexandria. Char’s camp. 


Enter C^AR, Agrippa, Dolabella, MECiGNAS, Gaixus, 
Pboculgius, and others, his council of war. 

Cces. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield; 

Being so frustrate, tell him he mocks 
The pauses that he makes. 

EoL Ctesar, I shall [Exit. 

Enter Dercetas, with the sword of Antony. 

Cces. Wherefore is that 7 and what art thou that darest 
Ap^r thus to us? 

Der. I am call’d Dercetas; 

Mark Antony I served, who best was worthy 
Best to be served : whilst he stood up and spoke 
He was my master; and I wore my life 
To spend upon his haters. If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I’ll be to Csesar; if thou pleasest not^ 

I yield thee up my life. 

Cces. What is’t thou say’st ? 

Der. I say, 0 Cesar, Antony is dead. 

Cces. The breaking of so great a thing should make 
A greater crack: the round world 
Should have shook lions into civil streets, 

And citizens to their dens: the death of Antony 
Is not a sin^ doom; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Der. He is dead, Ctssar; 

Not by a public minister of justice. 

Nor a hired knife ; but that self hand, 

VOL. II. 


Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 

Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it 
Splitted the heart. This is his sword; 

I robb’d his wound of it; behold it stained 
With his most noble blood. 

Cces. Look you sad, friends? 

The gods rebuke me, but it is tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

Aifr. And strange it is, 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

JIfee. His taints and honours 

Waged equal with him. 

Agr. A mrer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Csesar is touch’d. 

Mec. Wlien such a spacious mirror’s set before him 
He needs must see himself. 

Cces. 0 Antony 1 

I have follow’d thee to this; but we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies: I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a declining day. 

Or look on thine; we could not stdl together 
In the whole world: but yet let me lament 
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 

That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire. 

Friend and companion in the front of war 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle — ^that our stars. 
Unreconcdiable, should divide 

51 
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Our eqiialness to this. Hear me, good friends — 

But I will tell 70 a at some meeter season: 

Enter an Egyptian. 

The hnsiness of this man looks out of him; 

We’ll hear him what he says. Whence are you? 

Egyp. A poor Egyptian yet.‘ The queen my mistress, 
Conhncd in all she has. her monument, 

Of thy intents desires instruction. 

That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she’s forced to. 

CcBs. Bid her have good heart: 

She soon shall know of u.s, by some of oura, 

How honourable and how kindly wo 
Determine for her ; for Caesar cannot live 
To lie ungentle. 

Egyp. So the gods preserve thee! [JEri/. 

Coes. Come hither, Proculeius. Go and say. 

We purpose her no shame: give her what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require, 

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us ; for her life in Itome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : go, 

And with your speediest bring us what she says, 

And how you find of her. 

Pro. Caesar, 1 shall. [Exit. 

Cccs. Gallus, go you along. [ExU Gallm.'\ Where's 
Dolabella, 

To second Proculeius ? 

All. Dolabella ! 

Coes. I^et him alone, for I remember now 
How he’s employ’d ; he shall in time be ready. 

Go with me to tny tent; where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn iuto this war; 

How calm and gentle T proceeded still 

In all my writings : go with me, and si.e 

What I can show in this. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — Alexandria. A room in the monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and iRAa 

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life. ’Tis paltry to be C*sar; 

Not l)eing Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave, 

A minister of her will: and it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds; 

Which shackles accidents and holts up change; 

Which sleeps, and never palates more the dug. 

The beggar’s nurse and Caesar’s. 

Enitr, to the gates of the monument, Proculeics, Gallus, 
and Soldiers. 

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the Queen of Egypt; 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Tliou mean’st to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. What’s thy name? 

Pro. My name is Pioculeius. 

Cleo. Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceived, 

Tliat have no use for trusting. If your master. 

Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him, 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please 
To give me conquer'd Esyp^ for my son. 

He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro. Be of good cheer ; 


You’re fall’n into a princely hand, fear nothing: 

Make your full reference freely to my lord. 

Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need: let mo report to him 
Your sweet dependency; and you shall find 
A conqueror that will pray in aid for kindness. 

Where he for grace is kneel’d to. 

Cleo. Pray you, tell him 

I am his fortune’s va.ssal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience; and would gladly 
Look him i’ the face. 

Pro. This I’ll report, dear lady. 

Have comfort, for I know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caused it 

Gal. You see how easily she may be surprised : 

[Sere Proculeius and two of the Guard ascend the 
monument by a ladder placed against a toindow, 
and, having descended, come behind Cleopatra. Some 
of the Guard unbar and open the gates. 

[To Proculeius and the Guard.] Guard her till Csesar 
come. [Exit. 

Iras. Boyal queen! 

Char. 0 Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen. 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. [Drauing a dagger. 

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

[&WCS and disarms her. 
Do not yourself such wrong, who arc in this 
Believed, but not betray’d. 

Cleo. What, of death ton. 

That rids our dogs of languish ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master’s bounty by 
The undoing of yourself: let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou, death ? 

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggara ! 

Pto. 0, temperance, lady! 

Cleo. Sir, I will oat no meat. I’ll not drink, sir; 

If idle talk will once be necessary. 

I’ll not sleep neither: this mortal house I’ll rum. 

Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion’d at your master's court ; 

Nor once bo chastised with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up 
And show me to the shouting varletry 
Of censuring Borne? Bather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave unto me! rather on Nilus’ mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flics 
Blow me into abhorring! rather make 
My country’s high pyramides my gibbet. 

And hang me up in chains! 

Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Caesar. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dot Proculeius, ' 

What thou hast done thy master Caesar knovii^. 

And he hath sent for tliM: for the queen, 

I’ll take her to my guard. 

Pro. So, Dolabella, ^ 

It shcdl content me best: be gentle to her. 

i To Cleo!] To Caesar I will speak what yon shall please, 
f you’ll employ me to him. 

CUo. Say, 1 would die» 

> [Exeunt Proculeius and Soldiers. 



Act v.J ANTONY AND 

Dol. Most noble empress, you liave heard of me? 

CUo. I cannot tell. 

Dol. Assuredly you know me. 

CUo. No matter, sir, what I have heard or known. 

You laugh when boys or women tell their dreams; 

Is’t not your trick? 

Dol. I understand not, madam. 

Cleo. I dream’d there was an Emperor Antony*. 

0, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man I 
Dol. If it might please ye — 

Cleo. His face was as tlie heavens ; and therein stuck 
A sun and moon, which kept their course, and lighted 
The little O,* the earth. 'orti- 

Dol. ^ ^ Most sovereign creature — 

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear’d arm 
Crested the world: his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ; 

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb. 

Ho was as rattling thunder. For his bounty. 

There was no winter in’t; an autumn 'twas 
That grew the more by reaping: his delights 
Were dolphin-like; they show’d his back above 
The element they lived in: in his livery 
Walk’d crowns and crow’nets; realms and islands were 
As plates* dropp’d from his pocket »au»r«tofc 

Dol. Cleopatra ! 

CUo. Think you there was, or might be, such a man 
As this I dream’d of? 

Dol. Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of tlie gods. 

But, if there be, or ever were, one such. 

It’s past the size of dreaming: nature wants stuff 
To vie* strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine * ctoi'w. 
An Antony, wero nature’s piece ’g.unst fancy, 

Condemning shadows quite. 

Dol. Hear me, good madam. 

Your loss is as yourself, great; and you bear it 
As answering to the wei^t : would I might never 
O'ertake pursued success, but I do feel. 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that smites 
My very heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank you, sir. 

Know you what Cssar means to do with me? 

Dol. I am loath to tell you what 1 would you knew. 
CUo. Nay, pray you, sir — 

Dol. Though he be honourable — 

CUo. He’ll lead me, then, in triumph? 

Dol. Madam, he wUl; 1 know’t. 

[AVoum/t and ahoiU within, 'Make way there: Csesar!’ 

EnUr CjlBiA, GaLLUS, PbOCULEIVS, MECiGNAS, SEI.EUCUS, 
and others of his Train. 

Cass. Which is the Queen of Fgypt? 

Dol. It is the emperor, madam. [C. \paira kneels. 
Cobs. Arise, you shall not kneel: 

I pray you, rise; rise, feypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus; my mostcr and my lord 
I must obey. 

Cobs. Take to ^ou no hard thoughts : 

The record of what injuries you did us. 

Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

CUo. Sole sir o' the world, 

I cannot project mine own cause so well 
To make it dear; but do confess I have 
Been laden with like frailties which before 
Have often shamed our sex. 
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Cars. Cleopatra, know. 

We will extenuate rather than enforce.* 

If you apply yourself to our intents. 

Which towards you are most gentle, you shall find 
A benefit in this change; but if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony’s course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purposes, and put your children 
To that destruction which i’ll guard them from. 

If theicon you rely. I’ll take my leave. 

CUo. And may, through all the world: ’tis yours; 
and we. 

Your scutcheons and your signs of conquest, shall 
Hang in what place you please Here, my good lord. 
Ccea. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 

CUo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 

I am possess’d of : ’tis exactly valued ; 

Not petty things admitted.' Where’s Scleucus? 

Sel. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treasurer: let him speak, my lord. 
Upon his peril, that I have reserved 
To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 

Sel. Madam, 

I had rather seal my lips, than, to my peril, 

Speak that which is not 

Cleo. What have 1 kept back ? 

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made 
known. 

Coes. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; T approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See, Csesar! 0, liehold. 

How pomp is follow’d! mine will now be yours; 

And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine. 

The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild: 0 slave, of no more trust 
Than love that’s hired: What, goest thou back? thou 
shalt 

Go back, I warrant thee; but I’ll catch thine eyes. 
Though they had wings: slave, soulless villain, dog! 

0 rarely base! 

Cobs. Good queen, let us entreat you. 

CUo. O Csesar, what a wounding shame is this, 

Tliat thou, vouchsafing here to visit me. 

Doing the honour of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Cmsar, 

That I some lady trifles have reserved, 

Inimoment toys, things of such dignity 
As w*e greet modem* friends withal; and say, 

Some nobler token I have kept apait 

For Livia and Octavia, to induce 

Their mediation; must I be unfolded 

With one that I have bred ? The gods 1 it smites me 

Beneath the fall I have. [3b (SSf/ewetts.] Prithee, go hence; 

Or I shall show the cinders of my 6][arits 

Through the ashes of my chance : wert thou a man. 

Thou wouldst have mercy on me. 

Cobs. Forbear, Seleucus. 

[Exit SeUueus. 

Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, aro misthought 
For tilings that others do; and, when ive fall. 

We answer others’ merits* in our name, eotmu. 

Are therefore to be pitied. 

Cais. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reserved, nor what acknowledged. 
Put we i* the roll of conquest: still be’t yours. 

Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe, 

Caesar's no merchant, to make prize with yon 
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Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheered; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons: no, dear queen; 
For we intend so to dispose you as 
Yourself shall give os counsel. Feed, and sleep ; 

Our care and pity is so much upon you, 

That we remain your Mend; and so, adieu. 

Cleo. My master, and my lord! 

Cet$, Not so. Adieu. 

\FUmritk. Exeunt Caeaar and his train. 
Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I should 
not 

Be noble to myself: but, hark thee, Charmian. 

[Whispers Charmian. 

Iras. Finish, good lady; the bright day is done. 
And we are for the dark. 

Cleo. Hie thee again: 

I have spoke already, and it is provided; 

Go put it to the haste. 

Char. Madam, I wilL 

Re-enier Dolabella. 

Dol. Where is the queen? 


[Act V. 

Char. Behold, sir. [AnY. 

CUo. Dolabella I 

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 

I tell you this: Csssar tlirough Syria 
Intends his journey ; and wiUiin three days 
You with your children will he send before:. 

Make your best use of this: I have perform’d 
Your pleasure and my promise. 

CUo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your servant. 

Adieu, good queen; I must attend on Csesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dolabella. 

Now, Iras, what think’st thou? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Rome, as well as I: mechanic slaves 
W'ith greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view; in their thick breaths. 

Bank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded. 

And forced to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid I 



CUo. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras: saucy lictors 
Will catch at us, like strumpets; and scald rhymers 
Ballad us out o’ tune: the quick^ comedians (unir* 
Extemnorally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and 1* shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
r the posture of a whore. 

Iras. 0 the good gods! 

CUo. Nay, that’s certain. 

Iras. I’ll never see’t; for, I am sure, my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

CUo. Why, that’s the way 

To fool their prq;)aration, and to conquer 
Their most absura intents. 

Berentsr CHAXinAV. 

Now, Charmian 1 

Show me, my women, like a queen: go fetch 
My best attues: I am again for Cydnus, 


To meet Mark Antony: sirrah Iras, go. 

Now, noble Charmian, we’ll dispatch indeed; 

And, when thou hast done this chare. I’ll give thee leave 
To play till doomsday. Bring our crown and all 
Wherefore’s this noise. [Exit Iras. A noise within. 

Enter a Guardsman. 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow 

That will not be denied your highness’ presence 
He brings you figs. 

CUo. Let him come in. [Exit O^rdsman. 

What poor an instnpnent 
May do a noble deed! he brings me liberty. . 

My resolution’s placed, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me: now from head to foot 
I am marUe^nstant ; now the fleeting moon ' 

No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guardsman, wilk Clown hrvnging in a badnt. 
Guard. ’ This is the man. 
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Act V.] 


CUo. Avoid, and leave him. [ExU Ouardman. 
Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilue there, 

That kills and pains not? 

Chtm. Truly, I have him: but I would not bo the 
pa^ that should desire you to touch him, for his biting 
IS immortal j those that do die of it do seldom or never 
recover. 

Cleo. Rememberest thou any that have died on’t? 

Cloum. Very many, men and women too. I heard 
of one of them no longer than yesterday : a veiy honest 
woman, but something given to lie; as a woman should 
not do, hut in the way of honesty: how she died of 
the biting of it, what pain she felt : truly, she makes a 
very good report o’ the worm ; but he that will bdieve all 
that they ray, shall never be raved by half that they 
do : but this is most fallible, the worm’s an odd worm. 

Cieo. Get thee hence; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

[Setting down hie hasket. 

CUo. FareweU. 

Clown. You must think this, look you, that the worm 
will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted but 
in tho keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there is no 
goodness in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no care; it shall be heeded. 

Clown. Very good. Give it nothing, I pray you, for 
it is not worth the feeding. 

CUo. Will it fat me? 

Clown. You must not think I am so simple but 1 
know the deVtl himself will not eat a woman: I know 
that a woman is a dish for tho gods, if the devil dress 
her not But, truly, these same whoreson devils do the 
gods great harm in their women ; for in every ten that 
they make, the devils mar fire. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone; farewell. 

Clown. Yes, forsooth : I wish you joy o’ the worm. [Exit. 

Re-mUr Iras with a robe, crown, dec. 

CUo. Give me my robe, put on my crown; I have 
Immortal longings in me : now no more 
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist this lip: 

Yare, yare, good Iras; quick. Methinks I hear 
Antony call; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act; I hear him mock 
The luck of Cscsar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath : husband, I come : 

Now to that name my courage prove my title! 

I am fire and air; my other elements 
I give to baser life. So; have you done? 

Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian; Iras, long farewell. 

[Kisaea them. Iraa falU and dies. 
Have I the aspic in my lips ? Dost fall ) 

If thou and nature can so gently part. 

The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch. 

Which hurts, and is desired. Dost thou lie still ^ 

If thus thou vanishest, thou tell’st the world 
It is not worth leave>taking. 

Char. Dissolve, thick doud, and rain ; that I may ray. 
The gods themselves do weep I 

Cleo. This proves me base: 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

Hell make demand of her, and spend that kiss 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou mortal 
wretch, [To an am, which ^ apfdiea to her breast. 
With thy sharp teeth wis knot intrinsicate 


Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool. 

Be angry, and dispatch. 0, couldst thuu speak. 

That I might hear thee call great Ctesar ass 
Unpolicied I 

Char. 0 eastern star! 

CUo. Peace, peace ! 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast. 

That sucks the nurse asleep? 

Char. O, break! 0, break! 

CUo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle — 

0 Antony! — Nay, I will take thee too: 

[Applying another cap to her arm. 
What should I stay — [Dies. 

Char. In this vile world ? So, fare thee well. 

Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallel’d. Downy windows, close; 

And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal! Your crown’s awry; 

I’ll mend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard, ruahvig in. 

Firat Guard. Where is the queen? 

Char. Speak softly, wake her not 

Firat Guard. Cierar hath sent — 

Char. Too slow a messenger. 

[Appliea an asp. 

0, come apace, dispatch! I partly feel thee. 

Fir^ Guard. Approach, ho! All’s not well: Cmsar’s 
beguiled. 

Sec. Guard. There’s Dolabella sent from Caesar ; call 
him. 

First Guard. What work is here? Charmian, is this 
well done? 

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princess 
Descended of so many royal kings. 

Ah, soldier ! [Diea. 

Re-enter Dolabella. 

Dol. How goes it here? 

Sec. Guard. All dead. 

Dol. Caesar, thy thoughts 

Touch their effects in this: thyself art coming 
To see perform’d the dreaded act which thou 
So sought’st to hinder. 

[Within, ‘A way there, a way for Caesar!’ 

Re-enter CiCSAR and all hia train, manhing. 

Dol. 0 sir, you are too sure an augurer; 

That you did fear is done. 

Cces. Bravest at the last. 

She levell’d at our purposes, and, being royal, 

'Took her own way. The manner of their deaths? 

1 do not see them bleed. 

Dol. Who was last with them? 

Fira Guard. A simple countryman, that brought her 
figs: 

This was his basket. 

Coea. Poison'd, then. 

First Guard. 0 Caesar, 

This Charmian lived but now; she stood and spake: 

I found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead mistress; tremblingly she stood 
And on the sadden dropp’d. 

Coes. O noble weakness! 

If they had swallow’d poison, ’twould appear 
By external swelling : but she looks like sle^, 

As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. 

Dol. Here on her breast^ 
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[Act V. 


There is a vent of blood and something blown - 
The like is on her arm. 

First Cfuard. This is an aspic’s trail: and these fig< 
leaves 

Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 

Cass. Most probable 

That so she died; for her physician tells me 
She hath pursued conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. Take up her bed , 


And bear her women fi*om the monument: 

She shall be buried by her Antony: 

No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 
Strike those that make them ; and their story i 
No less in pity than liis glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall 
In smemn show attend this funeral; 

And then to Borne. Come, Dolabella, see 
High order in this gi*eat solemnity. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Kino Jork. 

PRINCB HtRjiir, aon to the kiug. 

Arthur, Doke of DreUgne, ntjhew to Ute king. 
The Earl of Pbhbroei. 

The Eerl of Eubx. 

The Eerl of Saubburt. 

The Lord Bioor 
Hubert db Buroh. 

RoBFRr Fauloorbriooe, ton to Sir Robert Feul- 
coobridge. 


PuiLii* tho he half-brother, 

Jamlb Glunbit, eeroant to Lady Faulconbridge. 
Peter of Pomfrot, a propliet, 

Philip, King of France. 

Lswia, the Dauphin. 

Lymoqes, Duke of Austria. 

Cardietal PANDULr*!, the Pope's legate. 

Mblun, a French Lord. 

CuATXLLON, ambaeeador/rom France to Kuig J olin. 


Queen Elinor, mother to King Jolm. 
Constance, mother to Arthur. 

Blanch (/Spam, niece to King Jobu 
Lady Faulconbrxooe. 

Lords, Otusnso/Angiers, Sheriffs Heralda^Officert, 
Soldier Meaatngera^ and other Attendunta 

SCENE:— /Virtfy ta England, and partly in 
France. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Kino John’s paUta. 


SnUr Kmo John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Essex, 
Salisbury, and others, vnth Cuatillon. 

A! JoAn. Novr, say, Chatillon, what would Fnmce 
with us? 

Chat. Thus, after greetine, speaks the King ol Frauce, 
la my behaviour to the majesty. 

The borrow’d migesty, of England here. 

Mi, A strange begioning: 'borrow’d majesty*’ 

AT. John. Silence, good mother; hear the embassy. 
VOL III. 


Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son, 

Arthur Plantogenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair uuand and the tenitories. 

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword 
Which sways usuipingly these several titles, 

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand, 

Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 

A' John. What follows if we disallow of this? 

1 
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Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody vrar. 

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K. John. Here have we war for war and blood for 
blood, 

Controlment for controhnent: so answer France. 

Chat. Then take my king’s defiance from my moutli. 
The farthest limit of my embassy. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace: 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France; 

For ere thou const report I will be there, 

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard: 

So hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 

And sullen* presage of your own decay. 

An honourable conduct let him have: 

Pembroke, look to’t. Farewell, Chatillon. 

{Exeunt ChatMon and Pembroke. 
Eli. What now, my son! hove I not ever said 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease 
Till she had kindled France and all the world, 

Upon the rmht and party of her son? 

This might nave been prevented and made whole 


With very easy arguments of love. 

Which now the manage* of two kingdoms must 
With fearM Uoody issue arbitrate. 

AT. John. Our strong possession and our right for us. 
Eli. Your strong possession much more than your right, 
Or else it must go wrong with you and me: 

So much my conscience whispers in your ear. 

Which none but heaven and you and I shall bear. 

Enter a Sheriff. 

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy 
Come from the country to be judged by you 
That e’er I beard: shall I produce the men? 

iT. John. Let them approach. 

Our abbeys and our priories shall pay 
'i'his expedition’s charge. 

Enter Kobeht Faulconbbidgg, and PiiiLir his bastard 
brother. 

What men are you? 

Beu. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman 



Burn in Northamptonshire, and eldest son, 

As I suppose, to Bobert Faulconbridge, 

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field. 

K. John. What art thou? 

Bob. The son and heir to that same Faulconbridge. 
K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Ba^. Most certain of one mother, mighty king; 

That is well known; and, as I think, one father: 

But for the certain knowledge of that truth 
I put you o’er to heaven and to my mother: 

Of that I doubt, as aU men’s children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame thy 
mother 

And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Bast. I, madam? no, I have no reason for it; 

That is my brother’s plea and none of mine; 

The which if he can prove, a’ pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year: 

Heaven guard my mother's honour and my landl 


K. John. A good blunt fellow. Why, being younger 
bom. 

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Ba^. I know not why, except to get the land 
But once he slander’d me with bastardy: 

But whether I bt as true begot or no. 

That still I lay upon my mother’s head. 

But that I am as well rogot, my liege — 

Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me! — 
Compare our faces and be judge yourself. 

If old Sir Robert did berat us both 
And were our father and this son like him, 

0 old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heaven thanks I was not like to thee! 

K. John Why, what a madcap hath heaveh lent us 
here! 

Eli. He hath a trick of Coeur-de-lion’s face; 

The accent of his tongue affecteth him. 

Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man ? 

K. J<Ji/n. >■ Mine eye hath well examined his parts 
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And finds them perfect Bichard. Sirrah, speak, 

What doth move you to claim your brother’s land? 

Bad. Because he hath a half-face, like my father. 
With that half-face would he have all my la-ni? ; 

A half-faced groat five hundred pound a year ! 

Rob. My gracious li^, when that my father lived. 
Your brother did employ my father much — 

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land: 
Your tale must be how he employ’d my mother. 

Bob. And once dispatch’d him in an embassy 
To Germany, there with the emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time. 

The advantage of his absence took the king, 

And in the mean time sojourn’d at my father’s; 

Where how he did prevail I shame to speak. 

But truth is truth : largo lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and my mother lay. 

As I have heard my father speak himself. 

When this same lusty gentleman was got. 

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d 
His lands to me, and took it on his death 
That this my mother’s son was none of his ; 

And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 

Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine. 

My father’s land, as was my father’s will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate; 

Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him, 

And if she did play false, the fault was hers; 

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
'That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother. 

Who, as you say, took pains to get this son. 

Had of your father claim’d this son for his’ 

In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf bred from his cow from all the world ; 

In sooth he might; then, if he were my brother’s. 

My brother might not claim him ; nor your father. 
Being none of his, refuse him: this concludes;* **»4«**'" 
My mother’s son did get your father’s heir; 

Your father’s heir must have your father’s land. 

Rob. Shall then my father’s will be of no force 
To dispossess that child which is not his? 

Sa^. Of no more force to dispossess mo, sir. 

Than was his will to get me, as 1 think. 

Eli. Whether hodst thou rather be a Faulconbridge 
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land. 

Or the reputed son of Cccur-de-lion, 

Lord of thy presence and no land beside? 

BaU. Madam, an if my brother had my shape. 

And I had his. Sir Bobert’s his, like him ; 

And if ray legs were two such riding-rods. 

My arms such eel-skins stuff’d, my face so thin 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose 
Lest men should say, * Look, where three-farthings goes !’ 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this Imd, 

Would I might never stir from off this place, 

I would give it every foot to have this face ; 

I would not be sir Kob in any case. 

Eli. I like thee well: wilt thou forsake thy fortune. 
Bequeath th^ laud to him, and follow me ? 

I am a soldier, and now bound to France. 

Bast. Brother, take you my land. I’ll liiko my 
chance. 

Your face hath got five hundred pound a year. 

Yet sell your face for five pence and ’tis dear. 

Madam, I’ll follow vou unto the death. 

Eli, Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 
Ba^. Our country manners give our betters way. 

JT. Jokn. 'V^t is thy name? 


Bast. Philip, my liege, so is my name begun; 

Philip, good old Sir Bobert’s wife’s eldest son. 

K. John. From henceforth bear his name whose form 
thou bear’st: 

Kneel thou down Philip, but rise more great. 

Arise Sir Bichard and Plantagenet. 

Bast. Brother by the mother’s side, give me your band : 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land. 

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day. 

When I was got. Sir Botert was away ! 

Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet! 

I am thy grandam. Bichard; call me so. 

Bast. Madam, by chance but not by truth ; what 
though ? 

Something about, a little from the right. 

In at the window, or else o’er the hatch: 

Who dares not stir by day must walk by night. 

And have is have, however men do catch: 

Near or far off, well won is still well shot. 

And I am I, howe’er I was begot. 

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge : now hast thou thy desire ; 
A landless knight makes thee a landed st^uire 
Come, madam, and come. Bichard, we must speed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 

Bast. Brother, adieu: good fortune come to thee! 
For thou wast got i’ the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all but Bastard. 
A foot of honour better than 1 was; 

But many a many foot of land the worse. 

Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. 

‘Good den. Sir Bichard” — God-a-mercy, fellow!’ — 

And if his name be George, I’ll call him Peter; 

For new-made honour doth forgot men’s names; 

’Tis too respective* and too sociable 4Cciii.w.«it« 

For your conversion. Now your traveller, 
lie and his toothpick at my worship’s mess. 

And when my knightly stomach is sufficed. 

Why then I suck my teeth and catechize 
My picked man of countries : ‘ My dear sir,’ 

Thus, leaning on mine elliow, 1 begin, 

* I shall beseech you ’ — that is question now ; 

And then comes answer like an Absey book: 

‘O sir,’ says answer, ‘at your best command; 

At your employment; at your service, sir;’ 

‘ No sir,’ says question, ‘ I, sweet sir, at yours ;’ 

And so, ere answer knows what question would. 

Saving in dialogue of compliment. 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean and the river Po, 

It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 

But this is worshipful society. 

And fits the mounting spirit like myself. 

For he is but a bastard to the time 
That doth not smack of observation; 

And so am I, whether I smack or no; 

And not alone in habit and device. 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement. 

But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, sweet, sweet raison for the age’s tooth: 

Wliich, though I will not practise to deceive. 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to leom; 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. 

But who comes in such haste in riding-robes? 

What woman-post is this ? hath she no husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her? 

Enter Lady FAm.coNBBii>CE and James Gueney. 

0 me ! it is my mother. How now, good lady ! 

What brings you here to court so hastily? 
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Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother? where 
is he? 

That holds in chase mine honour up and down? 

Bast. My brother Robert? old Sir Robert’s son? 
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man? 

Is it Sir Robert's son that you seek so? 

Lady F. Sir Robert’s son ! Ay, thou unreverend boy. 
Sir Robert’s son; why scom’st thou at Sir Robert? 

Ho is Sir Robert’s son, and so art thou. 

Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave awhile? 
Ow. Good leave, go<xl Philip. 

Bast. Philip! sparrow: James, 

There’s toys* abroad: anon I’ll tell thee more. 

[Exit Qumey. 

Madam, I was not old Sir Robert’s son : 

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good-Friday and ne’er broke his fast: 

Sir Robert could do well : many, to confess, 

Could he get mo? Sir Robert could not do it; 

We know his handiwork: therefore, ^ood mother, 

To whom am I beholding for these lunbs? 

Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too. 
That for tliine own gain shouldst defend mine honour? 
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave? 

Bast. Knight, knight, good mother, Bosilisco-like. 
What ! I am dubb’d I I have it on my shoulder 
Rut, mother, I am not Sir Robert’s son; 

I have disclaim'd Sir Robert and my land , 


Legitimation, name, and all is gone: 

Then, good my mother, let me know my father: 

Some proper man, 1 hope : who was it, mother ? 

Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself a Faulcoobridge i 
Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

Lady F. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy father : 
By long and vehement suit I was seduced 
To make room for him in my husband’s bed': 

Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge! 

Thou art the issue of my dear offence, 

^Vhich was so strongly urged past ray defence. 

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get again. 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth. 

And so doth yours; your fault was not your folly: 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose. 
Subjected tribute to commanding love. 

Against whose fnry and unmatched force 
The aweless lion could not wage the fight. 

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s hand. 

He that perforce robs lions of their hearts 
May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother. 

With all my heart I thank thee for my father! 

Who lives and dares but say thou didst not well 
When I was got. I’ll send his soul to hell. 

Come, lady, 1 will show thee to my kin; 

And they shall say, when Richard mo begot, 

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin: 

Who says it was, he lies; I say ’twas not. [Exeuvt 




ACT 11. 

Scene I. — France. Before Angiers. 


Enter Austria and forces, drums, etc., on one side: on 
the other King Philip of France and his power; Lewis, 
Arthur, Constance, and attendants. 

Lew. Before Anglers well met, brave Austria. 
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood, 

Ilichard, that robb’d the lion of his heart. 

And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 

By this brave duke came early to his grave; 

And for amends to his posterity. 

At our importance* hither is he come, • 

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf. 

And to rebuke the usurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, English John: 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth. Qod shall forgive you Coeur-dedion's death 
The rather that you give his offspring life. 

Shadowing their right under your wings of war: 

I give you welcome with a powerless hand. 

But with a heart full of unstained love: 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

Lew. A noble boy. Who would not do thee right i 
Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss. 

As seal to this indenture of my bvo. 

That to my home I will no more return. 

Till Angiers and the right thou hast in France, 
Tether with that pale, that white-faced shore, 

Whose foot spurns ^k the ocean's roaring tides 
And coops from other lands her islanders. 

Even tiU that England, hedged in with the main. 

That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And oonfident from foreign purposes, 

Even till t^t utmost corner of the west 
Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy, 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Const, 0, take Us mother's thanks, a widow’s thanks. 
Till your s^ng hand shall help to give him strength 
To make a more requital to your level 


Aiist. The peace of heaven is theirs that lilt their 
swords 

In such a just and charitable war. 

K. Phi. Well then, to work : our cannon shall be bent 
Against the brows of this resisting town. 

Call for our chiefest men of discipline. 

To cull the plots of best advantages : 

We’ll lay before this town our royal bones, 

Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen’s blood. 

But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy, 

Lest unadvised you stain your swords with blood 
My Lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace which hero we urge in war. 

And then we shall repent each drop of blood 

That hot rash haste so indirectly^ shed rwiwwfoiir 

Enter Chatillon. 

K. Phi. A wonder, lady! lo, upon thy wish. 

Our messenger Chatillon is arrived! 

What England says, say briefly, ^ntle lord ; 

We coldly pause for thee; Chatillon, speak. 

CluU. Then turn your forces from this paltry siege. 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 

England, impatient of your just demands. 

Hath put himself in arms: the adverse w'inds, 

'Whose leisure I have stay’d, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I ; 

His marches ate expedient* to this town, **•»“• 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is come the mother-queen. 

An Atd,* stirring him to blood and strife; »'*««<• 
With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain ; 

With them a bastard of the king’s deceased; 

And all the unsettled humours of the land. 

Bash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries. 

With ladies’ faoes and fierce dr^ns’ spleens. 

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes. 
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Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes hero: 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er 
Did never float upon the swelling tide. 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. [Drum leaia. 
The interruption of their churlish drums 
Cuts off more circumstance: they arc at hand. 

To parley or to fight; therefore prepare. 

K. Phi. How much unlock’d for is this expedition ! 
Autt. By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence; 

For courage mounteth with occasion: 

Let them be welcome then; we are prepared. 

Eater King John, Elinob, Blanch, the Bastard, Lords. 
and forces. 

K. John. Peace be to France, if France in peace permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own ; 

If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven. 

Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 

Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heaven. 

K. Phi. Peace to England, if mat war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace. 

England we love; and for that England’s sake 
With burden of our armour here we sweat. 

This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 

But thou from loving England art so far. 

That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king. 

Cut off the .sequence of posterity. 

Out-faced infant state, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face ; 

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his: 

This little abstract doth contain tliat large 
Which died in Geffrey, and the hand o.’ time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 

That Geffrey was thy elder brother born. 

And this his son : England was Geffrey’s riglit, 

And this is Geffrey's : in the name of God 
How comes it then that thou art call’d a king, 

When living blood doth in these temples beat. 

Which owe the crown that thou o’ermasterest ? 

JT. John. From whom hast thou this great commission, 
France, 

To draw my answer from thy articles? 

JC. Phi. From that supernal judge, that stirs good 
thoughts 

In a-iy breast of strong authority. 

To look into the blots and stains of right: 

That judge hath made me guardian to this boy : 

Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong 
And by whose help I mean to chastise it 
K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

K. Phi. Excuse; it is to beat usurping down. 

Eli. Who is it thou dost call usurper, France? 

Corut. I^t me make answer; thy usurping son. 

Eli. Out, insolent 1 thy bastard shall be king, 

That thou mayst be a queen, and check the world ! 

Const My bed was ever to thy son as true 
As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey 
Than thou and John in manners; being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 

My boy a bastard! By my soul, I think 
His father never was so true begot : 

It cannot be, on if thou wert his mother. 

Eli. 'There’s a good mother, boy, that blots thy &ther. 
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Const. There’s a good grandam, boy, that would blot 
thee. 

Aust. Peace I 

Bast. Hear the crier. 

Aust. What the devil art thou? 

Bast. One that will play the devil, sir, with you. 

An a’ may catch your hide and you alone: 

You are the hare of whom the proverb goes. 

Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard: 

I’ll smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right; 

Sirrah, look to’t; i’ faith, 1 will, i’ faith. 

Blanch. O, well did he become that lion’s robe 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe. 

Ba^. It lies as sightly on the back of him 
As great Alcides’ shows upon an ass: 

But, ass. I’ll take that burthen from your back. 

Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 

Au^. What cracker is this same that deals our ears 
With this abundance of superfluous breath? 

King Philip, determine what we shall do straight. 

JC. Phi. Women and fools, break off your conference. 
King John, this is the very sum of all ; 

England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 

In right of Arthur do I claim of thee: 

Wilt thou resign them and lay down thy arms? 

K. John, My life as soon: I do defy thee, France, 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand; 

And out of my dear love I’ll give thee more 
Than e’er the coward hand of France can win : 

Submit thee, boy. 

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Const. Do, child, go to it grandam, child; 

Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cheny, and a fig; 

There’s a good grandam. 

Arth. Good my mother, peace! 

I would that I were low laid in my grave: 

I am not worth this coil that’s made for me. 

Eli. llis mother shames him so, poor boy, he iVfeeps. 
Const. Now shame upon you, whether she does or no ! 
His grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother's shames. 
Draws those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eye.«. 
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 

Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be bribed 
To do him justice and revenge on you. 

Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth ! 
Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and earth ! 
Call not me slanderer; thou and thine usurp 
The dominations, royaltie.s, and rights 
Of this oppressed boy; this is thy eld’st son’s son, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee: 

Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 

The canon of the law is laid on him. 

Being but the second generation 
Bemoved from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

Const. I have but this to say. 

That he is not only plagued for her sin, 

But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue; plagued for her. 

And with her plague; her sin his injury, S 
Her injury the beadle to her sin. 

All punish’d in the person of this child, 1 
And all for her; a plague upon her! 

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, 1 can produce. 

A will that bars the titlo of thy son. 

Const. Ay, who doubts that ? a will I a wicked will ; 
A woman’w ; a canker'd grandam’s will I 
K. Phi. * Peace, lady I pause, or be more temperate : 



Act n.] KING 

It ill l)0866ins this pt086tlC6 to cry Aim * * ***** •mmcnant 

To these ill-tuaed repetitions. 

Some trumpet summon hitlier to the -walls 
These men of Anglers: let us hear thorn speak 
Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John’s. 

Trtmpa sounds. Enter certain Citizens upon the vxUls. 

First Cit. Who is it that hath warn’d us to the walls ? 
IT. Phi, 'Tis France, for England. 

K, John. England, for itself. 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects — 

AT. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s subjects. 
Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle parlc — 

AT. John, For our advantage ; therefore hear us first. 
These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town, 

Have hither marched to your endamagement : 

The cannons have their bowels full of wrath. 

And r^y mounted are they to spit forth 
Their iron indignation ’gainst your walls: 

All preparation for a bloody siege 
And merciless proceeding by these French 
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Confronts your city’s eyes, your winking gates; 

And but for our approach those sleeping stones. 

That as a waist doth girdle you about^ 

By the compulsion of their ordinance,* lAttuito. 

By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 
For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 

But on the sight of us your lawful king, 

Who painfully with much expedient march 
Have brought a countercheck before your gates. 

To save unscratch’d your city’s threatened cheeks. 
Behold, the French amazed vouchsafe a parle; 

And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire. 

To make a shaking fever in your walls. 

They shoot but calm words folded .up in smoke. 

To make a faithless error in your ears: 

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens. 

And let us in, your king,* whose labour’d spirits, 
Forwearied in this action of swift speed. 

Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

K. Phi. When 1 have said, make answer to us both. 
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow’d upon the right 



Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet, 

Son to the elder brother of this man, 

And king o’er him and all that he enjoys: 

For this downtrodden equity> wo tread 
In warlike inarch these greens before your town. 
Being no further enemy to ^ou 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal 
In the rdief of this oppressed child 
Eeligiously provokes. M pleased then 
To pay that duty which you truly owe 
To tiim that owes it» namely, this young prince: 
And then our arms, like to a muzued bear. 

Save in aspect, hath all offence seal’d op; 

Our cannons’ malice vainly shall be spent 
Against the in-vulnerable clouds of heaven ; 

And with a Uessed and unvox’d retire. 

With unhack’d swords and helmets all unbruised. 
We -will bwT home that lusty blood again 
Which here we came to spout against your town. 
And leave your children, wives, and yon in peace. 
But if you fondly pass our proffer'd offer, 

’Tis not the toundure* of your old-faced walls * 
Can bite you ficom our messengers of war. 


Though all these English and their discipline 
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference. 

Then tell us, shall your city call us lord. 

In that behalf whicn we have challenged it? 

Or shall we give the signal to our rage 
And stalk in blood to our possession ? 

First at. In brief, we are the king of England’s 
subjects : 

For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John. Acknowle^ then the king, and let me in. 
First Cit. llist can we not; but he that proves the 
long. 

To him will we prove loyal: till that time 
Have we ramm’d up our gates against the world. 

K. J<^vn. Doth not the crown of England prove the 
king ? 

And if not that» I bring you witnesses. 

Twice flfteen thousand hearts of England’s breed — 

Bast. Bastards, and else. 

K. Jckn. To verify our title with their livea 
K. Phi. As many and as well-bom bloods as those— 
Basi. Some bastards too. 

K. Phi. Stand in his face to contradict his claim. 
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FirA OU. Till you compoand whose right is worthiest, 
We for the worthiest hold the right from both. 

K. John. Then God forgive the sin of all those souls 
That to tlieir everlasting residence. 

Before the dew of evenm^ fall, shall fleet, 

In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s king! 

K. Phi. Amen, amen ! Mount, chevaliers I to arms ! 
Bast. Saint George, that swinged the dragon, and e’er 
since 

Sits on his horse back at mine hostess’ door. 

Teach us some fence ! [To Aust.] Sirrah, were I at home. 
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 

I would set an ox-head to your lion’s hide. 

And make a monster of you. 

Aust. Peace! no more. 

BaU. O, tremble, for yon hear the Hon roar. 

AT. John. Up higher to the plain ; where we’ll set forth 
In best appointment all our regiments. 

Beat. Speed then, to take advantage of the field. 

K. Phi. It shall be so ; and at the other hill 
Command the rest to stand. God and our right ! [Exeml. 

Hers, after excursions, enter the Herald of France, with 
trumpets, to the gates. 

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates. 
And let young Aithur, Duke of Bretagne, in. 

Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother. 

Whose sons lie scattered on the bleeding ground; 

Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies. 

Coldly embracing the discmour'd earth; 

And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the mncing banners of the French, 

Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d. 

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne England’s king and yours. 

Bnter English Herald, wUh trumpets. 

B. Her. Hejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells ; 
King John, your Idng and England’s, doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day: 

Their armours, that march’d hence so silver-bright, 

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood; 

There stuck no plume in any English crest 
That is removed by a staff of France; 

Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did dis|>lay them when we first march'd forth ; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands. 

Dyed in the dying slaughter of their foes: 

Open your gates and give the victors way. 

First Oil. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold. 
From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies ; whose equality 
Bv our 1)^ eyes cannot be censured: 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer’d blows ; 
Strength match’d withstrength, and power confronted power: 
Both are alike; and both alike we like. 

One must prove greatest: while they weigh so even. 

We hold our town for neither, yet for both. 

Rerenter the two Kings, with their powers, severally. 

K. John. France, hast thou yet more blood to cast away ? 
Say, shall the current of our right run on? 

Whose passage, vex’d with thy imp^iment, 

Sl^ leave ms native channel and o’eiswell 
With course disturb’d even thy co nfining shores. 

Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaoefhl piegress to the ocean. 
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K. Phi. England, thou hast not saved one drop of blood. 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; 

Bather, lost more. And by this hand I swear. 

That sways the earth this climate overlooks. 

Before we will lay down our just-borne aims. 

We’ll put thee down, ’gainst whom these arms we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead. 

Gracing the scroll that tells of this war’s lom 
With uaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast. Hi^ mtyesty! how high thy glory towers. 

When the rich blood of kings is set on ^ I 
0, now doth Death line his dead charm with steel , 

The swords of soldiers are his teeth, ^ fangs; 

And now he feasts, mousing* the flesh of men, * 

In undetermined differences of kings. 

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus? 

Cry, * havoc!’ kings; back to the stained field, 

You equal potents, fiery kindled spirits! 

Then let confusion of one part co^rm 

The other’s peace; till then, blows, blood, and death! 

K. John. Whoso party do the townsmen yet admit ? 
AT. Phi, Speak, citizens, for England ; who’s your king. 
First at. 'The king of England, when we know the king. 
AT. Phi. Know him in us, that hero hold up his right 
if. John. In us, that are our own great deputy. 

And bear poasession of our person here. 

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. 

First at. A greater power than we denies all this ; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our stroug-barr’d gates; 

King’d of our fears, until our fears, resolved. 

Be by some certain king purged and deposed. 

Bast. By heaven, these scroyles* of Angiers flout you, 
kings, • 

And stand securely on their battlements. 

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industaious scenes and acts of death. 

Your royal presences be ruled by me: ^ 

Do like the mutines of Jerusalem, 

Be friends awhile and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds t>f malice on this town: 

easi and west let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon charged to the mouths, 

Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city: 

I ’Id play incessantly uTOn these jades. 

Even tiU unfenced desmation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 

That done, dissever your united strengths, 

And part your mingled colours once again ; 

Turn face to face and bloody point to point; 

Then, in a moment. Fortune shall cuU forth 
Out of one side her happv minion. 

To whom in favour she shall give the day. 

And kiss him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? 

Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

JT. John. Kow, by the slty that hangs above pur heads, 
I like it wdL France, shall we knit our po^^rs 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 

Then after fight who shall be king of it ? 

Bast. An if thou bast the mettle of a king^ 

Beii^ wron^d as we are by this peevish towii, 

Tom thou the mouth of thy artilleiy. 

As we will onn, against these saucy walls; 

And when that we have dash'd them to the ground. 
Why then defy each other, and pell-mell 
Make workmpon oniselvas, for heaven or helL 
AT. Phi. let it be so. &y, where will you assault ? 
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Act II.] 


K. JokTt. We ftom the west will send destruction 
Into this city's bosom. 

Aust. I from the north. 

nr. Phi. ' Our thunder from the south 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Beat. O prudent discipline 1 From north to south: 
Austria and France shoot in each other’s mouth: 

I’ll stir them to it Come, away, away I 
Pirst Cit. Hear us, great kings: vouchsafe awhile to 
stay, 

And I shall show you peace and fair-faced league; 

Win you this city without stroke or wound; 

Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds. 

That here come sacrifices for the field: 

Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John. Speak on with favour ; we are bent to hear. 
First Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady 
Blanch, 

Is niece to England : look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin and that lovely maid: 

If lusty love should go in quest of beauty. 

Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch? 

If zealous love should go in search of virtue. 

Whore should he find it purer than in Blanch? 

If love ambitious sou^^ht a match of birth. 

Whoso veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch? 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth. 

Is the young Dauphin every way complete: 

If not complete, O say, he is not she; 

Aud she again wants nothing, to name want, 

If want it be not that she is not be : 

He is the half' part of a blessed man, 

Ijeft to be finished by such as she; 

And she a fair divided excellence. 

Whoso fulness of perfection lies in him. 

(), two such silver currents, when they join, 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in; 

And two such shores to two such streams made one. 
Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings, 

To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can 
To our fast-closed gates; for at this match. 

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce. 

The mouth of passage shall we fiing wide ope. 

And give you entrance: but without this match 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf. 

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion, no, not Death himself 
In mortal fury half so peremptory. 

As we to keep this city. 

Beat, Here’s a stay* letaok. 

That shakes the rotten carcass of old Death 
Out of his rags I Here’s a laige mouth, indeed, 

That spits forth death and mountains, rocks and seas, 
Talks as fiftmiliarly of roaring lions 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs! 

What cannoneer begot this lusty blood ? 

He sjpeaks plain cannon fire, and smoke and bounce; 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue: 

Our ears ore cudgell'd ; not a word of his 
But buffets better than a fist of France: 

Zounds! I was never so bethump’d with words 
Since I first call’d my brother’s father dad. 

Bli. Son, list to this conjunction, make this match; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 

For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 
Thy now uiunrcd assurance to the crown, 

That yon green boy shall have no sun to npe 
The bloom that promiseth a inighly fruit 
voi* in. 


I see a yielding in the looks of France; 

Mark, how they whisper: urge them Vi^bile their souls 
Are capable of this ambition. 

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse. 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Fir^ Cit. Why answer nut the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten’d town ? 

K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been forward 
first 

To speak unto this city: what say you? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely son. 
Can in this book of beauty read, ‘1 love,' 

Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 

For Anjou and fair 'Touraine, Maine, Poictiers, 

And all that we upon this side the sea. 

Except this city now by us besieged, 

Find liable to our crown und dignity. 

Shall gild her bridal bed and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions. 

As she in beauty, education, blood. 

Holds hand with any princess of the world. 

K. Phi. What say’st thou, boy ? look in the lady’s face. 
Leu>. I do, my lord ; and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle. 

The shadow of myself form’d in her eye; 

Which, being but the shadow of your son. 

Becomes a sun and makes your son a shadow; 

I do protest I never loved myself 

Till now infixed I beheld myself 

Drawn in the flattering table^ of her eye. nwort. 

with Blanch. 

Bast. Drawn in the flattering table uf her eye! 
Haug’d in the frowning wrinlde of her brow ! 

And quarter’d in her heart! he doth espy 
Himsdf love’s traitor: this is pity now. 

That, bang’d and drawn and quarter’d, there should be 
In such a love so vile a lout as he. 

Blanch. My uncle’s will in this respect is mine; 

If he see aught in you that mokes him like. 

That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 

I can with ease translate it to my will; 

Or if you will, to speak more properly, 

1 will enforce it easily to my love. 

Further I will not flatter you, my lord. 

That all I see in you is worthy love. 

Than this; that nothing do 1 see in you. 

Though churlish thoughts themselves should bo your judge. 
That I can find shomd merit any hate. 

K. John. What say these young ones? What say 
you, my niece? 

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 

K. John. Speak then, prince Dauphin; can you love 
this lady? 

Lew. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love; 

For I do love her most unfeignedly. 

K. John. Then do I give Volquessen, Touraine, Maine, 
Poictiers, and Anjou, these five provinces. 

With her to thee; and this addition more. 

Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. 

PUlip of France, if thou be pleased withal. 

Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 

K. PM. It likes us weU; young princes, close your 
hands. 

AusL And your 1^ too; for I am well assured 
That I did so when I was first assured.* 

K. Phi. Now, citizens of Angers, ope your gates. 
Let in that amity which you have made; 

2 
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For at Saint Mai^s chapel presently 
The rites of marriage shall m solemnized. 

Is not the Lady Constance in this troop? 

I know she is not^ for this match made np 
Her presence would have interrupted much : 

Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows. 

Lm. She is sad and passionate* at your highness* tent 
K. Phil. And, by my faith, this league that we have 
made 

Will give her sadness very little cure. 

Brother of England, how ma^ we content 
This widow lady? In her right we came; 

Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way. 

To our own vantage. 

JT. John. We will heal up all; 

For we’ll create young Arthur Duke of Bretagne 
And Earl of Bichmond; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. Call the Lady Constance; 

Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity: I trust we shall. 

If not fiU up the measure of her will. 

Yet in some measure satisfy her so 
That we shall stop her exclamation. 

Go we, os well as haste will suffer us. 

To this unlook’d for, unprepared pomp. 

\Exmnt all but the Bastard. 
Boat. Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composition ! 
John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole. 

Hath willingly departed* with a part, ipum. 

And France, whose armour conscience buckled on, 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field 
As God’s own soldier, rounded* in the ear 


[Act It 

With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil, 

That broker,* that still breaks the pate of faith, *<%«*• 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all. 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 

Who, having no external thing to lose 
But the word ’maid,’ cheats the poor maid of that. 
That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling Commodity, 
Commodity, the bias of the world. 

The world, who of itself is peised* well, *'***•*• 

Made to run even upon even ground. 

Till this advantage, this vile-drawiug bias. 

This sway of motion, this Commodity, 

Makes it take head from all indifferency. 

From all direction, purpose, course, intent: 

And this same bias, this Commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word. 

Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determined aid. 

From a resolved and honourable war. 

To a most base and vile-concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this Commodity? 

But for because he hath not woo’d me yet: 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand. 

When his fair angels would salute my palm; 

But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 
like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail. 

And say there is no sin but to be rich; 

And being rich, my virtue then shall be 
To say there is no vice but beggary. 

Since kings break faith upon commodity, 

Gain, be my lord, for I will worship thee. [ExU. 




ACT III. 

Scene I — Ttu French King’s pavilion. 


Enter Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury. 

Const. Gone to be married 1 gone to swear a peace! 
False blood to false blood join’d I gone to be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch those provinces? 
It is not so; thou hast xnis>spoke, misheard; 

Be well advised, tell o’er thy tale again: 

It cannot be; thou dost but say 'tis so: 

I trust I may not trust thee: for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man; 

I have a king’s oath to the oontrap'. 

Thou ahalt be punish’d for thus frighting me. 

For I am sick and capable of fears, 

Oppress’d with wrongs and therefore full of fears, 

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears, 

A woman, naturally bom to fears ; 

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest. 
With my vex’d epirits I cannot take a truce. 

But they will quake and tremble all this day. 

What dost thou mean I 7 diaking of thy head ? 

Why dost thou loidc so sadly on my son ? 


What means that hand upon that breast of thine? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
like a proud river peering o’er his bounds ? 

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words? 

Then speak again; not all thy former tale. 

But this one woid, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As trae as I believe you think them false 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Const. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die. 

And let belief and life encounter so 
As doth the fury of two desperate men. 

Which in the very meeting fall and die. 

Lewis many Blanch I 0 roy, then where art thou 7 
France friend with England, what becomes of me ? 
Fellow, be gone : I cannot brook thy sight : 

This news hath made thee a most ugly man 
Sal. What other harm have 1, good lady, done. 
But spoke the harm that is by others done? 

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is 
As it makes harmful all that q>eak of it 
Atih. I do beseech you, madam, be content 
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Cbtuf. If thou, that bid’st me be content, wert grim. 
Ugly and slandmus to thy mother’s womb. 

Full of unpleasing blots and sighUess* stains, * 
lAme, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,* •momiwu. 
Patch’d with foul moles and eye-offending marks, 

I would not care, 1 then would be content; 

For then I should not love thee, no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth nor deserve a crown. 

But thou art ftir, and at thy birth, dear boy. 

Nature and Fortune join’d to make thee great: 

Of Nature’s gifts thou mayst with lilies roast 
And with the half-blown rose. But Fortune, O, 

She is corrupted, changed, and won from thee; 

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John, 

And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on France 
'lo tread down fair respect of sovereignty. 

And made hU miyesty the bawd to weirs. 

France is a bawd to Fortune and King John, 

'rhat strumpet Fortune, that usurping John! 

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn? 

Envenom him with words, or get thee gone. 

And leave those woes alone which I alone 
Am bound to \mder-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, madam, 

I may not go without you to the kinga 
Const. Thou mayst, thou shalt; I will not go with 
thee : 

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud; 

For grief is proud and makes his owner stoop. 

To me and to the state of my great grief 
Let kings assemble ; for my griefs so great 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: here I and sorrows sit; 

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[Seats ktrsdf an the ground. 

Enter Kino John, Kino Fhiup, Lewis, Blanch, Eunok, 
(he Bastaso, Austria, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. Tis true, fair daughter ; and this blessed day 
Ever in France shall be kept festival: 

To solemnize this day the glorious sun 
Stays in his course and plays the alchemist, 

Taming with splendour of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold: 

The yearly coarse that brings this day about 
Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy day! [Rising. 
What hath this day deserved? what hath it done. 

That it in golden letters should be set 
Among the high tides in the calendar? 

Nay, rather turn thU day out of the week. 

This day of shame, oppression, peijuiyr. 

Or, if it must stand stiU, let wives with child 
Pray that their burthens may not fall this day. 

Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d ^ 

But* on this day let seamen fear no wreck : ' ‘***<’'' 

No bargains break that are not this day made: 

This day, all things begun come to ill end. 

Yea, foith itself to hollow falsehood change! 

JT. i%i. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day: 

Have I not pawn’d to you my majesty? 

Const. You have bailed me with a counterfeit 
Resembling majesty, which, being touch’d and tried, 
Proves valueless: you are forsworn, forsworn; 

You came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood. 

But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 

The srappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, 


[Aot m. 


And our oppression hath made up this le^e. 

Arm, arm, you heavens, against these peijured kings! 

A widow cries; be husband to me, heavens! 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear ont the day in peace ; but, ere sunset. 

Set armed discord ’twixt these peijured kings! 

Hear me, O, hear me! 

Aust. Lady Constance, peace! 

Const. War! war! no peace! peace is to mo a war. 
0 LymogesI O Austria! tliou dost shame 
That bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward ! 
Thou little vi^nt, great in villany! 

‘Thou ever strong upon the stronger side! 

'Thou Fortune’s champion that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety! thou art peijured too, 

And soothest up greatness. What a fool art thou, 

A ramping fool, to brag and stamp and swear 
Upon my party! Thou cold-blooded slave, 

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side. 

Been sworn my soldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength, 

And dost thou now fall over to ray foes? 

Thou wear a lion’s hide! doff it for shame. 

And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs. 

Avst. 0, that a man should speak those words to me I 
Ba^. And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs. 
Atist. Thou darest not say so, villain, for thy life. 
Ba^. And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs. 
AT. J<din. We like not this ; thou dost foiget thyself. 

Enter Pandulph. 


AT. Phi. Here comes the holy legato of the pope. 
Pond. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven ! 

To thee. King John, my holy errand is. 

I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal, 

And from Pope Innocent the legate here. 

Do in his name religiously demand 

Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 

So wilfully dost spurn; and force perforce 
Keep Stephen LaugtoQ, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see? 

This, in our foresaid holy father’s name, 

Pom Innocent, I do demand of thee. »8nj.wi»rti4i. 

A. John. What earthly name to* interrogatories 
Can task* the free breath of a sacred king? icimp.i 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous, 

To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 

Tell him this tale; and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, that no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions: 

But as we, under heaven, are supreme head. 

So under Him thg^ great supremacy. 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold. 

Without the assistance of a mortal hand: 

So tell the pope, all reverence set apart 
To him and his usurp'd authority. 

AT. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme in this. 
K. John. Though you and all the kings of Christendom 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest. 

Dreading the curse that money may buy out; 

And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who in that sale smls pardon from himself ; 

Though you and all the rest so grossly led ' 

This juffiling witchcraft with revenue cherish. 

Yet i ^ne, alone do me oppose 

Against the |»ope, and count his friends my foes. 
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PanA Then, by the lawful power that I have, 

Thou ehalt stand cursed and excommunicate: 

And blessed shall he be that doth revolt 
From hie allegiance >) an heretic; 

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d, 

Canonised and worsbipp’d as a saints 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const, 0, lawful let it be 

That I have room with Home to curse awhile! 

Good father cardinal, cry thou amen 
To my keen curses; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 

Pand, There’s law and warrant, lady, for my curse. 
Const. And for mine too : when law can do no right. 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong: 

Law cannot dve mjr child his kingdom here. 

For he that holds his kingdom holds the law ; 

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong. 

How can the law forbid my tongue to curse? 

Pand, Philip of France, on peril of a curse. 

Let go the hand of that arch-heretic; 

And raise the power of France upon his head. 

Unless he do submit himself to Borne. 

Eli. Look’st thou pale, France ? do not let go thy hand. 
Const. Look to that, devil; lest that France repent. 
And by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Bast. And hang a calfs-skin on his recreant limbs. 
Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wrongs. 
Because — 

Bast. Your, breeches best may carry them. 

JC. John. Philip, what sa^st thou to the cardinal ? 
Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 

Lew. Bethink you, father; for the difference 
Is purchase of a heavy curse from Borne, 

Or the light loss of England for a friend : 

Forego the easier. 

B^nch. That's the curse of Borne. 

Const. 0 Lewis, stand fast ! the devil tempts thee here 
In likeness of a new untrimmed bride. 

Blanch. The I^ady Constance speaks not from her faith. 
But from her need. 

Const, 0, if thou grant iny need, 

Which only lives but by the death of faith. 

That need must needs infer this principle. 

That faith would Uve again by death of need. 

O then, tread down mv need, and faith mounts up; 
Kew my need up, and faith is trodden down! 

K. John. The king is moved, and answers not to thia 
Const. 0, be removed from him, and answer well! 
Anst. Do so. King Philip; hang no more in doubt. 
Bast. Hang nothing hut's calf s-skin, most sweet lout 
K. Phi. I am perplex’d, and know not what to say. 
Pand. What canst thou say but will perplex thee more. 
If thou stand excommunicate and cursed ? 

JT. Phi. Good reverend father, make my person yours. 
And tell me how you would bestow yourself. 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit. 

And the oopjunotion of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
With all rdigious strength of sacred vows; 

The latest broath that gave the sound of words 
Was deep-sworn fidth, peace, amity, true love 
Between our kingdoms and our royal selves ; 

And even before this truce, but new before, 

Ko longer than we wdl could wash our hands 
To clap this royed bargain up of peace. 

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d and overstain’d 


With slaughter’s pencil, where revenge did paint 
The fearfiu difference of incensed kings: 

And shall these hands, so lately purged of blood. 

So newly join’d in love, so strong in both. 

Unyoke thu seizure and this kind regreet? 

Play fast and loose with faith ? so jest with heaven, 
Msdee such unconstant children of ourselves. 

As now again to snatch our palm from palm. 

Unswear faith sworn, and on the marriage-bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host. 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity? 0, holy sir. 

My reverend father, let it not be so! 

Out of your grace devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order; and then we shall be blest 
To do your pleasure and continue friends. 

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless. 

Save what is opposite to, England’s love. 

Therefore to arms! be cliampion of our church, 

Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 

A mother’s curse, on her revolting son. 

France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 

A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth. 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold. 
K. Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not mjr faith. 
Pand. So makest thou faith an enemy to faith; 
And like a civil war set’st oath to oath. 

Thy tongue against thy tongue. 0, let thy vow 
First mime to heaven, first be to heaven perform’d. 
That is, to be the champion of our church! 

What since thou sworest is sworn against thysdf. 

And may not* be performed by thyself, 

For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss 
Is not amiss when it is truly done. 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill. 

The truth is then most done not doing it: 

The better act of purposes mistook 
Is to mistake again; though indirect. 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct. 

And falsehood falsehood cures, as fire cools fire 
Within the scorched veins of one new-burn’d. 

It is religion that doth make vows kept; 

But thou host sworn against religion. 

By what thou swear’st against tno thing thou swear’st^ 
And makest an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath: the truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swears only not to be forsworn ; 

Else what a mockery should it be to swear! 

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn; 

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 
Therefore thy later vows against thy first 
Is in thyself rebellion to thyself; 

And better conquest never canst thou make 
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 
Against these giddy loose suggestions: 

Upon which bitter part our prayers come in. 

If thou vouchsafe them. But if not, then know 
The peril of our curses light on thee 
So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off. 

But in despair die imder their black weight. 

Aust. Imbellion, flat rebellion! 

Bad. Will’t not be? 

Will not a calfs-skin stop that mouth of thine? 

Lew. Father, to arms! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day? 

Against the blood that thou hast married? 

What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter’d men ? 
Shall braying trumpets and loud churlish drums. 
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Clamours of heU, be measures to our pomp? 

0 husband, hear met ay, alack, how new 
Is husband in m^ mouth I even for that name. 

Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronounce. 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncla 
ComL O, upon my knee. 

Made hard with kneding, 1 do pray to thee, 

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heaven! 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love : what motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife? 

Cm^. That which upholdeth him that thee upholds. 
His honour: O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour! 

£m. I muse your migesty doth seem so cold, 

When such profound respects do pull you on. 



Band. I will denounce a curse ^n his head. 

AT. Phi. Thou shalt not need, l^gland, I will fall 
from thee. 

Const. O fair return of banish'd majesty I 
Bit. O foul revolt of French inconstancy I 
AT. JohsL France^ thou shalt rue this hour within 
this hour. 

But. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton Time, 
Is it as he will? well then, France shall rue. 

Blaiu^ The sun’s o’eroast with blood : fair day, adieu ! 
Which is the side that I must m withal? 

I am with both: each army haUi a hand ; 

And in their rage, I having hold of both. 

They whirl asunder and dismember me. 

Husband, I cannot pray that thou majst win; 

Uncl^ I needs must pray that thou mayst lose; 

Father, I may not wish the fortune thine; 


Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive: 

Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose; 

Assured loss before the match be play’d. 

Lew. Lady, with roe, with me thy fortune lies. 
Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my life dies. 
B. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance together. 

[Exit Bastard. 

France, I am bum’d up with inflaming wrath'; 

A rage whose heat haw this condition. 

That nothing can aUay, nothing but blood. 

The blood, and dearest-valued blood, of France. 

AT. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and thou shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he that threats. To arms 
let’s hie! 

Scene II . — ITte same. Plains near AngUrs. 

Alarums, excursions. Bnier the Bastakd, with Austria’s 

head. 

Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous hot ; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky 
And poura down mischief. Austria’s head lie there. 
While Philip breathes. 

Enter Kino John, Arthur, and Hubert. 

K. John. Hubert, keep this boy. Philip, make up: 
My mother is assailed in our tent. 

And ta’en, I fear. 

Bast. My lord, I rescued her; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you not: 

But on, my liege; for very litUe pains 

Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The same. 

Alarums, excursions, retreat. Enter Kino John, Elinoi^ 
Abthur, the Bastard, Hubert, and Lords. 

AT. John. [To Elinor^ So shall it be; your grace 
shall stay behind 

So strongly guarded. [To Arthur.'] Cousin, look not sad : 
Thy grandam loves thee; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Arih. O, this will make my mother die with grief! 
AT. John. [To the Bastard.] Cousin, away for England ! 
haste before: 

And, ere our coming, see thou shako the bags 
Of hoarding abbots; imprisoned angds 
Set at liberty: the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fra upon : 

Use our commission in his utmost force. 

Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back, 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 

1 leave your highness. Grandam, I will pray 
If ever I remember to be holy. 

For your fair safety; so^ I kiss your hand. 

Eli. Farewell, gentle cousin. 

AT. John. Coz, farewell. [ExH Bastard. 

Eli. Come hither, little kinsman; hark, a w^. 

K. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert^ 
We owe thee much! within this wall of flesh ; 

There is a soul counts thee her creditor. 

And with advantage means to pay thy love: 

And, my g^ fiiend, thy volunti^ oath 
lives in tus bosom, dearly cherished. ; 

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say. 

But I will fit it with some better time. 

By heaven, Hhbert^ I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect I have of thea 
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Hvh. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K. John. Good ftiend, thou hast no cause to say so yet. 
But thou shalt have ; and creep time ne'er so dow, ' 
Yet it shall come for^me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to say, but let it go: 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 

Attended with the pleasures of the world, 

Is all too wanton and too full of gawds 
To give me audience: if the midnight bell 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drowsy race of night; 

If this same were a churchyard where we stand, 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs, 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 

Had baked thy blood and made it heavy-tliick. 

Which else runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep * men's eyes * om«pt. 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

A passion hateful to my purposes ; 

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes. 

Hear mo without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone. 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ; 

Then, in despite of brooded* watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 

But, ah, 1 will not! yet I love thee well; 

And, by my troth, I think thou lovest me well. 

Huh. So well, that what you bid me undertake. 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act 
By heaven, I would do it. 

K. John. Do not I know thou wouldst? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : I’ll tell thee what, my friend. 

He is a very serpent in my way; 

And wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread. 

He lies before me: dost thou understand me? 

Thou art bis keeper. 

Huh. And I’ll keep him so. 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. John. Death. 

Huh. My lord ? 

K. John. A grave. 

Huh. He shall not live. 

K. John. EnougL 

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee; 

Well, I'll not say what 1 intend for thee: 

Remember. Madam, fare you well: 

I’ll send those powers o’er to your majesty. 

Eli. My blessing go with toee ! 

K. John. For England, cousin, go: 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty. On toward Calais, ho ! 

Scene IV. — The tame. The French King’s tent. 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulph, anJ Attendants. 

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 

A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scatter'd and disjoin’d from fellowship. 

Pand. Oonrage and comfort! dl shall yet go well. 
H. Phi, What can go well, when we have run so ill ? 
Are we not beaten? Is not Anglers lost? 

Arthur ta’en prisoner? divers dear friends slain? 

And bloody ^gland into England gone, 

O’erbearing interruption, spite of F^ce ? 

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortified: 

So hot a speed with such advice disposed, 

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 

Doth want example: who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred action like to this ? 


JT. Jn,i. Well could I bear that England had this praise. 
So we could find some pattern of our shame 

Enter Constance. 

Look, who comes hero! a grave unto a soul; 

Holding the eternal spirit, against her wiU, 

In the vile prison of afflicted breath. 

I prithee, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo, now! now see the issue of your peace. 

JST. Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle Constance ! 
Const'. No, I defy all counsel, all redress. 

But that which ends all counsd, true redress, 

Death, death; 0 amiable, lovely death! 

Thou odoriferous stench! sound rottenness! 

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night. 

Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 

And 1 will kiss thy detestable bones, 

And put my eyeballs in thy vanity brows, 

And ring these fingers with thy household worms. 

And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust^ 

And be a camon monster like thyself : 

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou smilest, 

And buss thee as thy wife. Misery’s love, 

0, come to me! 

JC. Phi. O fair affliction, peace! 

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to ciy 
0, that my tongue were in the thunder’s mouth! 

Then with a passion would I shake the world; 

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy 
Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice. 

Which scorns a modern* invocation. icomiiM*. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 
Const. Thou ^ not holy to belie me so; 

I am not mad: this hair I tear is mine; 

My name is Constance; 1 was Geflrey’s wife; 

Young Arthur is roy son, and he is lost : 

I am not mad : I would to heaven I were ! 

For then, 'tis like I should forget myself: 

O, if I could, what grief should 1 forget! 

Preach some philosophy to make me mad. 

And thou shalt be canonized, cardinal; 

For being not mad but sensible of grief. 

My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver’d of these woes. 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 

If I were mad, I should forget my son. 

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he: 

I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

JT. Phi. Bind up those tresses. 0, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs! 

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen. 

Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glue themselves in sociable grief. 

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves, 

Sticking together in calamity. 

Const. To England, if you will. 

K. Phi, Bind up your hairs. 

ConH. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will 1 do it? 
I tore them from their bonds and cried aloud, 

*0 that these hands could so redeem my son. 

As they have given these hairs their liberty!’ 

But now I envy at their liberty. 

And will again commit them to their bonds; 

Because my poor child is a prisoner. 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say 
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 

If that be true, I shall see mv boy again ; 

For since the birth of Gain, the first male child. 
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To him that did but yesterday suspire, 

There was not such a gracious* creature born. 

But now will canker-sorrow eat my bud. 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit. 

And BO he'll die; and, riaing bo again. 

When I Bball meet him in the court of heaven 
I aboil not know him : therefore never, never 
Must 1 behold my pretty Arthur more. 

You hold too heinotis a respect of grief. 
dmat. He talks to me that never had a son. 

JT. Phi. You are as fond of grief as of your child. 
Con^. Grief fills the room up of my absent child. 


• Oon«l/> 


Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me. 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his woida^ 
Kemembers me of all his gracious parts. 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form; 

Then, have 1 reason to be fond of grief? 

Fare vou wdl: had you such a loss as I, 

I could give better comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this form upon my head, 

When there is such disorder in my wit 
0 Lord I my boy, my Arthur, my fair son 1 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world! 

My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure! 

JT. Phi I fear some outrage, and I’ll follow her. [AJetr 
£eu>. There’s nothing in this world can make me joy : 



life is as tedious as a twice-told tale 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man; 

And Utter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world’s taste. 
That it yields nought but shame and bitterness. 

Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease. 

Even in^ the instant of repair and health, 

^e fit is strongest; evils that take leave, 

On their departure most of all show evil ; 

What have you lost by losing of this day ? 

All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 

Pand. If you bad won it, certainly you had. 

M; when Fortune means to men most good, 
we looks upon them with a threatening eye. 

Tis strange to think how much King John hath lost 


In this which he accounts so clearly won: 

Are not you grieved that Arthur is his prisoner? 

£m. As heartily as he is g^ad he hath him. 

Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak with a prophetio spirit; 

For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust^ each straw, each little Uub, 

Out of the path which shall directly lead 
Thy foot to Engl a n d’s throne; and therefore ibark. 
Joon hftth 86izd Arthur; and it cannot bo 
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s Veins, 
The misplaced John should entertain an hour. 

One minute^ nay, one quiet breath of rest 
A sceptre spston’d with an unruly hand 
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Hnst be u boistetously maintain'd as gain’d ; 

And be that stands upon a slippery place 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up: 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall; 

So be it, for it cannot be but so. 

Lm. But ■what shall I gain by young Arthur's fall ? 
PoMd, You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife. 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lmo. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand. How green you are and fresli in this old world ! 
John lays you plots ; the times conspire with you ; 

For he that steeps his safety in true blood 
Shall find but bloody safety and untrue. 

This act so evilly born shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal, 

That none so small advantage shall step forth 
To check his reign, but they will cherish it; 

No natural exhalation in the sky, 

No scope of nature, no distemper’d day. 

No common wind, no customed event. 

But they will pluck away his natural cause 
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs, 

Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven. 

Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 


Ltw. May be he will not touch young Arthur’s life. 
But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach. 
If that young Arthur be not gone already. 

Even at that news he dies; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him. 

And kiss the lips of unacquainted change. 

And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John. 

Methinks I see this hurly all on foot: 

And, O, what better matter breeds for you 
Than I have named! The bastard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ransacking the church. 

Offending charity: if but a dozen French 
AVere there in arms, they would be as a call’ 

To train ten thousand English to their side. 

Or as a little snow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain ‘ 0 noble Dauphin, 

Go with me to the king: 'tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their discontent. 

Now that their souls are topful of offence. 

For England go; I will whet on the king. 

Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions: let ns go: 
If you say ay, the king will not say no. [JScewnf. 



ACT IV. 


SCBHK I.— A 

Enter Hubert and Executioners. 

Hvd>. Heat me these irons hot; and look thou stand 
Within the arras: when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth. 

And bind the boy which you shall find with me 
Fast to the chair: be heedful: henra, and watch. 

First Exee. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
H\d>. Uncleanly scruples I fear not you: look to’t. 

[Exeunt Executioners. 

Toung lad, come forth ; I have to say with you. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arik. Good monow, Hubert 
▼ou m. 


room in a castle. 

JIvJb. Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth. As little prince, having so great a title 
To be more* prince, as may be. You are sad. 

Huh. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Alik. Mercy on me! 

Methinks no body should be sad but 1: 

Yet, I remember, when I ■was in France, 

Young gentlemen would be as sad^ as night. 

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 

So I were out of prison and kept sheep, 

I should be as merty as the day is long; 

And so I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me: 
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He is afraid of me and I of him: 

Is it tny fault that I was GeiArey’s eon? 

No, indeed, ia’t not; and I would to heaven 
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert 
J7«&. [Atide \ If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy which lies dead: 

Therefore I will m sudden and dispatch. 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale to*day: 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick, 

Tlmt I might sit all night and watch with you: 

I warrant 1 love you more than you do me. 

Hvh. [Aside.] His words do take possession of my 
bosom. 

Read here, young Arthur. [Showing a paper, 

[Aside.] How now, foolish rheum! 
Turning dispiteous torture out of door! 

I must bo brief, lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears. 

Can you not i-eod it? is it not fair writ? 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect: 

Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes? 
Hub. Young boy, 1 must. 

Arth. And will you? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart ? 'When your head did but 
ache, 

I knit my handkercher about your brows, 

The best I had, a princess wrought it me. 

And I did never ask it you again; 

And with my hand at midnight held your head. 

And like the watchful minutes to the hour. 

Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time. 

Saying, ‘What lack you?' and 'Where lies your grief f 
Or ‘ "What good love may I perform for you ?’ 

Many a poor man’s son would have lien stUl 
And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you; 

But you at your sick service had a prins:e. 

Nay, you may think my love was craftv love 
And ^1 it cunning: do, an if you will: 

If heaven bo pleasra that you must use me ill, 

'Why then you must Will you put out mine eyes? 
These eyes that never did nor never shall 
So much as frown on you. 

Hub. I have sworn to do it; 

And with hot irons must I burn Hiem out 
Arth. Ah, none but in this iron age would do it! 
The iron of itself, though heat red<ho^ 

Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears. 

And quench his fiery indignation 
Even in the matter of mine innocence; 

Nay, after that, consume away in rust. 

But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 

Are you more stubbom>hard than hammer'd iron? 

An if an angel should have come to me 
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes, 

I would not have believed him — ^no tongue but Hubert’a 
Hub. Come forth. [Stempe, 

Ue-tfKter Executioners, with a cord, irons, Jke. 

Do as I bid you do. 

Arth. 0, save me, Hubert, save me I my eyes are out 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hub, Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 
Arth. Alas, what need yon lie so boisterous rough? 

I will not struggle, I will stand stone<utilL 
For heaven sake, Hubert let me not be bound! 

Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive these men away. 

And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 


Nor look upon the iron angerly: 

Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me ta 
Hub. Go, stand within ; let me alone with him. 
First Exte. I am best pleased to be ftom such a deed. 

[Bkaunf Exeeutiontrs. 

Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend! 

He hath a stem look, but a gentle heart: 

Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself. 

Arth. Is there no remedy? 

Hub. None,' but to lose your eyes, 

Arth. O heaven, that there were but a mote in yours. 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair. 

Any annoyance in that precious sense! 

Then feeling what small things are boisterous there. 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hub, Is this your promise ? go to, hold your tongue. 
Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 

Let me not hold my tongue, let me not, Hubert; 

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue. 

So I may keep mine eyes: O, spare mine Cyes, 

Though to no use but still to look on you! 

Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with grief. 
Being create for comfort, to be used 
In undeserved extremes: see else yourself; 

There is no malice in this burning coal; 

The breath of hea'ron has blown his spirit out. 

And strew’d repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 
Arth. An if you do, you will but make it blush 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert : 
Nay, it perchance will .sparkle in your eyes; 

And like a dog that is compil’d to fight. 

Snatch at his master that doth tarre* on. 

All things that you should use to do me wrong 

Deny their office: only you do lack 

That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends. 

Creatures of note for men^-lacking uses. 

Hub, Wdl, see to live; I will not touch thine eye 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes : 

Yet am I sworn and I did purpose, boy. 

With this same very iron to bum them out. 

Arth. 0, now you look like Hubert! all this while 
You were di^uis^ 

Hub. Peace; no more. Adieu. 

Your unde must not know but you are dead; 

I’ll fill these dogged spies with false reports: 

And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure. 

That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 

Will not offend thee. 

Arth. G heaven I I thank ^rou, Hubert 

Hub. Silence; no more: go closdy * in with me : * *'■*"'- 
Much danger do I imdeigo for thee. t [Hceant. 

ScKME II.— Emo John’s palaes. , 

Enter Kura John, Pembboxi^ SaUBBUBT, and d|ef Lords. 

K. John, Here once again we sit, once agaig crown’d. 
And looked upon, I hope, with eheerfbl 
Pern. This * once again,’ but that your hignnem pleased. 
Was once superfluous: you were crown’d before^ 

And tiiat him royal^ was ne’er pluck’d off, 

The fiuths in men nvm stained with revolt; 
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Fresh expectation troubled not the land 
With any lon^d-for change or letter state 

Sal Thetei^, to be possess’d with double pomp, 
To guard a title that 'was rich before, 

To gild refined gold, to paint the hly, 

To throw a perfume on the violet. 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue 

Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 

To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnisli. 

Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

Pm. But that your royal pleasure must be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale now told. 

And in the last repeating troublesome, 

Being urged at a time unseasonahla 


Sal. In this the antique and well noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured. 

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 

It makes the course of thoughts to letch about. 
Startles and frights consideration. 

Makes sound opinion sick and truth suspected. 

For putting on so new a fashion’d robe 

Pern. When workmen strive to do better than well. 
They do confound their skill in covetousness, 

And oftentimes excusing of a fault 

Doth make the lault the worse by the excuse. 

As patches set upon a little breach 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault 
Than did the fault before it was so patcli’d 



Sal. To this effect, before you were new crown’d. 
We breathed our counsel : but it pleased your highness 
To overbeu it, and we are all well pleased, 

Since all and every part of what we would 
Doth make a stemd at what yom highness will. 

K. JiAn. Some reasmia of this double coronation 
1 have possess’d you with, and think them strong; 

And more, more strong, then lesser is my 'fear, 

I shall indue you uritn: meantime but ask 
What you would have reform’d that is not well. 

And well shall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pern. Then I, as one that am the tongue of those 


To sound the purposes of all their hearts. 

Both for myself and them, but, chief of all, 

Your safety, for the which myself end them 
Bend their best studies, heartily request 
The enfranchisement of Arthur; whi^ restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
To break into this dangerous argument — 

If what in rest you have in right you hold. 

Why then your fears, which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong, should move you to mew up 
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise? 
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That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace oooasions, let it be our suit 
That you have bid us ask his liberty; 

Which for our goods we do no fVirther ask 
Than ^Thereupon our weal, on you depending, 

Counts it your weal he have his liberty. 

Enter Hubebt. 

K. Jthn. Let it be so : I do commit his youth 
To your direction. Hubert, what news with you’ 

[Taking him apart. 

Fern. This is the man should do the bloody deed ; 
He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine: 

The image of a wicked heinous fault 

Lives in his eye: that close aspect of his 

Does show the mood of a much troubled breast, 

And I do fearfully believe 'tis done. 

What we so fear'd he had a chaige to do. 

SaL The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose and his conscience. 

Like heralds 'twizt two dreadful battles set: 

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 


Pern. And when it breaks, I fear will issue thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

K. John. We cannot hold mortality’s strong hand: 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 

The suit which you demand is gone and dead: 

He tells us Arthur is deceased to-night. 

Sal. Indeed we feared his sickness was post cure. 
Pern. Indeed we heard how near his deatli he was 
Before the child himself felt he was sick: 

This must be answer'd either here or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn brows on mo ’ 
Think you I bear the shean of destiny? 

Have I commandment on the pulse of life ? 

Sal. It is apparent foul play ; and 'tis shame 
That greatness should so grossly offer it: 

So thrive it in your game! and so, farewell. 

Pm. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury; I'll go with thee. 
And find the inheritance of this poor child. 

His little kingdom of a forced grave. 

That blood which owed the breadth of all this isle, 
Three foot of it doth hold: bad world the while! 

This must not be thus borne : this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long 1 doubt. [ExeuiU Lords 



K. John. They bum in indignation. I repent: 

There is no sure foundation set on blood, 

No certain life achieved by others' death. 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast: where is that blood 
That 1 have seen inhabit in those cheeks? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 

Pour down thy weather : how goes all in France ? 

Mean, From France to England. Never such a power 
For any foreign preparation 
Was levied in the ^y of a land. 

The copy of your speed is leam'd by them ; 

For when you should be told they do prepare. 

The tidings comes that they are all arrived. 

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hath it dept? Where is my mother’s care, 

That such an army could be drawn in France, 

And she not hear of it 7 
hftM. My liege, her ear 

Is stopp’d with dust; the first of April died 
Your noble mother: ud, as I hear, my lord, 

The Lsdy Constance in a frenzy died 


Three days before: but this from rumour's tongue 
I idly heard; if true or false I know not. 

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleased 
My discontented peers! What! mother dead' 

How wildly then walks my estate in France' 

Under whose conduct came those powers of France 
That thou for truth givest out are landed here? 

Mesa. Under jjie Dauphin. 

K. John. Thou hast made me giddy 
With these ill tidings. 

Enter the Bastard and Peter of F<mfftt. 

Now, what says the wodd 
To your proceedings? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Boat. But if you be afeard to hear the worst, 

Then let the worst unheard fall on your head^ 

K. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amazed 
Under the tide: but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Boat. Hqw I have sped among the clergymen. 

The sums Dhave collected shall express. 
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But as I travell’d hither through the land, 

I find the |>eople atrangely fantasied; 

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams, 

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear: 

And here's a prophet, that I brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels. 

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes. 

That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon. 

Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

K. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou so ? 

PeUr. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so. 

AT. John. Hubert, away with liim ; imprison him ; 
And on that day at noon, whereon be says 
I shall yield up my crown, let him be bang’d. 

Deliver him to safety; and return. 

For I most use thee. [EasU Hvhert with Peter. 

O my gentle cousin, 

nearest thou the news abroad, who are arrived’ 

Bast. The French, my lord ; men’s mouths are full of it: 
Besides, 1 met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury, 

With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire. 

And others more, going to seek the grave 


Of Arthur, whom they say is kill’d to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K. John. Gentle kinsman, go. 

And thrust thyself into their companies : 

1 have a way to win their loves again; 

Bring them before me. 

Bast. T will seek them out 

K. John. Nay, but make haste ; the better foot before. 
0, let me have no subject enemies. 

When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout* invasion! 

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels. 

And fly like thought from them to me again. 

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. [&eU. 
K. John. Spoke like a sprightful noble gentleman. 
Go after him; for he perhaps shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers; 

And be thou he. 

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. [Exit. 

K. John. My mother dead! 

Be-enter Hubeiit. 

Ilvi. My lord, they say five moons were seen to-night; 



Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

K. John. Five moons! 

Hub. Old men and beldams in the streets 

Do prophesy upon it dangerously: 

Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths: 

And when they talk of him, they shake their heads 
And whisjpei one another in the car; 

And he tMt speaks doth gripe the hearer’s urrist. 
Whilst he that hears makes fearful action 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus. 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool. 

With OMn mouth swallowing a tailor's news ; 

Who, with his shears and measure in his hand. 
Standing on slippers, which his nimble haste 
Had fblsely thrnst upon oontranr feet. 

Told of a many thousand warlike French 
That were embattailed and rank’d in Kent: 

Another lean unwash’d artificer 

Cnts off his tale and talks of Arthur's death ? 

JT. John. Why seek’st thou to possess me with these 
faftTs f 

Why nigest thon so oft young Arthur’s death? 


Thy hand hath murder’d him: I had a mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 
Hub. No had, my lord ! why, did you not provoke me ? 
K. John. It is the curse of kings to be attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life. 

And on the winking of authority 
To understand a law, to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour than advised respect 
Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 

AT. John. O, when the last account ’twixt heaven and 
earth 

Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness a^nst us to damnation! 

How oft we sight of means to do ill deeds 
Make deeds ill done! Hadst not thou been by, 

A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d. 

Quoted and sign’d to do a deed of shame. 

This murder had not come into my mind : 

But taking note of thy abhon'd aspect, 

Findinjg thee fit for bloody villany. 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death; 
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And thou, to be endeared to a king; 

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Evb. My lord — 

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head or made a 
pause 

When I spake darkly what I purposed. 

Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face. 

As bid me tell my tale in express words. 

Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off. 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me: 
But thou didst understand me by my signs, 

And didst in signs a^n parley with sin; 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent. 

And consequratly thv rude hand to act 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. 

Out of my sight, and never see me more! 

My nobles leave me; and my state is braved, 

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers: 

Napr, in the body of this fleshly land, 

Thu kingdom, this condne of blood and breath. 


Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

Between my conscience and my cousin's death. 

Hvib, Arm you against your other enemies. 

I’ll make a peace between your soul and you. 

Young Arthur is alive : this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand. 

Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 

Withm this bosom never enter'd yet 

The dreadful motion of a murderous thought; 

And YOU have slander’d nature in my form. 

Which, howsoever rude exteriorly. 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K, John. Doth Arthur live 1 0, baste thee to the peers, 
Tlirow this report on their incensed rage. 

And make them tame to their obedience! 

Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature; for my raro was bhnd, 

And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art 



O, answer not, but to my closet bring 
The angry lor^ with all expedient haste. 

I conjure thee but slowly; run mote fast [ExmU. 

SciNB III. — S^ore th$ eouUe, 

JBnter Akthdb, on the loalls. 

Arth. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down: 
Good ground, be pitiful and hurt me not! 

There’s few or none do know me: if they did. 

This ship-boy’s semblance hath disraised me quite. 

I am afraid ; and yet I’ll venture it 
If I get dovm, and do not break my limbs, 

I'll find a thousand shifts to get away: 

As good to die and go, as die and stay. [Zsqps down. 
0 me! my uncle’s spirit is in these atones: 

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones! [Dies. 

Enter Pembroke, Sausbubt, and Broor. 

Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmundsbuiy: 
It is our safeW, and we must embrace 
This gentle oner of the perilous time. 


Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? 
Sod. The Count Melun, a noble lord of France; 
Whose private* with me of the Dauphin’s love 
Is much more general than these lines import 
Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him then 
Sod. Or rather then set forward; for ’twill be 
Two long days’ |bnmey, lords, or ere we meet 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bad. Once more to-day well met, distemper’d lords: 
The king by me requests your presence straigjbt 
Sod. ^e king bath dispossess’d himsdf ofms : 

We will not line his thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 1 
That leaves the print of blood where’er it waUcs. 

Betum and tell nim so: we know the worst 
Bad. Whate’er yon think, good words, I think, were 
best 

Sai, Our grieft, and not onr manners, reasen now 
Bad. But there is little reason in your grief; 
Therefore ’t^ere reason you had manners now. 



Act IV.] 


KING JOHN. 


23 


Pm. Sir, sir, impatienoe hath his privilege. 

Batt. ’Tis true, to hurt his master, no man else. 

Sal. This is the prison. What is he lies here? 

[Seeing Arthur. 

Pm O death, made proud with pure and princely beauty ! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done. 

Doth lay it open to uigo on revenge. 

Big. Or, when he doom'd this beauty to a grave. 
Found it too precious-princcly for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? have you beheld. 
Or have you read or heard 7 or could you think ? 

Or do you almost think, although you see 

That you do see? could thought, without this object. 

Form such another? This is tho very top, 

The height, the crest, or crest unto tho crest, 

Of murder's arms: this is the bloodiest shame, 

'Die wildest savagery, the vilest stroke, 

That ever wall-eyed wrath or staring rage 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 


Pm All murders past do stand excused in this : 
And this, so sole and so unmatchable. 

Shall give a holiness, a purity. 

To the yet unbegotten sin of times; 

And prove a dewly bloodshed but a jest, 

Exampled by this heinous spectacla 
Bast. It is a damned and a bloody work; 

The graceless action of a heavy hand. 

If that it bo the work of any hand. 

SaL If that it be the work of any hand! 

We had a kind of light what would ensue: 

It is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand; 

The practice and the purpose of the king: 

From whose obedience I forbid my soul. 

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life, 

And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow. 

Never to taste the pleasures of the world. 

Never to be infected with delight. 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness. 



Till I have set a glory to this hand. 

By giving it the worship of revenge. 

^*'|-Our souls religiously confirm thy words. 

JBnter Hubebt. 

StA. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you : 
Arthur doth live; the king hath sent for you. 

Sal. O, ho is bold and blushes not at death. 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone! 

EhA. I am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob tho law! 

[Dravfing hts sword. 

Batt. Tour sword is bright, sir; put it up again. 
SaL Not till I sheathe it in a murderer’s skin. 

EvA. Stand back. Lord Salisbury, stand back, I say; 
By heaven, I tUnk my sword’s as sharp as yours: 

I would not have you, lord, forget yourself, 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 


Lest I, by marking of your lage, foiget 
Four worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill ! darest thou brave a nobleman ? 
H^. Not for my life: but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a murderer. 

HiA. Do not prove* mo so; 

Yet I am none: whose tongue soe’er speaks false. 

Not truly speaks; who speus not truly, lies. 

Pm Cut him to pieces. 

Bast. Keep the peace, I say. 

SaL Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbtidge. 
Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury: 

If thou but frown on mo, or stir thy foot. 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame. 

I’ll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime ; 

Or 111 so maul you and your toasting-iron, 

That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a villain and a murderer? 
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J9t(& Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Who kill’d this prince? 

Jnti. ’Tis not an hour since I left him well: 

I honour’d him, 1 loved him, and will weep 
Mjr date of life out for his sweet life's loss. 

ScU. Trust not those cuaniog waters of bis eyes, 

For yUhny is not without such rheum; 

And be, long traded in it, makes it seem 

like rivers of remorse* and innocenoy. •"‘*- 

Away with me. all you whose souls abhor 

The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house; 

For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there! 

Pm. There tell the king he may inquire us out. 

[PxewTit Lords. 

Boat. Here’s a good world I Knew you of this fair work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 

Art thou damn’d, Hubert 
Hvb. Do but hear me, sir. 

Boat. Hal I’ll tell thee what; 

Thou’rt damn’d as black — nay, nothing is so black ; 

Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer: 

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Hvh. Upon my soul — 

Boat. If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair; 

And if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread 

’Ihat ever spider twisted from her womb 

Will serve to strangle thee; a rush will be a beam 
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To hang thee on; or wonldat thou drown thyaelf. 

Put but a little water in a qpoon. 

And it shall be as all the ocean. 

Enough to stifle such a villain up. 

I I do suspect thee veiy grievously. 

I Hvh. If I in act, consent or sin of thought, 

Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was em bounded in this beauteous clay. 

Let hell want pains enough to torture me. 

1 left him well. 

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms. 

I am amazed, methinks, and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 

How easy dost thou take tul England up! 

From forth this morsel of dead royalty. 

The life, the right and truth of all this realm, 

Ts fled to heaven; and England now is left 

To tug and scamble,* and to part by the teeth «Mn. 

The unowed interest of proud-swelling state. 

Now for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty 
Doth domed war bristle his angry crest. 

And snamth in the gentle eyes of peace: 

Now powers from home and discontents at home 
Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits. 

As doth a raven on a sick-faH’u beast. 

The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he whose cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempest Bear away that child, 

And follow me with speed : I’ll to the king : 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. [Bxeunt. 




ACT V. 


Scene I — Kino 


Enter Kino Joun, Fandulph, and Attendants. 

K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. [Owing the eroum. 

Band. Take again 

From this my hand, as holding of the pope 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K. John. Kovr keep your holy word: go meet ttie 
French, 

And from ^ holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches Tore we are inflamed 
Our discontented coimties^ do revolt ; ^ 

Our people quartd with obedience, 

Sbrearing alleuianoe and the love of soul 
To stranger mood, to foreign royalty. 

This inundation of mistempeFd humour 
Bests you only to be qualified: 

Then pause not; for the present time's so sick. 

That present medicine must be minister’d. 

Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Band, It was my breath that blew this tempest up, 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope; 

But since you are a genUe conyeitit^ 

My tongue shall hush again this storm of war 
VOL in. 


John's palace. 

And make fair weather in your blustering land 
On this Ascension-day, remember well, 

Upon your oath of service to the pope, 

6o I to make the French lay down their arms. [Extt 
K. John. Is this Ascension-day ? Did not the prophet 
Say that before Ascension-day at noon 
My crown 1 should give off? Even so I have: 

1 did suppose it should be on constraint; 

But, heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary. 

Enter (he Bastard. 

Bast. All Kent hath 3 rielded; nothing there holds out 
But Dover castle: London hath received. 

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers: 

Your nobles will not hear you, but are ^ne 
To offer service to your enemy. 

And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtM friends. 

E. John, Would not my lords return to me again. 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

Bast. They found mm dead and cast into the streets. 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some damn’d hand was robb’d and ta’en away. 

JT. John. That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

4 
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Bali, So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop? why look you sad? 

Be great in act, aa you have been in thought; 

Let not the world see fear and sad distrust 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye: 

Be stirring as the time; be fire with fire; 

Threaten the tbreatener, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror: so shall inferior eyes. 

That borrow their behaviours from the great. 

Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away, and glister like the god of war. 

When he intendeth to become the field: 

Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 

What, shall they seek the lion in his den. 

And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 

O, let it not be said: forage,* and run •h^*. 

To meet displeasure fartiier from the doors. 

And grapple with him ere he comes so nigh. 

JT. John. The legate of the pope hath been with me. 
And 1 have made a happy peace with him ; 

And he hath promised to dismiss the powers 
Led by the Dauphia 
BoA. O inglorious league 1 

Shall we. upon the footing of our land. 

Send fair-play orders and make compromise, 

Insinuation, parley, and base truce 
To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy, 

A cocker’d* silken wanton, brave our fields, * 

And fiesh his spirit in a warlike soU, 

Mocking the air with colours idly spread, 

And find no check ? Let us, my li^e, to arms : 
Perchance the cardinal cannot x^e your peace* 

Or if he do, let it at least be said 
They saw we had a purpose of defenoa 
K. John. Have thou uie ordering of this present time. 
Bait. Away, then, with good courage! yet, I know. 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Extmi. 


Wherein we step after a stranMr march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and ml up 
Her enemies' ranks — I must withdraw and weep 
Upon the spot* of this enforced cause — **" 

To grace the gentry of a land remote. 

And follow unacquainted colours here? 

What, here? 0, nation, that thou couldst remove! 
That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about. 

Would b^ thee fitom the knowledge of thyself. 

And grapple thee unto a pagan shore; 

Where these two Christian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league. 

And not to spend it so unneighbourly I 

LtvK A noble temper dost thou show in this; 
And great aflbetions wrestling in thy bosom 
Doth make an earthquake of nobility. 

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought 
Between compulsion and a bravo respect! 

Let me wipe off this honourable dew. 

That sUverly doth progress on thy cheeks: 

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears. 

Being an ordinary inundation; 

But this effusion of such manly drops. 

This shower, Uown up by tempest of the soul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed 
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven 
Fibred quite o'er with burning meteors, 
lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away the storm : 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes 
That never saw the giant world enraged; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts. 

Full of warm blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Come, come; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep 
Into the pune of rich prosperity 
As Lewis himself: so, nobles, snail you all. 

That knit your sinews to the strenrth of mine. 

And even there, methinks, an angel spake: 


ScxNS II . — The Dauphin's camp at St. EdmondJmry. 

Enter, in arm, Lewis, Sausbuby, Melun, Pembbok^ 
Bigot, ani Soldiers. 

Lew. My Lord Melon, let this be copied out. 

And keep it safe for our remembrance: 

Betum tne precedent to these lords again; 

That, having our foir order written down. 

Both they and we, perusing o’er these notes, 

S know wherefore we took the sacrament, 
keep our faiths firm and inviolable 
Sal. tlpon our sides it never shall be broken. 

And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal and an uniuged faith 
To your proceedings; yet believe me prince, 

I am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster contenm'd revolt. 

And hem the inveterate canker of one wound 
making many. 0, it grieves my soul. 

That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker! 0, and there 
Where honourable rescue aud defence 
Cries out upon the of Salisbury ! 

But sudi is the infection of the time, 

That, for the health and physic of our right. 

We emmot deal but with the very hand 
Of stem injustice and confused wrong. 

And is't n^ pity, 0 my grieved friends, 

That we, the sons and children of thin isle. 

Were bom to see so sad an hour as this; 


Enter Pampuuh. 

Look, where the holy legate comes apace. 

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven, 

And on our actions set the name of right 
With holy breath. 

Fani. Hail, noble prince of France! 

The next is this. King John hath reconciled 
Himself to Borne; his spirit is come in, 

That so stood out against the holy church. 

The great metropolis and see of ]^me: 

Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up. 

And tame the savage spirit of wild war. 

That, like a lion foster’d up at hand. 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 

And M no further harmful than m show. 

Lew. Your grace shall peurion me, I will not back : 
I am too high^m to be propertied. 

To be a secondary at control. 

Or usefiil serving-man and instrument. 

To any sovereign state throughout the world. 

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this chastised kingdom and myself^ 

And brought in matter that should feed this fire; 

And now 'tis for too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wmd which enkindled it 
You taught me how to know the face of rii^t. 
Acquainted me with intoest* to this land, *S!SS5ta 
Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart; 

And coma ye now to tell me John hath made 
His peace^with Borne 7 What is that peace to ms? 
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I, by the honour of my marriage>bed, 

After youn^ Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 

And, now it is half-conquer’d, must I back 
Because that John hath made his peace with Home? 
Am I Home's slave? What penny hath Home borae? 
What men provided, what munition sent, 

To underprop this action? Is’t not I 
That undergo this charge? who else but I, 

And such as to my claim are liable. 

Sweat in this business and maintain this war? 

Have I not heard these islanders shout out 

'Vive le roi 1' as I have bank'd* their towns? scM-ur.a. 

Have I not here the best cards for the game. 

To win this ea^ match play'd for a crown? 

And shall I now give o’er the yielded set? 

No, no, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pand. You look but on the outside of this work. 
Ltu>. Outside or inside, I will not return 
Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised 


Before 1 drew this gallant head of war, 

And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world. 

To outlook conquest and to win renown 

Even in the jaws of danger and of death. \TrumpH sotmda. 

What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us? 

Enter the Bastabd, attended. 

Bad. According to the fair play of the world, 

Let me have audience; 1 am sent to speak: 

My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him ; 

And, as you answer, 1 do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilfuLopposite, 

And will not temporize with my entreaties; 

He flatly says he’ll not lay down his arms. 

Bad. By all the blood that ever fury breathed, 

The youth says well. Now hear our English king; 

For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 

He is prepared, and reason too he should : 



This apish and unmannerly approach, 

This harness'd masque and unadvised revel. 

This unhail'd* sauciness and boyish troops, * 

The king doth smile at; and is well prepared 
To whip this dwarfish war, th^ pigmy arms. 

From out the circle of his territories. 

That hand which had the strength, even a* your door. 
To cudgel you and make you twe* the hatch, ' 

To dive like buckets in concealed wells. 

To crouch in litter of your stable planks. 

To lie like pawns lock'd up in chests and trunks. 

To hug with swine, to seoK sweet safety out 
In vaults and prisoiu, and to thrill and shake 
Even at the crying of your nation's crow. 

Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ; 

Shall that victorious hand bo feeblod hero, 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement? 

No : know the gallant monarch is in arms 
And like an ea^e o'er his aeiy towers,^ 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest. 

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts, 


you bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear motlier England, blush for shame; 

For your own ladies and pale-visaged maids 
Like Amazons come tripping after drums. 

Their thimbles into armed gauntiets chanm. 

Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lew. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in peace ; 
We grant thou const outscold us : fare &ee well ; 

We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a biabbler. 

Pand. Give me leave to speak. 

Bad. No, I will speak. 

We will attend to neither. 
Strike up the drums ; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest and our being here. 

Bad. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out ; 
Ant? so shall you, being beaten: do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And even at hand a drum is ready braced 
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine: 
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Sound but another, and another shall 

As loud as thine rattle the* welkin’s ear 

And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder: for at hand. 

Not trusting to this halting legate here, 

'Whom he hath used rather for sport than need, 

Is warlike John; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb’d death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of tire French. 

Ltw. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 
And thou shalt find it. Dauphin, do not doubt. 

[Exeunt. 

ScEins III. — The fidd of lattk. 

AUmme. Enter King John and Hubert. 

K. John. How goes the day with us 7 0, tell me, Hubert 
Hub. Bad^, I fear. How fares your majesty ? 

K. John, lliis fever, that hath troubled me so long. 
Lies heavy on me; 0, my heart is sick! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faulconbridge, 
Desires your migesty to leave the field. 

And send him word by me which way you go. 

K. JeJvn. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey there. 
Mess. Be of good comfort ; for the great supply 
That was expected by the Dauphin here, 

Are wreck’d three nights ago on Doodwin Sands. 

This news was brought to Bichard but even now: 

The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

K. John. Ay me! this tyrant fever bums me up. 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 

Set on toward Swinstead: to my litter straight; 
Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — Another part of the field. 

Enter Sausbuby, Pembboke, and Bigot. 

Sal. I did not think the king so stored with friends. 
Pm. Up once again; put spirit in ^-he French: 

If they miscarry, we miscany too. 

Sal. That misbegotten de^ Faulconbridge, 

In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Pm They say King John sore sick hath left the field. 

Enter Melun, wounded. 

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 

Sal. When we were happy we had other names. 
Pm It is the Count Melun. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Mel. Fly, noble English, yon are bought and sold; 
Unthread the rode eye of rebellion,* * »»o? 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 

Seek out King John and fall before his feet; 

For if the French be lords of this loud day. 

He means to recompense the pains you take 
By cutting off your heads: thus hath he sworn 
And I with him, and many moe with me. 

Upon the altar at Saint Edmundsbury; 

Even on that altar where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting lova 
Sal May this be possible 7 may this be true 7 
MU. Have I not hideous death within my view, 
Betuning but a quantity of life, 

'Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Besolv^h from his figure ’gainst the firal 
'What in the world should make me now deceive. 

Since I must lose the use of dl deceit 7 
Why should I then be false, since it is true 
That I muat die here and live hence by truth 7 
I sajr again, if I^is do win the &y. 

He IS forsworn, if e’er those eyes of yours 


Behold another day break in the east: 

But even this night, whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble, and day-weariM sun, 

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire. 

Paying the fine of rated treachery 

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives. 

If Lewis by your assista n ce win the day. ' 

Commend me to one Hubert with your king: 

The love of him, and this respect toides. 

For that my grandsire was an Englishman, 

Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field. 

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, and pi^ this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 

Sal. We do believe thee: and beshrew my soul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight. 

And like a bated and retired flood, 

Leaving our rankness* and irregular course, ?>»•«■ 
Stoop low within those bounds we have o'erlooked* 

And calmly run on in obedience 

Even to our ocean, to our great King John. 

My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence; 

For I do see roe cruel pangs of death 

Bight in thine eye. Away, my friends! New flight; 

And happy newness, that intends old right. 

[Ehceumt, leading off Melun 

Scene V . — The French camp. 

Enter Lewis and his train. 

Lew. The sun of heaven methought was loath to set. 
But stay’d and made the western welkin blush, 

'When English measure backward their own ground 
In faint retire. 0, bravely came we off, 

'When with a volley of our needless shot, — 

After such bloody toil, we bid good night; 

And wound our tattering colours clearly up, 

Last in the field, and almost lords of it! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. 'Where is my prince, the Dauphin? 

Lew. Here; what news? 

Mess. The Count Melun is slain; the English lords 
By his persuasion are again fall’n off. 

And your supply, which you have wish’d so long. 

Are cast away and sunk on Qoodwin Sanda 

Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news! beshrew thy very heart! 
I did not think to be so sad to*night 
As this hath made me. 'Who was he that said 
King John did ||y an hour or two before 
The stumbling mgbt did part our weary powers? 

Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 

Lew. Well ; keep good quarter and good erne to*night : 
The day shall not oe up so soon as L 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunl 

Scene 'VI . — An own place in the neighbourhood of 
Swinksad Ahbeg. 

Enter the Bastabd and Hubert, senerdHy. 

Hub. 'Who’s there 7 speak, ho I speak quickly^ or I shoot 

B<xst. A friend. 'What art thou? 

Hub. Of the part of England. 

Bout. Whither dost thou go? 

Hub. What’s that to thee? why may not I demand 
Of thine afair^ os well as thou of mine 7 
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Bast. Hubert, I think? 

HvX>. Thou hast a perfect thought: 

I will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou art 037 friend,, that know’st my tongue so well. 
Who art thou? 

BaU. Who thou wilt : and if thou please, 

Thou may'st befriend me so much as to think 
I come one way of the Flantagenets. 

Hvh. Unkind remembrance! thou and eyeless night 
Have done me shame: brave soldier, pardon me, 

That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should Wpe the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Boat. Come, come ; sans compliment, what news abroad ? 
Hub. Why, here walk I in the bhmk brow of night. 
To find you out. 

Boat, Brief, then; and what’s the news? 

Hvb. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night. 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horribm. 

Boat. Show mo the very wound of this ill news: 

I am no woman. I’ll not swoon at ib 


Huh. Tlie king, I fear, is poison’d by a monk : 

I left him almost speechless; and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil, that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time. 

Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bast. How did he take it? who did taste to him? 
Huh. A monk, I teU. you; a resolved villain. 

Whose bowels suddenly burst out: the king 
Yet speaks and peradventure may recover. 

BaU. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty? 
Hub. Why, know you not ? the lords are all come back. 
And brought Prince Henry in their company; 

At whose request the king hath pardon’d them. 

And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven. 
And tempt us not to bear arove our power! 

I’ll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night. 

Passing these fiats, are taken by the tide; 

These Lincoln Washes have devoured them ; 

Myself, well mounted, hardly have escaped. 



Away before: conduct me to the king; 

I doubt he will be dead or ere I come. [Exsunt. 


SCEHS VII . — Ths orchard in Swinstead Abbey. 
JBnter Prince Henbt, Sausbubt, and Bigot. 


P. Hen. It is too late : the life of all his blood 
Is touch’d corruptibly, and his pure brain,^ 

Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling-house. 




Foretell the ending of mortality. 


Enter Pembroke. 


Pern. His highness yet doth speak, and holds belief 
That, being brought into the open air. 

It wotdd ulay the burning quality 
Of that fdl poison which assaileth him. 

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard here. 
Doth he still rage? 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than when you left him; even now he sung. 


P. Hen. 0 vanity of sickness! fierce extremes 
In their continuance will not feel themselves. 

Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts. 

Leaves them invisible, and his si^ is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of strange fantasies. 

Which, in their throng and press to that last hold. 
Confound themselves. ’Tis stran^ that death should sing. 
I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan. 

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death 
And from the organ-pipe of frailty sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest 
Sal. Be of good comfo^ prince ; for you are bom 
'To set a form upon that indigest 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rade 

Enter Attendants, and Bigot, carrying Kino John 
in a chair. 

K. Jehn. Ay, man^, now my soul hath elbow-room ; 
It would not out at windows nor at doora 
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There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 

That all m^ bowels crumble up to dust: 

I am a sonbbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a ^arohmentk and against this fixe 
Do I shnnk up. 

P. Hm. How &res your majesty 7 

K. John. Poison’d — ^ill fate — dead, forsook, cast off : 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thrust his. icy fingers in my maw. 

Nor let my Idn^om’s rivers take their course 
Through my bum’d bosom, nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips 
And comfort me with cold. 1 do not ask you much, 

I b«^ cold comfort ; and you are so strait 
And so ingrateful, you deny me that 
P. Sen. O that there were some virtue in my tears 
That might relieve you I 
JT. John. The salt in them is hot 

Within me is a hell; and there the poison 
Is as a fiend confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievaUe condemns blood. 

Enter the Bastasd. 

Bait. O, I am scalded* with my violent motion, 

And spleen of speed to see your mtgestyl 
if. John. O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye ; 
The tackle of my heart is crark’d and bnm’d. 

And all the shrouds wherewith my life should sail 
Are turned to one thread, one litue hair: 

^ heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 

Which holds but till thy news be uttered : 

And then aU this thou seest is but a clod 
And module of confounded royalty. 

East. The Dauphin is nreparing hitherward. 

Where heaven He knows now we shall answer him ; 

For in a night the best part of my power. 

As I upon advantage did remove. 

Were in the Washes all unwarily 

Devoured the unexpected flood. [The king dies. 

Sat. You breathe these dead news in as dead an ear. 
My liwe I my lord ! but now a king, now thua 
P. Ben. Even so must I run on, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay. 

When this was now a king, and now is clay! 

Bast. Art thou gone sol I do but stay behind 
To do the office for thee of revenge. 

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven, 


As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 

Now, now, you stars that move in your right spheres. 
Where be your powers? show now your mended faiths. 
And instantly return with me again. 

To push destruction and perpetual shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 

Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought; 

The Datmhin rages at our very heels. 

Sal, It seems you know not, then, so much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest. 

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin, 

And brings from him such offers of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take. 

With puTpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast. He will the rather do it when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

SaL Nay, it is in a manner done already; 

For many carriages he hath dispatch’d 
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal: 

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords. 

If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bast. Let it be so: and you, my noble prince. 

With other princes that may b^t be spared. 

Shall wait upon your fathers funeral. 

P. Sen. At Worcester must his body be interr’d ; 

For so he will’d it. 

Bast. Thither shall it then: 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lin^ state and glor^ of the land! 

To whom, with ell submission, on my knee 
I do bequeath mj faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our love wo make, 

To test without a spot for evermore. 

P. Sen. I have a kind soul that would give you thanks 
And kuows not how to do it but with tears 
Bdst. O, let us pay the time but needful woe, 

Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. 

This England never did, nor never shall. 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 

Now these her princes are come home again. 

Gome the three comers of the world in arms. 

And we shall shock them. Nought shall make us rue, 
If England to itself do rest but true. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE :-~£nolano and Wales. 


ACT I. 

ScKME I — London. Kikg Bichabd’b palau. 


Bnitr Kino Riohabd, John or Qaunt, v>Uh other Nobles 
and Attendants. 

K. Jtieh. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour’d Lancaster, 
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band. 

Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son, 

Here to make good the boisterous late appeed. 

Which then oar leisure would not let ns hear, 

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 


Qaunt. 1 have, my liega 

K. Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded him, 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice; 

Or worthily, as a good subject should, 

On some known ground of treacheiy in him? 

Qaunt. As near as I could sift him on that aigament» 
On some apparent dangw seen in him 
Aim’d at your higliness, no inveterate malice. 

JT. Rieh. Then call them to onr presence ; face to Ace, 
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And frowning brow to brow, ouiselves will hear 
The accuser and the accused freely speak : 
High-stomach'd are they both, and full of ire, 

In lage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

EnJUr Bounqbroke and Mowbray. 

Boling. Many years of happy da^s befal 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege! 

Mow. Each day still better other's nappiness; 

Until the heavens, envying earth’s good bap, 

Add an immortal title to your crown! 

K. Rich. We thank you both : yet one but flatters us. 
As well appoaroth by the cause you come; 

Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. 

Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Boling. First, heaven be the record to my speech! 

In the devotion of a subject’s love, 

Tendering the precious safety of my prince, 

And free fiurn other misbegotten hate, 

Come T appellant to this princely presence. 

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I tom to thee. 

And mark my greeting well; for what I speak 
My body shall make good upon this earth. 

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 

Thou art a traitor and a miscreant, 

Too good to be so and too bad to live. 

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky. 

The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 

With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat; 

And wish, so please my sovereign, ere I move. 

What my tongue speaks my right>drawu sword may prove. 

Mow. Lot not my cold words here accuse my zeal : 
Tis not the trial of a woman’s war. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain; 

The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this : 

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast 
As to be hush’d and nought at all to say: 

First, tiie fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech ; 

Which else would post until it had return’d 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 

Setting aside his high Mood’s royalty. 

And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 

I do defy him, and I spit at him; 

Call him a slanderous coward and a villain: 

Which to maihtoin I would allow him odds. 

And meet him, were I tied to run afoot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable,' * 

Where ever Englishman durst set his foot 
Mean tame let this defend my loyalty, 

By all my hopesi, most falsely doth he lie. 

Boling. Pale Ambling coward, there I throw my gage. 
Disclaiming here the kindred of the king. 

And lay aside my high blood’s royalty. 

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except* * 

If guilty dread have left thee so much strength 
As to ^e up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop : 

By that and all the rites of luighthood dse. 

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm. 

What I have spoke, or thou const worse devise. 

Mow. 1 take it up; and by that sword I swear, 
Which gently laid my knighthood on. my shoulder. 

I’ll answer thee in any fair degree. 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial: 


And when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be traitor or unjustly fight! 

JST. Riek. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray’s ch mge? 
It must bo great that con inlierit* us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Boling. Look, what I speak, my life shall prove it 
true; 

That Mowbray hath received eight thousand nobles 
In name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers. 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments. 

Like a false traitor and injurious villain. 

Besides I say, and will in battle prove. 

Or here or wewhere to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey’d by English eye. 

That all the treasons for these eighteen years 

Complotted and contrived in this land 

Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and spring. 

Farther 1 say, and further will maintain 

Upon his bad life to make aU this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of Gloucester’s death. 
Suggest* his sobn-bdieving adverssoies, 

Ana consequently, like a traitor cowa^. 

Sluiced out his innocent soul through streams of blood : 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries. 

Even from the tongueless caverns 6f the earth. 

To me for justice and rough chastisement ; 

And, by the glorious worth of my desceut. 

This arm shall do it, or this life bo spent. 

AT. jSt^ How high a pitch his resolution soars ! 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this? 

Mow. 0, let my sovereign turn away his face. 

And bid his e&rs a little while be deaf. 

Till I have told this slander of his blood. 

How God and good men hate so foul a liar. 

AT. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and cars ; 
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir. 

As he is but my father’s brother’s son. 

Now, by my sceptre’s awe, I make a vow. 

Such neighbour nearness to our sacred bloo<], 

Should nothing privily him, nor partialize 
The rmstooping firmness of my upright soul 
He is otir subject, Mowbray; so art thou: 

Free speech and fearless I to thee allow. 

Mow. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart. 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais 
Disbursed I duly to his highness’ soldiers; 

The other part reserved I by consent. 

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt 
Upon remainder of a dear* account, 

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen: 

Now swallow down that lie. For Gloucester’s death, 

I slew him not; but to my own disgrace 
Neglected my swopi duty in that case. 

For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 

The honourable fatker to my foe. 

Once did I lay an ambush for your life, 

A trespass tlu^ doth vex my grieved soul; 

But ere I last received the sacrament 
I did confess it, and exactly* bege’d •indmionii. 

Your grace’s pardon, and I hope x had it 
This is mv fault: as fox the rest appeal’d. 

It issues nom the rancour of a viUam, 

A recreant and most degenerate traitor: 

Which in mysdf I bolSv will defend; 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon tiiis overweening traitor’s foo^ 

To prove myself a loyal genUeman 

Even in the heat blood chamber’d in his bosom: 
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In haste wheteof, most heartily I pray 
Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. Siieh, Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled by me: 
Let's purge this choldr without letting blood : 

This we prescribe, though no physician; 

Deep malice makes too deep incision; 

Forget, forgive; conclude and be agreed; 

Our doctors say tliis is no month to bleed. 

Good uncle, let this end where it begun; 

We’ll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son. 

Oaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my age : 
Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk’s gage. 

K. Jtieh. AnA Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt. When, Harry, when? 

Obedience bids I should not bid again. ' Baip. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid ; there is no boot.* 
Mow. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot. 
My life thou shalt command, but not my shame: 

The one my duty owes; but my fair name. 

Despite of death that lives upon my grave. 

To dark dishonour's use thou shalt not have. 

I am disgraced, impeach’d, aud baffled* here, aixwiM. 
Pierced to the soul with slander’s venom’d spear. 


Tlie which no balm can cure but his heart-blood 
Which breathed this poison. 

K. Rich. ^ Bage must be withstood : 

Give me his gage: lions make leopards tame. 

Mow. Yea, but not change his spots: take but my 
shame. 

And I resign my gage. My dear dear tord. 

The purest treasure mortal times afford 
Is spotless reputation : that away, 

Men are but gilded loam or painted clay. 

A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest 
Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 

Take honour from me, and my life is done : 

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try; 

In that I live, and for that will I die. 

K. Rich. Cousin, throw up your gage ; do you begin. 
Boling. 0, God defend ‘my soul from such deep sin 
Shall I seem crest-fall’n in my father's sight? 

Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this out-dared dastard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with such feeble wrong. 

Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 



The slavish motive of recanting fear. 

And spit it bleeding in his high dismace. 

Where shame doth narbour, even in Mowbray’s face. 

[Exit Oavni. 

K. Ricli. We were not born to sue, but to command ; 
Which since we cannot do to make you friends. 

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it. 

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s day : 

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swdling difference of yoxir settled hato : 

Since we oan not atone* you, we shall sec »«*»««•• 
Justice design the victor’s chivalry. 

Lord marsbu, command our officers at arms 

Be ready to direct these home alarms. [Exewni. 

ScBNB ll.—The Duks of Lancabteb’s palace. 

EiUtr John of Gaunt with the Duchess of Gloucester. 

Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Woodstock’s blood 
Doth more solicit me than your excUms, 

To stir against the butohen of his life! 

But since correction lieth in those hands 
Which the fault that we cannot correct 
Put we our quaird to the will of heaven; 

VOb IIL 


Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth. 

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ heads. 

JhuE. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? 

Edward’s seven bons, whereof thyself art one. 

Were as seven vials of his sacred blood. 

Or seven fair branches springing from one root: 

Some of those seven ore dried by nature’s course. 

Some of those branches by the Destinies cut; 

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloucester, 

One vial full of Edward’s sacred blood. 

One flourishing branch of his most royal root^ 

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor spilt. 

Is hack’d down, and bis summer leaves all faded, 
envy’s hand and murder’s bloody axe. 

, Gaunt, his blood was thine I that bed, that womb. 
That metal, that self-mould, that fashion’d thee 
Made Um a man ; and though thou livest and breathest, 
Yet art thou slain in him: thou dost consent 
In some large measure to thy father’s death. 

In that thou seest thy wretched brother die 
Who was the model of thy father's life. 

Call it not patience. Gaunt; it is despair: 

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter’d. 
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Thou showest the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching stem motder how to butcher thee: 

That which in mean men we intitle patience 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

What shall I say? to safeguard thine own life, 

The best way is to venge my Gloucester’s death. 

Oaurii. God’s is the quarrel ; for God's substitute. 

His deputy anointed in His sight, 

Hath caused his death : the whicli if wrongfully, 

Let heaven revenge; for I may never lift 
An angry arm against His minister. 

Duen. Where then, alas, may I complain myself? 
Gaunt. To God, the widow’s champion and defence. 
Dud^. Why, then. I will. Farewell, old Gaunt. 

Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight: 

0 , sit my husband’s wrongs on Hereford’s spear. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast! 

Or, if misfortune miss the first career. 

Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom. 

That they may break his foaming courser’s back. 

And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford! 

Farewell, old Gaunt: thy sometimes brother’s wife 
With her companion, Grief, must end her life. 

Gaunt. Sister, farewell; I must to Coventry: 

As much good stay with thee as ^o with me! 

Duch. Yet one word more: gnef boundeth where it 
falb. 

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight . 

1 take my leave before I have begun. 

For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 

Commend me to thy brother, Edmund York. 

Lo, this is all: — nay, yet depart not so; 

Though this be all, do not so c^uickly go; 

I shw remember more. Bid him— u, what? — 

With all good speed at Flashy visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old York there see 
But empty lodgings and unfumish’d walls, 

Un^pled offices, untrodden stones? 

And what hear there for welcome but my groans? 
Therefore commend me; let him not come there. 

To seek out sorrow that dwells eveiy where. 

Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die: 

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The lists at Coventry. 

Enter the Lord Marshal and the D(JKE of Auherle. 

Mar. Ikty Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d? 
Aum. Yea, at all points; and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfuUy and bold. 
Stays but the summons of the app^nt’s trumpet 
Aum. Why, then, the champions ate prepared, and stay 
For nothing but bis miyesty’s approach. 

TKt trumpets sound, and the King enters with his nobles, 
Gaunt, Bushy, Bagot, Gbeen, and others. When they 
are set, enter Mowbray in arms, defendant, with a Herald. 

K. Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms : 

Ask him his name, and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. In God’s name and the kin^s, say who thou art. 
And why thou comest thus knightly clad in arms. 
Against what man thou comest, and what thy quarrel 
Speak truly, on thy kni^thood and thy oath; 

As so defend thee heavmi and thy valour! 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbmy, Duke of Norfolk ; 


Who hither come engaged my oath — 

Which God defend a knight should violate! — 

BoUt to defend my loyalty and truth 
To God, my king, and my succeeding issue. 

Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me; 

And, by the grace of God and this mine arm, 

To prove him, in defending of myself, 

A traitor to iny God, my king, and mo : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaven! 

The trumpets sound. Enter Bolingdrokf., appellant, 
in armour, with a 110101(1. 

K. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms, 

Both who he is and why he cometh hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of war. 

And formally, according to our law. 

Depose him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. What is thy name ? and wherefore comest thou 
hither. 

Before King Bichard in his royal lists? 

Against whom comest thou? and what’s thy quarrel? 
Speak like a true knmht, so defend thee heaven! 

Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby 
Am I; who ready here do stand in arms. 

To prove, by God’s mace and my body’s valour. 

In hsts, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 

That he is a traitor, foul and dangerous. 

To God of heaven. King Bichard, and to me; 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaven! 

Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold 
Or daring-hardy as to touch the lists. 

Except the marshal and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 

Bding. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign’s hand, 
And bow my knee before his majesty : 

For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage; 

Then let us take a ceremonious leave 
And loving farewdl of our several friends. 

Mar. ^e appellant in all duty greets j^our higlincss, 
And cpives to 1 ^ your hand and take his leave. 

K. Rich. We will descend and fold him in our 
arms. 

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 

So be thy fortune in this royal fight! 

Farewell, my blood; which if to-day thou shed. 

Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling. O, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I bo gored with Mowbray’s spear: 

As confident as is the falcon’s flight 
Against a bird, do I with Mowbiay fight. 

My loving lord, I take my leave of you; 

Of you, my noble cousin. Lord Aumerle; 

Not sick, iutbou^ I have to do with death. 

But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 

Lo, as at Englim feasts, so I regreet 

The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet: 

0 thou, the earthly author of my blood, 

Whose youthful roirit, in me regenerate. 

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head. 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayess ; 

And with thy blessings steel my lance’s pointy 
That it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John a Gaunt, 

Even in tiie lusty 'havionr of his son. 

Gaunt. God iu thy good cause make thee prosperous ! 
Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled. 
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Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy : 

Bouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live. 
Bolwg. Mine innocency and Saint George to thrive! 
Mow. However God or fortune cast my lot, 

There lives or dies, true to King Richard’s throne, 

A loyal, just, and upright gentleman: 

Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage and embrace 
His golden uncontroU'd enfranchisement. 

More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. 

Most mighty liege, and my companion peers, 


Take from mv mouth the wish of happy years: 

As gentle and as jocund as to jest* 

Go I to fight : truth hath a quiet breast. 

K. Bich. Farewell, my lord: securely I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 

Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Receive thy lance; and God defend the right! 

Boling. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry amen. 

Mar. Go bear this lance to Thomas, Duke of Norfolk 
Fint Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself. 

On pain to be found false and recreant. 



To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomw Mowbray, 

A traitor to his God, his king, and him; 

And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

See. Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 
Norfolk, 

On pain to be found false and recreant. 

Both to defend himsdf and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

To God, his sovereign, and to him didoyal; 
Courageously and with a flree desire 
Attending but the signal to begin. , i i 

Mar, Sound, trumpets ; and set forward, combatants. 

[A charge somded. 

Stay, the king hath thrown his waider down. _ 

K. BUh. Let lay their helmets and their spears. 


And both return back to their chairs again : 

Withdraw with us: end let the trumpets sound 
While we return these dukes what we decree. 

\A long flourish 

Draw near, 

And list- what with our council wc have done. ^ 

For that our kingdom's earth should not be soil’d 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered; 

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect ^ 

Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbours' sword ; 
And for we think the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts. 

With rival-hating envy, set on you 

To wake our peace, which in our country’s cradle 

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep; 
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Which so roused up \pith boisterous tintuncd drums, 
With harsh-resounding trumpets' dreadfbl bray, 

And grating shook of wrathful iron arms, 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace 
And make us wade even in our kindred's blood; 
Therefore, we banish you our territories : 

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of lifo. 

Till twice five summers have enrich’d our fields 
Shall not r^reet our fair dominions. 

But tread the stranrar paths of banishment. 

Boling^ Your will be done : this must my comfort be. 
That sun that warms you hero shall shine on me; 

And those his golden beams to you here lent 
Shall point on me and gild my banishment. 

K, Biek Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce: 

The sly slow hours shall not determinate 
Tlie dateless limit of thy dear exile; 

The hopeless word of 'never to return* 

Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Mow. A heavy sentence, my moat sovereign lieg^ 
And all unlock’d for from your highness’ mouth: 

A dearer meriV not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air. 

Have I deserved at your highness’ hands. 

The language I have leam’d these forty years. 

My native English, now 1 must forego: 

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol or a harp, 

Or like a cunning instrument cased up. 

Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony: 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue. 

Doubly portcullis’d with my teeth and lips; 

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse. 

Too far in years to be a pupil now: 

What is thy sentence then but speechless death. 

Which robs ray tongue from breathing native breath? 

K. Rick. It boots thee not to be compassionate:* 
After our sentence plaining comes too late. tXMMoMa*. 

Mow. Then thus I turn me from my country's light. 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

K. Rich. Betum again, and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on our royal swora your banish'd hands; 

Swear by the duty that you owe to Ood — 

Our part therein we banish with yourselves — 

To keep the oath that we administer: 

You never shall, so help you truth and God* 

Embrace each other’s love in banishment; 

Nor never look upon each other’s face ; 

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 
This louring tempest of your home<bred hate ; 

Nor never by advised purpose meet 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 
’Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 

Boling. I swear. 

Mow. And I, to keep all thia 

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy; — 

By this time, had the king permitted tis, 

One of our souls had wander’d in the air. 

Banish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 

As now our flesh is banish'd from this land : 

Confess thy treasons ere thou fly the realm; 

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty souL 

Mow. No, BoUngbroke: If ever I were traitor. 

My name be blotted from the book of life. 


And I from heaven banidi'd as from hence! 

But what thou art, God, thou, and 1 do know; 

And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue. 

Farewell, my liege. Now no way can I stray;. 

Save back to England, all the world’s my way. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes 
I see thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish’d years 
Pluck'd four away. [To Boling.] Six frozen winters spent, 
Itetum with welcome home from banishment. 

Boling. How long a time lies in one little word! 
Four lagging winters and four wanton springs 
End in a word: siiuh is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt. I thank iny liege, that in regard of mo 
He shortens four years of my son’s exile: 

But little vantage shall I reap thereby; 

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend 
Can change their moons and bring their times about, 
My oil-dried lamp and time-bewasted light 
Shall bo extinct with age and endless night ; 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done. 

And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live. 
Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou const 
give: 

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow. 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow; 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age. 

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ; 

Thy word is current with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K. Ri(k. Thy son is banish’d upon good advice. 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave: 

Why at our justice seem’st thou then to lour ? 

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour 
You urged me as a judge ; but I had rather 
You would have bid me aigue like a father. 

O, had it been a stranger, not my child. 

To smooth his fault I should have been more milT: 

A partial slander* sought I to avoid, »ci«fo»p.ru«iiiy 
And Ip the sentence my own life destroy’d 
Alas, I look’d when some of you should say, 

I was too strict to make mine own away; 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue 
Against my will to do myself this wrong. 

X.Rieh. Cousin, farewell; and, uncle, bid him so: 
Six yean wc banish him, and ho shall go. 

[Flouriah. Exeunt King RicJiard and train. 
Aum. Cousin, farewell : what presence must not know, 
From where you do remain let paper show. 

Mar. My lord, no leave take 1; for I will ride, 

As far as land will let me, by your side. 

Gaunt. 0, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words. 
That thou retuitt’st no greeting to thy friends? 

Boling. 1 have too few to take my leave of you, 
IVhen the tongue’s office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abimdant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for $ time. 
Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for tb^t time. 
Gaunt. What is six wintera? they are qt^kly gone. 
Boling. To men in joy ; but grief makes oie hour ten. 
Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou takest ftr pleasure. 
BoU-ng. My heart will sigh when I miBca|l it so. 
Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. t 
Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Esteem as foil wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewd of thy home return. 

Bding. iKay, rather, every tedious stride 1 make 
Win but remember me what a deal of world 
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I wander from the jewels that I love. 

Must 1 not serve a long apprenticohood 
To foreign passages, and in the end, 

Having ray freedom, hoast of nothing else 
But that 1 was a journeyman to grief? 

Oamt. All places that the eye of heaven visits 
Are to a wise roan ports and happy havens 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus ; 

There is no virtue like necessity. 

Think not tho king did banish theo, 

lint thou the king. Woo doth the heavier sit, 

AVhere it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour. 

And not the king exiled thee; or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air. 

And thou art flying to a fresher clime : 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 

To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou comest : 

Suppose the singing birds musicians. 

The grass whereon thou tread’st tho presence strew’d. 
The dowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 
Than a delightful measure or a dance; 

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
Tho man that mocks at it and sets it light 
Boling. 0, who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus’ 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast? 

Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat’ 

O, no! the apprehension of the good 
(Jives but the' gi eater feeling to the worse: 

Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more 
Tlian when he bites, but lanceth not tho sore. 

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I'll bring thee on thy way : 
11,1(1 I thy youth and c,au3e, I would not stay. 

Boling. Then, England’s ground, farewell, sweet soil, 
adieu ; 

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet' 

Wlicre’er I wander, boast of this I can. 

Though banish’d, yet a truebom Englishman [Exeunt 

Scene IV . — The court. 

Enter the KlNO, with Bagot and Gbeen at one door; and 
the Duke of Aumekle at another. 

K. Rich. We did observe. Cousin Aumerle, 

How far brought you high Hereford on his ivay? 

Aum. 1 brought high Hereford, if you call him so. 
But to the next highway, and there I left him. 

AT. Rich. And say, what store of parting tears were sh^ s 
Aum. Faith, none for me ;* except tlie north-east wind. 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces, iKm*. 
Awaked the sleeping rheum, and so by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear 
AT. Rich. What said our cousin when you parted with 
him; 

Aum ‘ Farewell :’ 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such grief 
That words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave. 

Marry, would tho word ‘farewell* have lengthen’d hours 
And added years to his short banishment. 

Ho should have had a volume of farewells ; 

But since it would not, he had none of me. _ 

AT. Atcfc. He is our cousin, cousin; but ’tis doubt. 
When time shall call him home from banishment. 


Whether our kinsman come to see his -friends. 

Oursdf and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 

Observed his courtship to the common people; 

How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy. 

What reverence he did throw away on slaves. 

Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles 
And patient iindcrbcaring of his fortune. 

As ’twere to banish their affects ivith him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid God speed him well. 

And had the tribute of bis supple knee. 

With ‘Thanks, my countrymen, my loving fiiends,' 

As were our England in reversion his. 

And he our subjects’ next degree in hope. 

Green. Well, he is gone ; and with him go these thoughts 
Now for the rebels which stand out in Iicland, 
Expedient* manage must be made, my liege, 

Ere further leisure yield ihem further means 
For their advantage and your highness’ loss. 

E Rich. Wc will ouiself in person to this war: 
And, for our coffeis, with too great a court 
And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light. 



We are inforced to farm our royal realm; 

The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our affairs in hand: if that come short. 

Our substitutes at home shall have blank chaiiors; 
Whereto, wlien they shall know what men are rich. 
They shall subscribe them for laige sums of gold. 

And send them after to supply our wants; 

For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Bushy. 

Bushy, what news? 

Btishg. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my lord. 
Suddenly taken; and hath sent post haste 
To entreat your majesty to visit him. 

E Rich. Wliere lies he? 

Bushy. At Ely House. 

K. Rich. Now put it, God, in the physician’s mind 
To help him to his grave immediately! 

The lining of his coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. 

Como, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him: 

Pray God wc may make haste, and come too latel 
All. Amen. [Exeunt. 
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Scene l.—Bly House . 


Enter JOHN OF Gaunt siHe, with the Bdke OP York, <Crc. 

Gaunt. Will the king come, that I may breathe my last 
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth? 

York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your breath •, 
For all in vaiu comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt. 0, hut they say the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony: 

Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in vain. 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in pain. 
He that no more must say is listen’d more 
Than they whom youth and ease have taught to glose ; 
More are men’s ends mark’d than their lives before: 

The setting son, and music at the close. 

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last. 

Writ in remembrance more than things long past: 
Though Richard my life’s counsel would not near. 

My death’s sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York. No; it is stopp’d with other flattering sounds. 
As praises, of whose taste the wise are fond. 

Lascivious metres, to whose venom sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen ; 

Report of fashions in proud Italy, 

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after in base imitation. 

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity— 

So it be new, there’s no respect how vile — 

That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears? 

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard. 

Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard. 

Direct not him whose way himself will choose: 

Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt thou lose. 

Gaunt. Metbinks I am a prophet new inspired. 

And thus expiring do foretell of him: 

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last^ 

For violent fires soon bum out themselves; 

Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short ; 
He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes; 

With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder: 

Light vmity, insatiate cormorant. 

Consuming means, soon prqrs upon itself 
This royal throne of kin^, this scepter’d isle. 

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars. 
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This other Eden, deini-paradise, 

This fortress built by Nature for heieelf 
Against infection* and the hand of war. 

This happy breed of men, this littlo world. 

This precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Which serves it in the office of a wall 
Or as a moat defensive to a bouse. 

Against the envy of less happier lands. 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings. 

Fear’d by their breed and famous by their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home. 

For Christian service and trae chivalry, 

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 
Of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Son; 

This land of such d^ar souls, this dear dear land, 
Dear for her reputation through the world. 

Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it, 
like to a tenement or pelting' farm: 

England, bound in with the triumphant sea. 

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siego 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame. 
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds: 

That England, that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath mime a shameful conquest of itself 
Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life, 

How happy then were my ensuing death! 


Enter Kino Richard and Queen, Aumerle, Bushy, Green, 
Baobt, Ross, and WuxouaHBY. 

York. The king is come : deal mildly with his youth ; 
For young hot colts being raged do rage the more. 
Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster? 

K. Rich. What comfort, man? how is’t with aged Gaunt? 
Gaunt. 0, how that name befits my com||Dsition I 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast; 

And who aMtains from meat that is not gau^t? 

For sloping England long time have I watch’d; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt: 

The pleasure that some fathers feed upon, ! 

Is my strict fast; I mean, my children’s looks; 

And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt: 
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Gftunt am I for tho grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones. 

K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their names » 
Oawnt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 

•Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 

I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 

K. Rich,. Should dying men flatter with those that live ? 
(RmiU. No, no, men living flatter those that die. 

K. RieJi. Thou, now a-dying, say’st thou flatterest me. 
Oaunt. 0, no! thou diest, though I tiie sicker be. 
K. Rich. I am in health, 1 breathe, and see thee ill. 
Oaunt. Now He that mtide me knows I see thee ill; 
111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 

Thy death'bed is no lesser than thy land. 

Wherein thou liest in reputation sick; 

And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 

Commit’st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee 
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, 

Whose compass is no bij^cr than thy head ; 

And yet, incaged in so small a verge, 

Tho waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 

0, had thy graudsire with a prophet’s eye 
Seen how bis son’s son should destroy his sons. 


From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame. 
Deposing thee before thou wert possess’d. 

Which art possess’d now to depose thyself. 

Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world. 

It were a shame to let this land by lease; 

But fur thy world enjoying but this land. 

Is it not more than shame to shame it so ? 

Landlord of England art thou now, not king: 

Thy state of law is bondslave to the law; 

And tliou — 

K. Rich. A lunatic leau-witted fool, 

Pi'esuming on an ague's privilege, 

Darest with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our check, chasing the royal blood 

With fury from his native residence. 

Now, by my seat’s right royal majesty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son. 

This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent shoulders. 

Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother Edward’s son. 
For that I was his father Edward’s son; 

That blood already, hke the pelican. 

Hast thou tapp’d out and druukenly caroused; 

My brother Gloucester, plain well-meaning soul, 



Whom fair befal in heaven ’mongst happy souls! 

May be a precedent and witness good 

Tliat thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s blood: 

Join with the present sickness that I have ; 

And thy unkindneas be like crooked ago. 

To crop at once a too long wither’d flower. 

Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee* 

These woz^ hereafter thv tormentors be! 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave: 

Love they to live that love and honour have. 

[Emt, home off hy his attendants. 
K. Rich. And let them die that ago and suUens have ; 
For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 

York. I do beseech your majesty, impute his words 
To wayward sickliness and age in him; 

Ho loves you, on my life, and bolds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K. Rich. ]^ht, you say true: as Hereford’s love, 
so his; 

As theirs, so mine; and all be as it is. 

Eater Nobthumbssland. 

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to your 
midesty. 

K. Rich. What says ho? 


North. Nay, nothing; all is said; 

His tongue is now a stringless instrument; 

Words, life, and all, old l^castcr hath spent. 

York. Be York the next that must be bankrupt so! 
Though death bo poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he; 
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be. 

So much for that. Now for our Irish wars : * uiu*n- 
We must supplant these rough rug-headed kems,* 
Which live l^e venom where no venom else 
But only they have privilege to live. 

And for these great affairs do ask some chaige, 
Towards our assistance we do seize to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables. 

Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d. 

York. How long shall I be patient ? ah, how long 
Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong? 

Not Gloucester’s death, nor Hereford’s ^nishment. 

Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private wrongs. 

Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace. 

Have ever made me sour my patient cheek. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face. 

I am the last of noble Edward’s sons. 

Of whom thy father. Prince of Wales, was first: 
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In war was never lion raged more fierce. 

In peace was never gentle lamb more mild, 

Thau was that youug and princely gentleman. 

His face thou hast, for even so look’d ho. 

Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours; 

But when ho frown’d, it was against the Fi'cnch 
And not against his friends; his noble hand 
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that 
Which his triumphant father’s hand had won; 

His hands were guilty of no kindred blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

O Bichard ! York is too for gone with grief, 

Or else he never would compare between. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, what’s the matter? 

York. 0 my liege, 

Pardon me, if you please; if not, I, pleased 
Not to be pardon’d, am content withal. 

Seek you to seize and gripe into your hands 
The royalties and rights of banish’d Hereford ? 

Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 

Was not Gaunt just, and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deserve to have an heir? 

Is not his heir a well-deserving son? 

Take Hereford’s rights away, and take from Time 
His charters and his customary rights; 

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day; 

Be not thyself; for how art thou a king 
But by fair sequence and succession? 

Now, afore God — God forbid I say true! — 

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights. 

Coll iu the letters patent that he hath 
By his attorncys-geueral to sue 

His livery,* and deny his offer’d homage, »i>«uwi»m. 
You pluck a thousand dangers on your head. 

You lose a thousand well-disposed heaiis. 

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Which honour and aUegiance cannot think. 

K. Rich. Think what you will, we seize into our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 

York. I’ll not be by the while: my liege, farewell: 
What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell; 

But by bad courses may be imderstood 

That their events can never fall out good. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire straight : 
Bid him repair to us to Ely House 
To see this business. To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and 'tis time, I trow : 

And we create, in absence of ourself. 

Our uncle York lord governor of England ; 

For he is just and always loved us well 
Come on, our queen : to-morrow must we part ; 

Be merry, for our time of stay is short. 

[Flowrish. Exeunt King, Queen, Aumerle, Bushy, 

Oreen, and Bagot. 

North. Well, lords, the Duke of Lemcaster is dead. 
Ross, And living too ; for now his son is duke. 
W-Ulo. Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North. Bichly in both, if justice had her right. 

Ross. My heart is great; but it must break with 
silence, 

Ere’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nay, speak thy mind ; and let him ne’er speak 
more 

That speaks thy words again to do thee harm ! 

Willo. Tends that thou wouldst speak to the Duke 
of Hereford ? 

If it be so, out with it boldly, man; 

Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

Ross. No good at all that f can do for him; 


Unless you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now, afore God, ’tis shame sucli wrongs are 
borne 

In him, a royal prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 

The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers; and what they will inform. 

Merely in hate, ’gainst any of us all. 

That will the hing severely prosecute 

'Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 

Ross. The commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes, 
And quite lost their hearts : the nobles hath he fined 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Willo. And daily new exactions are devised, 

But what, o’ God's name, doth become of this? 

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr’d he hath not. 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his noble ancestors achieved with blows: 
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 

Ross. The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm. 
Willo. The king’s grown bankrupt, like a broken man. 
North. Beproach and dissolution haiigeth over him. 
Ross, lie hath not money for these Irish wars. 

His buithenous taxations notwithstanding. 

But by the robbing of the banish’d duke. 

North. Ilis noble kinsman : most degenerate king ! 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing. 

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm; 

We see the wind sit sfire upon our sails. 

And yet we strike not, but securely’ perish. ' 

Ross. We see the very wreck that we must suffer, 
And unavoided is the d^ger now. 

For suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North. Not so; even through the hollow eyes of death 
I spy life peering; but I dare not say 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

WUlo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou 
dost ours. ■* 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland: 

We three are but thyself; and, speaking so. 

Thy words are but as thoughts: therefore, be bold 
North. Then thus : 1 have from Fort lo Blanc, a bay 
In Brittany, received intelligence 
'I’hat Harry Duke of Hereford, Bainold Lonl Cobham, 


That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother. Archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir .Tohn Bamston, 

Sir John Norberry, Sir Bobert Waterton, and Francis 
Quoiut, 

All these well furnished by the Duke of Bretagne 
With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war. 

Are making hither M’ith all due expedience, 

And shortly mean to touch our northern shore: 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay 
The first departing of' the king for Ireland. 

If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke, 

Imp out* our drooping country’s broken win^ »ihk«f€od. 
Bedeem from broking pawn the blemish’d ciwp. 

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre’s gijh, 

And make high majesty look 'like itself, 

Away with me in post to Bavenspuigh; 

But if you faint, as fearing to do so, 

Stay, and be secret, and myself will go. * 

Ross. To horse, to horse! urge doubts to them that 
fear. 

Willo. Hold out my horse, and I will first be there. 
• [Bjesunt 
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Scene ll.—The palace. 

Enter Qu^n, Bushy, and Bagot. 

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad : 

You promised, when you parted with the king. 

To lay aside life-harming heaviness 
And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Queen. To please the king I did ; to please myself 
I cannot do it; yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief. 

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Bichard : yet again, methinks. 

Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb. 

Is coming towards me, and my inward soul 
With nothing trembles : at some thing it grieves. 

More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy, Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows. 
Which shows like grief itself but is not so 


For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears, 

Divides one thing entire to many objects; 

Like perspectives, which rightly gazed upon 
Show nothing but confusion, eyed awry 
Distinguish form ; so your sweet majesty. 

Looking awry upon your lord’s departure. 

Find shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail , 

Which, look’d on as it is, is nought but shadows 
Of what it is not. Then, th rice-gracious queen. 

More than your lord’s departure weep not; more’s not 
seen; 

Or if it be, ’tis with false sorrow’s eye, 

Wliich for things true weeps things imaginary. 

Queen. It may be so; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me it is otherwise: howe’er it be, 

I caimot but be sad; so heavy sad 

As, though on thinking on no thought 1 think, 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 

Bushy. ’Tis nothing but conceit,' my gracious lady. 



Queen. ’Tis nothing less : conceit is still derived • 
From some forefather grief; mine is not so. 

For notfaing hath begot my something grief; 

Or something hath the nothing that I ^ievc : 

Tis in reversion that 1 do possess; 

But what it is, that is not yet known; what 
I cannot name; ’tis namdess woe, I wou 

Enter Gbeen. 

Oreen. Qod save your majesty I and well met, gentle- 
men: 

I hope the king is not yet shipped for Ireland. 

Que^ Why hopest uou so? ’tis better hope ho is; 
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope: 

Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp’d ? 
Oreen. That he; our hope, might have retired his 
power. 

And driven into despair an enemy’s hope. 

Who strongly hath set footing in this mnd: 

The banish’d Bolingbroke repeals himselt^ 

Toik m. 


And with uplifted arms is safe arrived 
At Bavenspuigh. 

Queen. Now God in heaven forbid: 

Oreen. Ah, madam, ’tis too true: and that is worse. 
The Lord Northumberland, his son young Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Boss, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 

Bvshy. Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland 
And all the rest revolted faction traitors? 

(Sreen. We have: whereupon the Fail of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship. 

And all the household servants fled with hini 
To Bolingbroke. 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe. 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir: 

Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy 
And I, a gasping new-d^ver’d mother. 

Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d. 

Bushy. Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder me? 

6 
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I will despur, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope : he is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper back of death, 

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life, 

Which &lse hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter York. 

Orten. Here comes the Duke of York. 

Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck: 

0, full of careful business are his looks! 

Uncle, for Gkxl's sake, speak comfortable words. 

York. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts: 
Comfort’s in heaven ; and we are on tho earth. 

Where nothing lives but crosses, cares, and grief. 

Your husband, he is gone to save far off, 

Whilst others come to make him lose at homo: 

Here am I left to underprop his land, 

Who, weak with a^, cannot support mj^lf: 

Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made; 

Now shall he try his friends that flatter’d him. 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I came. 
York. He was! Why, sol go all which way it will! 
The nobles they are fled, the commons they are cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side. 

Sirrah, get thee to Flashy, to my sister Gloucester; 

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound : 

Hold, take my ting. 

Serv. My lord, 1 had forgot to tdl your lordship. 
To-day, as I came by, 1 called there; 

But 1 shall grieve you to report the rest. 

York. What is’t, knave? 

Strv. An hour tefore I came, the duchess died. 

York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once! 

I know not what to do: I would to God, 

So my untruth* had not provoked him to it» 

The king had cut off my nead with my brother’s. 

What, are there no posts dispatch’d for Irdand? 

How shall we do for money for these wars? 

Come, sister — cousin, I would say — pray, pardon me. 

Go, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts 

And bring away the armour that is there. [Exit Servant. 

Gentlemen, will you go muster men ? 

If I know how or wmch way to order these affairs 
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, 

Never believe me. Iwth are my kinsmen: 

The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend; the other again 
Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong'd. 

Whom conscience and my kinmed bids to right 
Well, somewhat we must do. Come, cousin, I’ll 
Dispose of you. 

Gentlemen, go, muster up your men. 

And meet me presently at Bmkeley. 

I should to Flashy too; 

But time will not permit: all is uneven. 

And every thing is left at six and seven. 

[Ikewnt York and Queen. 
Bushy. The wind sits fair for news to go to Ireland, 
But none returns. For us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy 
Is aU unpossiblft 

Green Besides, our nearness to the king in love 
Is near the hate of tiiose love not the king. 

A^that^s the wavering commons: fortheirlove 
lies in tbmr purses, and whoao empties them 
By so much nils their hearts with deadly hate. 


BuAjf. Wherein the king stands generally condemn’d. 
Bt^ot. If judgment lie in them, then so do we, 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green Well, I will for refuge straight to Bristol castle : 
The Earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy. Thither will I with you ; for little office 
The hateful commons will perform for us. 

Except like curs to tear us all to pieces. 

Will you go along with us? 

Bagot. No; I will to Ireland to his megesty. 
Farewell: if heart’s presages be not vain. 

We three here part that ne’er shall meet again. 

Bushy. That’s as York thrives to beat back Bolingbroke. 
Gran. Alas, poor duke! the task he undertakes 
Is numbering sands and drinking oceans dry: 

Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 
Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 

Bushy. Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot. I fear me, never. 

[ExevaU. 

ScBNS HI . — WUds in Gloucestershire. 

Enter Boukqbroke and Nortuumberiand, with Forets. 

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkeley now ? 
iVorfA. Believe me, noble lord, 

I am a stranger here in Gloucestershire : 

These high wild hills and rough uneven ways 
Draws out our miles, and makes them wearisome; 

And yet your fhir discourse hath been as sugar. 

Making the hard way sweet and delectablo. 

But I bethink me what a weary way 

From Bavenspumh to Cotswold will be found 

In Boss and Willoughby, wanting your company, 

Which, I protest, hath very much beguiled 
The tediousness and process of my travel: 

But theirs is sweetened with the hope to have 
The present benefit which I possess ; 

And hope to joy* is little less in joy 
Than hope enjoy’d: by this the weary lords 
Shall mwe their way seem short, as mine hath done. 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

Boling. Of much less vuue is my company 
Than your good words. But who comes here? 

Enter Henry Percy. 

North. It is my son, young Horry Percy, 

Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. 

Hany, how fares your uncle? 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learn’d his 
health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with tho queen ? 

Percy. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook the court. 
Broken his staff of office, and dispersed 
The household of the king. 

North. What was his reason? 

He was not so resolved when last we spake toother. 

Percy. Because your lordship was prodaimed traitor. 
But he, my lord, is gone to Bavenspntgh, 

To offer service to the Duke of Herefo^ ! 

And sent me over by Berkdey, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied thike; 

Then with directions to repair to Bavenspurglt 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hermrd, boy ? 
Perty. No, my good lord, for that is not fqrgot 
Which ne’er I did remember: to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know him now ; this is' Ihe dnka 
Percy. My gracious lord, T tender you my service. 
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Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young; 

Which elder days shall ripen and confirm 
To more approved seiyico and desert. 

Boliiig. 1 thank th^, gentle Percy; and be sure 
I count mysdf in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering my good friends; 

And, as my fortune ripens with thy love, 

It shall bo still thy true love's recompense: 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it. 

North. How far is it to Berkeley? and what stir 
Keeps good old York there with liis men of war? 

Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of trees, 
Manu'd with three hundred men, as 1 have heard: 

And in it are the Lords of York, Berkeley, and Seymour ; 
None else of name and noble estimate. 

Nnter Eoss and Willoughby. 

North. Here come the Lords of Eoss and Willoughby, 
Bloody with spurting, fiery-red with haste. 

Boliny. Welcome, my lords. I wot your love pursues 
A banish’d traitor: all my treasury 
Is yet but unfolt thanks, which more enrich’d 
Sliall be your love and labour’s recompense. 

Boss. Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord. 
WMo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 
Boling. Evennore thanks, the exchequer of the poor; 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years. 

Stands for my bounty. But who comes here? 

EnUr Berkeley. 

North. It is my Lord of Berkeley, as I guess. 

Berk. My Lord of Hereford, ray message is to you. 
Boling. My lord, my answer is — to Lancaster; 

And I am come to seek that name in England ; 

And I must find that title in your tongue. 

Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord ; ’tis not ray meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out: 

To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will. 

From the most gracious regent of this land. 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 

To take advantage of the absent time 

And fright our native peace with self-bom arms. 

Enier York attend^. 

Boling. I shall not need transport my words by you; 
Here comes his grace in person. My noble uncle! 

[Kneels. 

York. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy knee. 
Whose duty is deceivable and false. 

Boling. My gracious uncle — 

York Tu^ tut! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle: 

I am no traitor’s uncle; and that word 'grace’ 

In an ungracious mouth is but profane. 

Why have those banish’d and forbidden legs 
Dai^ once to touch a dust of England’s ground? 

But then more 'why?’ why have they dared to march 
'So many miles upon her peaceful bosom. 

Frighting her pale-faced villages with war 
And ostentation of despised arms? 

Comest thou because the anointed kin^ is hence ? 

Whv, fooUsh boy, the kin^ is left behind. 

And in my loyu bosom lies his power. 

Were I hut now the lord of such hot youth 
As when brave Gaunt» thy father, and myself 
Besoued the Black Ibince, that young Mors of men, 
IVom forth the ranks of many thousand French, 

0, then how quickly should this arm of mine. 


Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee 
And minister correction to thy fault! 

Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault: 
On what condition stands it, and wherein ? 

York. Even in condition of the worst degree. 

In gross rebellion and detested treason: 

Thou art a banish’d man, and here art come 
Before the expiration of thy time. 

In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Boling. As I was banish’d, I was banish’d Hereford ; 
But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 

And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace 
Look on my wrongs with an indiflerent* eye: 

You are ray fatiier, for raethinks in you 
I see old Gaunt alive; O, then, my father. 

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d 
A wandering vagabond; my rights and royalties 
Pluck’d from my arms perforce, and given away 
'To upstart unthrifls ? Wherefore was I born ? 

If that my cousin king be King of England, 

It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster. 

You have a son, Auraerle, my noble cousin; 

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down. 

He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father. 

To rouse his wrongs and chase them to the bay. 

I am denied to sue my livery here. 

And yet my letters patent give me leave: 

My father’s goods are all distrain’d and sold. 

And these and all are all amiss employ’d. 

What would you have me do? I am a subject. 

And I challenge law: attorneys are denied me; 

And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North. The noble duke hath been too much abused 
Boss. It stands your grace upon^ to ' '* 
do him right 

Willo. Base men by his endowments are made great. 
York. My lords of England, let me tell you this: 

I have had feeling of my cousin’s wrongs, 

And laboured all I could to do him right; 

But in this kind to come, in braving arms. 

Be his own carver, and cut out his way. 

To find out right with wrong, it may not be; 

And you that do abet him in this kind 
Cherish rebellion and are rebels all. 

North. The noble duke hath sworn his coming is 
But for his own; and for tho right of that 
We all have strongly sworn to give him aid; 

And let him ne’er see joy that breaks that oath! 

York. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms: 

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess. 

Because my power is weak and all ill left: 

But if I could, by Him that gave me life, 

I would attach ^ou all and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the lung; 

But since I cannot, be it known to you 
I do remain as neuter. So, faro you well; 

Unless you please to enter in the castle. 

And there repose you for this night. 

Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept: 

But we must win your grace to go with us 
To Bristol castle, which they say is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices. 

The caterpillars of the commonwealth. 

Which I have sworn to weed and pluck away. 

York. It may be I will go with you : but yet IH pause ; 
For I am loath to break our country’s laws. 

Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are: 

Things past redress are now with me past cote. [Kreunt. 
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Scene IV. — A camp in Wales. 

Enter Sausbury and a Welsh Captain. 

Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay’d ten days, 
And hardly kept our countrymen together, 

And yet we hear no tidings from the king; 

Therefore we wiU disperse ourselves: farewell. 

Scd. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman: 
The king reposeth all his confidence in thee. 

Cap. 'Tis thought the king is dead; we will not stay. 
The bay'trces in our country are all wither’d, 

And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 

The pale*faced moon looks bloody on the earth 


And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful change; 

Bich men look sad and ruffians dance and leap. 

The one in fear to lose what they enjoy. 

The other to enjoy by rage and war: 

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. 

Farewell: our countrymen are gone and fled. 

As well assured Bichard their king is dead. [Exit. 

Scd. Ah, Bichard, with the eyes of heavy mind 
I see thy glory like a shooting star 
Fall to the base earth from the firmament 
Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west. 

Witnessing storms to come, woe and unrest: 

Thy firiends are fled to wait upon thy foes. 

And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit. 



ACT 

Scene 1.— Bristol. 

Elder Bolinobroke, York, Northumberland, Boss, Percy, 
Willoughby, with Bushy and Green, prisoners. 

Boling. Bring fortii these men. 

Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls — 

Since presently your souls must part your bodies — 

With too much urging your pernicious lives. 

For 'twere no charily; yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men 
1 will unfold some causes of your deaths. 

You have misled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments. 

By you unhappied and disfigured clean: 

Yon have in manner with your sinful hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him, 

Broke the possession of a royal bed. 

And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen’s cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foid wrongs. 
Myself, a prince bjr fortune of my birth, 

Near to the king in blood, and near in love 
Till you did malce him misinteipret me. 

Have stoop’d my neck under your injuries, 

And sigh’d my ^glish breath in foreign clouds. 

Earing the bitter mead of banishment; 

Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 

Dispark’d my parks and fell’d my. forest woods. 

From my own windows tom my household coat. 

Based out my imptese,* leaving me no sign, '*****■ 


in. 

Before the ceutle. 

Save men’s opinions and my living blood, 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This and much more, much more than twice all this. 
Condemns you to the death. See them deliver’d over 
To execution and the hand of death. 

Budvy. More welcome is the stroke of death to me 
Than ^lingbroko to England. JiOrds, farewell. 

Oreea. My comfort is that heaven will take our souls. 
And plague injustice with the pains of helL 
Boling. My Lord Northumberland, see them dispatch’d. 
[Exewnt Northumberland and others, wdh the prisoners. 
Uncle, yon say the queen is at your house; 

For God’s sake/r fairly let her be entreated: 

Tell her I send to her my kind commends; 

Take special care my greetings be deliver’d. 

York. A genrieman of mine I have dispatch’d 
With letters of your love to her at laige. 

Biding. Thanks, gentle uncle. Come, lordi, away. 

To fight with Glendower and his complices : ' 

AwhUe to work, and after holiday. [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — The coast of Wales. A castle in view. 

Dru/ms: flourish and colours. Enter King Bichabd, Hot 
Bishop ot Carlisle, Auherle, and Soidiert. 

K. Rich. Barkloughly castle caU they this at hand 7 
Awn. Yeti, my lord. How brooks your grace the air, 
After youN late tossing on the breaking seas 7 
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K. Sieh. Needs miist I like it well : I weep for joy 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. 

Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand, 

Though rebels wound thee with their horses’ hoofs : 

As a long'parted mother with her child 

Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in meeting, 

So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth. 

And do thee favours with my royal hands. 

Feed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous sense; 

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom, 

And heavy>gaited toads lie in their way. 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee; 

Yield stinging nettles to mino enemies; 

And when they from thy; bosom pluck a flower, 

Guard it, 1 pray thee, with a lurking adder ' 

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies. 

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords: 

’This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion’s arms. 

Gar. Fear not, my lord : that Power that made you 
king 

Hath power to keep you king in spite of all. 

The means that heaven yields must be embraced. 

And not neglected ; else, if heaven would. 

And we will not, heaven’s offer wo refuse. 

The proffer’d means of succour and redress. 

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are tcjo remiss; 
Whilst Buiiiigurokc, through our security. 

Grows .strong and great in substance and in power. 

JC. Jtich. Discomfortable cousin! know’st thou not 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid, 

Behind the globe, that lights the lower world. 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen 
In murders and in outrage, boldly here; 

But when from under this terrestrial ball 
He flres the proud tops of the eastern pines. 

And darts his light through every guilty hole, 

Then murder.^ treasons, and detested sins. 

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs, 
Stand bate and naked, trembling at themselves? 

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, 

Who all this while hath revell’d in the night 
Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes. 

Shall see us rising in our throne, the east. 

His treasons will sit blushing in his face. 

Not able to endure the sight of day. 

But self-affrighted tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm off from an anointed king ; 

The hrea& of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy elected by the Lord: 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d 
To lift shrewd steel agiunst our golden crown, 

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel: then, if angels light. 

Weak men must fall, for heaven still guards the right. 

Enter SauSBUBY. 

Welcome, my lord : how for off lies your power ? 

Sal. Nor near nor farther off, my gracious lonl. 
Than this weak arm: discomfort guides my tongue 
And hi^ me speak of nothing but despair. 

One day too late, I fear me, noble lord. 

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 

0, call hack yesterday, bid time return. 


And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men.’ 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 

O’erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state: 

For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed and fled; 

Aum. Comfort, my liege : why looks your grace so pale ? 
K. Jtich. But now the blood of twenty thousand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; 

And, till so much blood thither come again. 

Have 1 not reason to look pale and dead ? 

All souls that will be safe lly from my side. 

For time hath set a blot upon iny pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are. 

K. Rich. I had forgot myself : am I not king * 
Awake, thou coward majesty ! thou sleep.‘8t. 

Is not the king’s name twenty thousand names? 

Arm, atm, my name! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. Look not to the ground. 

Ye favourites of a king: are we not high? 

High be our thoughts : 1 know my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who comes 
here ? 

JSnter Scroop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liege 
Than can my care-tuned tongue deliver him! 

K. Rich. Mine ear is open and my heart prepared: 
The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. 

Say, is my kingdom lost? why, ’twas my caiv; 

And what loss is it to be rid of care? 

Strives Bolingbroke to be os great as we’ 

Greater he shall not be; if he serve God, 

We’ll serve Him too and be his fellow so : 

Revolt our subjects? that wc cannot mend; 

They break their faith to God as well as us: 

Cry woo, destruction, ruin, and decay; 

The worst is death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I that your highness is so arm’d 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unseasonable stormy day, 

Wliich makes the silver rivers drown their shores. 

As if the world were all dissolved to tears. 

So high above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land 
With hard bright steel and hearts harder than steel. 
White-beards have arm’d their thin and hairless scaljis 
Against thy majesty; boys, with women’s voices. 

Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms: against thy crown 
Thy very beadsmen learn tt bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew ; against thy state. 

Yea, distaff women manage rusty bills; 

Agadnst thy seat both young and old rebel. 

And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 

K. Rich. Too w'ell, too well, thou tcU’st a tale so ill. 
^Vhere is the Earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot? 

What is become of Bushy? where is Green? 

That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps? 

If wo prevail, their heads shall pay for it: 

I warrant they have made peace with Bolingbroka 
Scroop. Peace have they made with him indeed, my 
lord. 

K. Rich. 0 villains, vipers, damn’d witliout redemption! 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! 

Snakes, in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting my heart! 
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judos! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 
Upon their spotted souls for tliis offence! 
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Seroap. Sweet love, 1 eee, changing his property, 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : 

Again uncnrse their souls; their peace is made 
mth heads, and not with hands : those whom you curse 
Have felt the worst of death's destroying wound, 

And lie full low, graved in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the £ul of Wiltshire 
dead? 


Scroop. Ay, all of them at Bristol lost their beads. 
Awn. Where is the duke my father witli his power ? 
K. Rick. No matter where ; of comfort no man speak ; 
Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs ; 

Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 

Let’s choose executors and talk of wills: 

And yet not so, for what can we bequeath 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's, 

And nothing can we call our own but death. 

And that small model* of the barren earth * * ■’*** 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones 
For God’s sake, let us sit utoo the mund, 

And tell sad stories of the death of kings : 

How some have been deposed; some slain in war; 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed; 

Some poispn’d by their wives ; some sleeping kill'd ; 

All murder’d: for within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king 
Keeps Death his court and there the antic sits. 

Scoffing his state and grinning at his pomp, 

Allowing him a breath, a little scene. 

To monarchize, be fear'd and kill with looks. 

Infusing him with self and vain conceit, 

As if this flesh which walls about our life 
Were brass impregnable, and humour’d thus 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle wall, and fareueU king I 
Cover your heads and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence : throw away respect, 

Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty. 

For you have but mistook me all this while - 
I live with bread like you, feel want. 

Taste grief, need friends: subjected thus. 

How can you say to me, I am a king? 

Car. My lord, wise men ne’er sit and wail their woes. 
But presently prevent the ways to waiL 
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength. 

Gives in your weakness strength unto your foe. 

And so your follies fight against yoursdf. 

Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come to fight : 

And fight and die is death destroying death; 

Where fearing dying pays death servile breath. 

Aum. My father hath a power ; inquire of him. 

And learn to make a body of a limb. 

JT. Riek. Thou chidest me well: proud Bolingbroke, 
I come 

To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 

This ague fit of fear is over-blown; 

An easy task it is to win our own. 

Say, Scroop, where lies our unde with his power? 
Speak sweetty, man, although thy looks be sour. 

Scroop. Men judm bjr the complexion of the sky 
The state and indination of the day : 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye. 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 

I play the torturer, l^ small and small 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken : 

Your unde York is join’d with Bolinglnoke, 

And all your northern castiea yielded up. 


And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 

A. Rich. Thou hast said enough. 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 

\To Aumtrlt. 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair I 
What say you now? what comfort have wq now? 

By heaven. I’ll hate him everlastingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint castle; there I’ll pine away; 

A king, woe’s slave, shall kingly woe obey. 

That power 1 have, discharge; and let them go 
To ear' the land that hath some hope to grow, ' '''"***' 
For I have none : let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Aura. My liege, one word. 

K. Rich. He does me double wrung 

That wounds roe with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Discharge my followers ; let them hence away. 

From Bichard’s night to Bolingbroke’s fair day [Exeunt. 

Scene III — Walts. Before Flint castle. 

Enier, vnth drum and colours, Bolingbroke, York, 
Nortromberland, Attendants, and forces. 

Boling. So that by this intelligence we learn 
The Wdshmen are dispersed, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed 
With some few private friends upon this coast. 

North. The news is very fair and good, my lord : 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 

York. It would beseem the Lord Northumberland 
To say ‘King Richard:’ alack the heavy day 
When such a sacred king should hide his head. 

North. Your grace mistakes; only to be brief. 

Left I his title out. 

York. The time hath been. 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have b^n so brief with you, to shorten yon, 

For taking so the head, your whole head’s length. 
Boling. Mistake Hot, uncle, further than you should 
York. Take not, good cousin, further than you should, 
Lest you mistake the heavens are o’er our heads. 

Boling. I know it, uncle, and oppose not myself 
Against their will. But who conies hero? 

Erier Percy. 

Welcome, Harry : what, will not this castle yield ? 

Percy. The castle royally is mann’d, my lord. 
Against thy entrance. 

Boling. Royally 1 
Why, it contains no king? 

Percy. Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain • king; King RiohiM lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and stone: 

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord SsUsbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop, besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence ; who, I cannot learn. 

North. 0, belike it is the Bishop of Carli4e. 

Boling. Noble lords. 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle; 

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parley 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver: ' 

Henry Bolingbroke ] 

On both his knees doth kiss King Bichard’s hand, 

And sends allegiance and true fiuth of heart 
To his most royal person, hither come 
Even at his fiset to lay my arms and power, 

Provided that my banishment repeal’d 
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And lands lestOTed a^n be fireely granted: 

If not. I’ll use the advantage of my power 
And lay the summer’s dust with showers of blood 
Bain’d from the wounds of slaughter’d Englibluuen: 

The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair King Richard’s land, 

My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 

Qo, signify as much, while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. 

Let’s march without the noise of threatening drnin. 

That from this castle’s tatter’d battlements 
Our fair appoiutmeiit may be well perused. 

Methinks King Richard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of flro and water, when their thundering shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 

Be he the lire. I'll be the yielding water: 

The rage be his, whilst on the earth I rain 
My waters; on the earth, and not on him. 

March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 

Parle vnthout, and amwer within. Then a flmrish. 
Enter on the walls, KiNO Rtchabd, the Bisuop of Car- 
lisle, Aumerle, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

See, see, King Richard doth himself appear, 

As doth the blushing discontented sun 
From out the fiery portal of the east. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory and to stain the track 
Of his bright phssage to the Occident 

York. Yet looks he like a king: behold, his eye, 

As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty : alack, alack, for woe. 

That any harm should stain so fair a show! 

K. Eich. We are amazed ; and thus long have we stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [To North. 
Because we thought ourself thy lawful king: 

And if we be, how dare thy joints foiget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence? 

If wo be not, show us the hand of God 
That hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship; 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre. 

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think that all, as you have done. 

Have torn their souls by turning them from us. 

And we are barren and bereft of friends; 

Yet know, my master, God omnipotent, 

Is mustering in his clouds on our behalf 
Armies of pestilence; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn and unbegot, 

That lift your vassal hands against my head, 

And threat the glory of my precious crowj 
Tell Rolingbroice — for yond methinks he stands — 

That every stride he makes upon my land 
Is dangerons treason: he is come to open 
’Ihe purple testament* of bleeding ww; * iw. «i»m.. 

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace. 

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons 
Shall ill become the flower of England’s face. 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 

To scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her pastures* grass with faithful English blood. 

North. The king of heaven forbid our lord the king 
Should so with civil and uncivU arms 
Be rush’d upon 1 ^ly thrice noble cousin 
Harry Bolingbroke doth humbly kiss thy hand: 


And by the honourable tomb he swears. 

That stands upon your royal grandsire’s bones. 

And by the royalties of both your bloods. 

Currents that spring from one most gracious head. 

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of ^isclf. 

Comprising all that may be sworn or said. 

His coming hither hatli no further scope 
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfmnchiaemcnt immediate on his knees: 

Which on thy royal party granted once. 

His glittering arms ho will commend to rust. 

His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 

This swears ho, as he is a prince, is just; 

And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 

N. Eich. Northumberland, say thus the king returns : 
His noble cousin is right hrclcome hither; 

And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplish’d without contradiction ; 

With all the gracious utterance thou hast 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

We do debase ourselves, cousin, do we not, [To Aumerle. 
To look so poorly and to speak so fair? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die? 

Awn. No, good my lord ; let’s fight with gentle words 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful swords. 

K. Rich. 0 God, O God ! that e’er this tongue of mine. 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth 1 O that I were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than my name! 

Or that I could for^t what I have been. 

Or not remember what I must be now! 

Swell’st thou, proud heart? I’ll give thee scope to beat. 
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 

Awn. Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. 
K. Rich. What must the king do now ? roust he submit? 
The king shall do it : must he bo deposed ? 

'The kihg shall be contented : must he lose 
The name of king? o' God’s name, let it go: 
ril give my jewels for a set of beads. 

My gorgeous palace for a hermitage. 

My gay apparel for an almsman's gown. 

My figured goblets for a disli of wood. 

My sceptre for a palmer’s walking-stafl'. 

My subjects for a pair of carved saints. 

And my large kingdom for a little grave, 

A little little grave, an obscure grave; 

Or I’ll be buried in the king’s highway. 

Some way of common trade, where subjects’ feet 
May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head; 

For on my heart they tread now whilst I live; 

And buried once, why not upon my head? 

Aumei'le, thou weep’st, rny tender-hearted cousin! 

We’ll make foul weather with despised tears; 

Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer com. 

And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes. 

And make some pretty match with shedding tears? 

As thus, to drop them still upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth; and, therein laid— there lies 
Two kinsmen digg’d their graves with weeping eyes. 
Would not this ill do well? Well, well, I see 
I fatllr but idly, and you laugh at me. 

Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

VThat says King Bolingbroke? will his majesty 
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Give Hichonl leave to live till Richai-d die? 

You make a 1^, and Bolingbroke says ay. 

Iforth. My lord, in the base’ court he doUi attend 
To speak with you; may it please you to come down. 

1C. Rich. Down, down I come ; like glistering Phaethou, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

In the base court? Base court, where kings grow base, 
To come at traitors’ calls and do them grace. 

In the base court ? Come down ? Down, court ! down, king! 
For night-owls shriek where mounting larks should sing. 

[^ExewiU from above. 

Boling. What says his majesty? 

North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man: 

Yet he is come. 

Enter Kmc Richard and his attendants beloto. 
Boling. Stand all apait. 

And show fair duty to his majesty. [lie kneels down. 
My gracious lord— 


K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely knee 
To make the base earth proud with kissing it: 

Me rather had my heart might feel your love 
Than my unpleased eye see your com'tesy. 

Up, cousin, up; your heart is up, I know. 

Thus high at least, alUiough your knee be low. 

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 
K. Rick. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
Boling. So far bo mine, my most redoubted lord. 

As my true service shall deserve your love. 

K. Rich. Well you deserve: they well deserve to 
have. 

That know tlie strong’st and surest way to get. 

Uncle, give me your hands; nay, dry your eyes, 

Tears show their love, but want their remedies. 

Cousin, I am too young to be your father, 

Thougli you are old enough to be my heir. 

What you will have. I'll give, and willing too , 

For do we must what force will have us do. 

Set on towards London, cousin, is it so? 



Boling. Yea, my good lord. 

K. Rich. Then I must not say no. [Floarish Exeanl. 
SCBMS IV. — Langley. The Ddkb of York’3 garden. 

Enter the Qdkeh and two Ladies. 

Que^ What sport shall we devise here in this garden 
To drive away the heavy thought of care? 

Lady. Madam, we’ll play at bowls. 

Queen. Twill make me think the world is full of rubs. 
And that my fortune runs against the bids. 

Lady. Madam, we’U dance. 

Queen. My 1^ can keep no measure in delight, 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief: 
Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport. 

Lady. Madam, we’ll tell tales. 

Qudn. Of sorrow or of joy 7 

Lady. Of either, madam. 

Qtwm. Of neither, girl: 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting. 


It doth remember me the more of sorrow; 

Or if of grief, being altogether had. 

It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have I need not to repeat; 

And what I wi^t it boots not to complain. 

Lady. Madam, IH sing. 

Queen. ’Tis well that thou hast cause; 

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst thou weq). 
Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do 'you good. 
Queen. And I could sing, would weeping « me good, 
And never borrow any tear of thee. 

t 

Enter a Gardener, and two Servants 

But stay, here come the gardeners: 

Let’s step into the shadow of these trees. 

My wretchedness unto a row of pins, ^ 

Th^’U talk of state; for every one doth so 
Against a change; woe is foreran with woe 

, [Quun and Ladiet rtlirt. 
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Oard. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apricocks, 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight: 

Give some supportanee to the bending twigs. 

Go thou, and like an executioner. 

Cut oiT the heads of too fast growing sprays, 

That look too lofty in our commonwealth - 
All must be even in our government. 

You thus employ’d, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, which without profit suck 
The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers. 

Serv. Why should we in the compass of a pale 
Keep law and form and due proportion. 

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate, 

When our sea-walled garden, the whole land, 

Is full of weeds, her fairest flowers choked up. 

Her fruit-trees all unpruned, her hedges ruin’d. 

Her knots* disorder'd, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 4 F»atotto««»« 4 »<idi. 

Gard, Hold thy peace: 

He that hath suffer’d this disorder’d spring 


Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf: 

The weeds which his broad-spreading leaves did shelter. 
That seem’d in eating him to hold him up. 

Arc pluck’d up root and all by Bolingbrokc, 

I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

Serv. What, are they dead * 

Gard. They are ; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seized the wasteful king. 0, what pity is it 
That he had not so trimm’d and dress’d his land 
As wo this garden! We at time of 3 'ear 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees, 

Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood. 

With too much riches it confound itself: 

Had he done so to great and growing men, 

They might have lived to bear, and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty: superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live • 

Had he done so, himself liad borne the crown. 

Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down 

Serv. What, think you then the king shall be deposed ? 

Gard. Depress’d he is already, and deposed 



'Tis doubt be will be: letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good Duke of York’s, 

That tell black tidings. 

Quern. 0, I am press’d to death through want of 
speaking 1 [Coming forward. 

Thou, old Adam’s likeness, set to dress this garden. 
How dares thy harsh rude tongue sound this unpleasing 
news? 

What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man ? 

Why dost thou say King Richard is deposed ? 

Darest thou, thou little better thing than earth. 

Divine his downfall Say, where, when, i 1 how, 
Camost thou by this ill tidings? speak, thou wretch. 

Gard. Fardon me, madam : little joy h.ive I 
To breathe this news; yet whet I say is true 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke : their fortunes both are w'cigh'd : 

In your lord's scale is nothing but himself, 

Ana some few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
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Besides himself, are all the English peers. 

And with that odds be weighs King Richaid down 
Post you to London, and you will find it so; 

I speak no more than every one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot. 
Doth not thy embassage belong to mo, 

And am 1 last that knows it? 0 , thou think’st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go. 

To meet at London London’s king in woe. 

What, was T born to this, that my sad look 
.Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ? 
Gardener, for tellmg me these news of woe. 

Pray God the plants thou graft’st may never grow 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
Gard. Poor queen I so that thy state might be no worse, 
I would my skill were subject to thy curse. 

Here did she fall a tear; here in this place 
I’ll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace: 

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen. 

In the remembrance of a weeping queen. [Exeunt. 




ACT IV. 

ScEKE I . — Werimintter Hall. 


Eater, as to the Parliament, Boungbroke, Aumerle, Korth- 
UMBERLANO. PERCY, FlTZWATER, SURREY, the BlSHOP OF 
Carusle, tlu Abbot of Westminster, and another 
Lord, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 

Boling. Call forth Bagot 
Now, Ikgot, fi’eely speak thy miud; 

What thou dost know of noble Gloucester’s death. 

Who wrought it with the king, and who perform’d 
The bloody office of his timeless end. 

Bagot. Then set before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Boting. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d. 

In that dead time when Gloucester's death was plotted, 
I heard you say, ' Is not my arm of length, 

That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to mine uncle’s head? 

Amongst mnch other talk, that very time, 

I beara you say that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an huudr^ thousand crowns 
Than Bolingbroke’s return to England; 

Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
In this your cousin’s death. 

Aum. Princes and noble lords, 

What answer shall I make to this base man? 

Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 

On equal terms to give him chastisement? 

Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips. 

There is my gage, the manual seal of death, 

That marks thee ont for hell: I say, thou liest. 

And will maintain what thou hast said is false 
In thy heart-blood, though being aU too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

Boling. Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not take it up. 
Aum. Excepting on^ I would he were the best 
In aU this presence that bath moved me so. 

Fitz. If that thy valour stand on sympathy* 

There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 

By that fair sun which shows me where thou stand’st, 

I heard thee say, and vanntingly thou spakest it. 

That thou wert cause of noble Gloucester's death. 


If thou deny’st it twenty times, thou liest; 

And I will turn thy fiilsehood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point. 

Auto. Thou darest not, coward, live to see that day. 
Fits. Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour. 
Aim. Fitzwater, thou art damn’d to hell fur this. 
Percy. Aumerle, thou liest; his honour is ns true 
In this appeal as thou art all unjust; 

And that thou art so, there I throw my gngc. 

To prove it on thee to the extreniest point 
Of mortal breathing : seize it, if thou darest. 

Aum. An if I do* not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandish more revengeful steel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe I 
Another Lord. I' task the earth to the like, forsworn 
Anmerle ; 

And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holloa’d in thy treacherous car 
From sun to sun: there is my honour’s pawn; 

Engage it to the trial, if thou darest 
Aum. Who sets me else ? by heaven. I’ll throw at all: 
I have a thousand spirits in one breast. 

To answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fits. Tis very true: you were in presence then; 
And you can witness with me this is tme. 

Surrey. As Ihlse, by heaven, as heaven itself is true. 
Fits. Surrey, thou liest 
Surrey. Dishonourable bo]^l 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword. 

That it shall render vengeance and revenge 
Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie < 

In earth as quiet as thy father's skull: ^ 

In proof whereof, there is my honour's pawA; 

En^e it to the trial, if then darest ' 

JV£a How fondly dost thou spur a forwatd horse! 

If I dare eat, or drink, or brehthe, or live, 

1 dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 

And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies. 

And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith, 

To tie thee to mv strong correction. 

As I iuteAd to thrive in this new world, 
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Anmerle is guilty of my true appeal: 

Besides, I beard the banish’d Norfolk say 
That thou, Auinerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage, 
That Norfolk lies: here do I throw down this, ’ 
If he may be repeal’d, to try liis honour. 

Boling. These differences shall all rest under gage 
Till Norfolk be repeal’d : repeal’d he shall be, 

And, though mine enemy, restored again 

To all his lends and si^ories: when he’s return’d. 

Against Aumerle we will enforce liis trial. 

Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be seen. 

Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian fitdd, 

Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens; 

And toil’d with works of war, retired himself 

To Italy; and there at Venice gave 

His body to that pleasant country’s earth, 

And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 

Under whoso colours he had fought so long. 

Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? 

Car. As surely as 1 live, my lord. 

Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the bosom 
Of good old Abraham! Lords appellants. 

Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we assign you to your days of trid, 

Enier York, attended. 

York. Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plume-pluck’d Richard: who with willing soul 
Adopts thee neir, and his high sceptre yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand: 

Ascend his throne, descending now from him; 

And lung lire Henry, fourth of that name ! 

Boling. In God’s name. I’ll ascend the regal throne. 
Car. Marry, God forbid! 

Worst in this royal presence may I speak. 

Yet best beseeming mo to speak the truth. 

Would God that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to he upright judge 
Of noble Richard! then true noblesse would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 

What subject can give sentence on his king! 

And who sits here that is not Richard’s subject? 
Thieves are not judged but they are by to hear. 
Although apparent guilt bo seen in them; 

And shall the figure of God’s majesty. 

His captain, steward, deputy-elect. 

Anointed, crowned, plaut^ many years. 

Be judged by subject and inferior breath. 

And he himself not present! 0, forfend it, God, 

That in a Christian climate souls refined 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene- a ^ced! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 

Sti^d up by God, thus boldlv for his king. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king. 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king: 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy: 

The bloM of English shall manure the ground. 

And future ages groan for this foul act; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels. 

And in this sesdi ot peace tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound; 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny 
Shall here inhabit^ and this land be call d 
The field of ^Igotha and dead men’s skulls. 

0, if you raise bouse against this house. 


It will the woefullest division prove 
That ever fell upon this cursed earth. 

Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so, 

Lest child, child’s children, cry against you ‘woe!’ 

North. Well have you argued, sir ; and, for your pains. 
Of capital treason we arrest you here. 

My lird of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. 

May it please you, lords, to grant the commons’ suit. 

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may surrender; so we shaU proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York. I will be liis conduct. [ExU. 

Boling. Lords, you that here are under our arrest. 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer. 

Little are we beliolding to your love, 

And little look’d for at your helping hands. 

Re-enter York, with Rickard, and Officers hearing 
the regalia. 

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king. 

Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’d? I hardly yet have leam’d 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs: 

Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 

To this submission. Yet I well remember 

The favours* of these men : were they not mine ? * 

Did they not sometime cry, ‘all hail!’ to me? 

So Judas did to Christ: but bo, in twelve. 

Found truth in all but one ; I, in twelve tliousand, none. 
God save the king! Will no man say amen? 

Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen. 

God save the king! although I be not he; 

And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me. 

To do what service am I sent for hither? 

York. To do that office of thine own good will 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer. 

The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

K. Ri^ Give me the crown. Here, cousin, seize Ihe 
crown ; 

Here, cousin; 

On this side my hand, and on that side yours. 

Now is this golden crown like a deep well 
That owes^ two buckets, filling one another, 

The emptier ever dancing in the air, 

'The other down, unseen and full of water; 

That bucket down and full of tears am I, 

Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 
Boling. I thought you bau been willing to resign. 

K. Rich. My crown I am ; but still my griefs are mine: 
You may my glories and my state depose. 

But not my griefs; still am I king of those. 

^ing. Part of your cares you give me with your crown. 
K. Rvdi. Your cares set up do not pluck my cares down. 
My care is loss of care, by old care done; 

Your care is gain of care, by new care won: 

The care I give I have, though given away; 

They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 
Boling. Are you contented to resign the crown? 

K. Rich. Ay, no ; no, ay ; for I must nothing be ; 
Tlierefore no no, for I resign to thee. 

Now mark me, how I will undo mysdf: 

I give this heavy weight from off my head 
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand. 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart; 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm. 

With mine own hands 1 give away my crown. 

With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 
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With mine own breath release all duty’s rites: 

All pomp and mtgesty I do forswear; 

My manors, rents, revenues I forego; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes 1 deny : 

Ood pardon all oaths that are broke to me ! 

God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee ! 
\Tftlcft me, that nothing have, with nothing grievM, 
And thou with all pleased, that hast all achieved . 
Long mayst thou live in Kchard’s seat to sit, 

And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit ! 

God save King Harry, unking’d Richard says, 

And send him many years of sunshine days ! 

What more remains? 

North. No more, but that you read 

These accusations and these grievous crimes 
Committed by your person and your followers 
Against the state and profit of this laud ; 


That, by confessing them, the souls of 
May deem that you are worthily deposed. 

k. Rich. Must I do so ? and must I ravel out 
My weaved-up folly? Gentle Northumberland, 

If thy offences were upon record. 

Would it not shame thee in so fair a trooo 
To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst. 

There shouldst thou find one heinous article, 

Containing the deposing of a king 

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath. 

Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of heaven : 
Nay, all of you that stand and look upon. 

Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, 
Though some of you with Pilate wash your hands 
Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross. 

And water cannot wash away your sin. 



North. My lord, dispatch ; read o’er these articles. 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see: 
And yet salt watmr blinds thern not so much 
But they can see a sort* of traitors here. 

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 

I find mysdf a traitor with the rest; 

For 1 have given here my soul’s conwnt 
To undeck the pompous body of a king; 

Make glory base and sovereijpity a slave. 

Proud majesty a subject, state a peasant. 

North. My lord — 

K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught insulting man. 
Nor no man’s lord; 1 have no name, no title. 

No, not that name was given me at the font. 

But ’tis usurp'd: slock the heavy day. 

That I have worn so many winters out, 

And know not now what name to call myself I 


O that I were a mockery king of snow. 

Standing beforU the sun of BoUngbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops ! 

Good liag, great Wpg, and yet not greatly good, 

An if my word bo stoling iret in En^ncl, 

Let it command a mirror hither straight. 

That it may show me what a face I have, ' 

Since it is bankrupt of his m^esty. 

Mina. Go some of you and fetch a looking-glasa 
jxnmg. wo / ^ attendant. 

North. Read o’er this paper while the g^ doth come, 
K. RUh. Fiend, thou torment'ot me ere I «ome to hwi. 
Boling. Urge it no more, my I^rd 
North. The commons will not then satisfied. 

JT. Rich. They shall be satisfied ; 1 11 road enough, 
When I So see the very book ind^^ 

Where all my sins are writ, and Ihats myseu. 
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lU-erUtr Attendant, with a glass 

Give me the glees, and therein will 1 read. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath sorrow struck 
So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds? 0 flattering glass, 

Like to my followers in prosperity, 

Thou dost beguile met Was this face the face 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men? was this the face 
That, like the sun, did make beholders wink’ 

Was this the face that faced so many follies, 

And was at last out-faced by Bolingbrokc? 

A brittle glory shineth in this face; 

As brittle as the glory is the face; 

[Dashes the glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers. 

Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, 

How soon my sorrow hath destroy’d my face. 

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy'd 
The sh^ow of your face. 

K. Rich. Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ! ha ! let’s see : 

’Tis very true, my grief lies all within; 

And these external manners* of laments »«>»»• 

Are merely shadows to the unseen grief 
That swells with silence in the tortured soul ; 

There lies the substance ; and I thank thee, king, 

For thy great bounty, that not only givest 
Me cause to wail, but teachest mo the way 
How to lamen\ the cause. I’ll beg one boon, 

And then be gone and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtain it? 


Boling. Name it, fair cousin. 

K. Rich. 'Fair cousin’? I am greater than a king: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects; being now a subject, 

I have a king here to ray flatterer. 

Being so great, I have no need to beg. 

Boling. Yet ask. 

K. Rich. And shall T have? 

Boling. You shall. 

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go. 

Boling. Whither ? 

K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from your sights. 
Boling. Go, some of you convey him to the Tower. 
K. Rich. 0, good! convey?* conveyers are you all. 
That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall. iDthMd. 
[Exemt King Rickard, some Lords, and a Guard. 
Boling. On Wednesday next we solemnly set down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 

[Exeuni all except the Bishop of Carlisle, the Albot of 

Westminster, and Aumerle. 
Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 

Car. The woe’s to come; the children yet unborn 
Shall feci this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot. My lord. 

Before I freely speak my mind herein. 

You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but also to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise. 

I sec your brows are full of discontent. 

Your hearts of soitow, and your eyes of tears: 

Come homo with me to supper; and I'll lay 
A plot shall show us all a meny day. [Exeunt 





ACT V. 

Scene I. — London. A strut leading to the Tower. 


EnUr Qoesn and Ladies. 

Queen. This way the king will come; this is the way 
To Julios Cmsar’s ill-erected* tower, 

To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doom’d a prisoner by prond Bolingbroke : 

Here let us rest, if this rebellioiu earth 
Have any resting for her true king’s queen. 

Enter Bichakd and Guard. 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see, 

My fair rose wither: yet look up, behold. 

That you in pity may dissolve to dew, 

And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. 

Ah, thou, the model where old Tro^ did stand, 

Thou nup of honour, thou King Richard’s tomb, 

And not King Richard; thou most beauteous inn,* 

Why should hard-favour’d grief be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an alehouse guest? 

K. Eieh. Join not with grief, fair woman, do not so, 
To make my end too sudden: learn, good soid. 

To think our former state a happy dream; 

From which awaked, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this: I am sworn brother, sweet, 

To grim Necessity, and he and I 

Will kesp a league tiU death. Hie thee to France 

And cloister thee in some religious house: 

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown. 

Which our profane hours here have stricken down. 

Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape and mind 
Tr^form'd and weaken'd ? hath Bolingbroke deposed 
Thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart? 

The lion dying thrusteth forth his paw, 

And wounds tne earth, if nothing else, with rage 


To be o’erpower’d; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 

Take thy correction mildly, kiss the rod, 

And fawn on rage with hue humility. 

Which art a lion and a king of beasts? ^ 

JT. Eieh. A king of beasts, indeed; if aught hut lieasts, 
I had been still a happy king of men 
Good eometime oueen, prepare thee hence for France ; 
Think 1 am dead and that even here thou takest. 

As from my death-bed, thy last living leave. 

In winter’s tedious nights sit by the Are 
With good old folks and let them tell thee talcs 
Of woeful ages long am betid; 

And ere thou bid good night, to quit their griefs, 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the senseless brands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And in compassion weep the fire out; 

And some mourn in ashes, some coal-black. 

For the deposid^ of a rightful king. 

Enter Nobtuukbebijind and others. 

Earth. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke b changed ; 
You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 

And, madam, there is order ta’en for you; 

With all swift speed you must away to Fraace. 

El Eieh. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne. 

The time shidl not be many hours of age 
More than it is ere foul ain gathering head 
Shall break into corruption: thou shalt think. 

Though he divide the realm and give thee half, 

It is too little, helping him to all ; 

And he shall tirink that thou, which know’st the way 
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To plant onrightlul kings, wilt know again, 

Being ne'er so little urged, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 

The love of wicked men converts to fear; 

That fear to hate, and hate turns one or both 
To worthy danger and deserved death. 

North. My guilt be on my head, and there an end. 
Take leave and part; for yon must part forthwith. 

K, RUh. Doubly divorced! Bad men, yon violate 
A twofold marriage, 'twixt my crown and me, 

And then betwixt mo and my married wife. 

Lot me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and me; 

And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twos made. 

Part us, Northumberland; I towards the north. 

Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime; 

My wife to France: from whence, set forth in pomp. 
She came adorned hither like sweet May, 

Sunt back like Hallowmas or short'st of day. 

Qiiem. And must we bo divided? must we part? 

K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and heart 
from heart. 

Queen. Banish us both, and send the king with me. 
North. That were some love, but little policy. 

Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

K. Rich. So two, together weeping, make- one woo. 
Weep thou for mo in France, I for mee here; 

Better far off than near, be ne'er the near.* 4Kigh«. 
tio, count thy way with sighs ; I mine with groans. 
Queen. So longest way sliajl have the longest moans. 
K. Rich. Twice for one step I’ll groan, the way being 
short. 

And piece Uic a ay out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s bo brief. 

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief: 

One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly port; 

Thus give I mine, and thus take 1 thy heart. 

Queen. Give me mine own again ; 'twere no good part 
To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. 

So, now 1 have mine own again, bo gone, 

'I'iiat I may strive to kill it with a groan. 

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more, adieu; the rest let sorrow say. [ExenrU, 

Scene II . — The Duke of Yoke's palace. 

Roller Yoke and hie Duchess. 

DueJi. My lord, you told me you would tell the rest, 
When weeping made you break the story off. 

Of our two cousins coming into London. 

York. Where did I leave? 

Duch. At that sad stop, my lord, 

Where rude misgovern’d hands from windows’ tops 
Threw dust and rubbish on King Itichard’s head. 

York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed 
Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know. 

With slow but stately pace kept on his course. 

Whilst all tongues cried, 'God save thee, Bolingbroke 1' 
You would have thought the very windows spake. 

So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted 'their desiring eyes 
Upon his visa^ and that all the walls 
With painted imagery had said at once 
*Jesu preserve theel welcome, Bolingbroke!’ 

Whilst he, from the one side to the other turning. 
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed’s neck, 

Bespake them thus : ' I thank you, countrymen ; ’ 

And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 

Dade, Alack, poor Richard 1 where rode he the whilst? 


York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men. 

After a well-graced actor leaves the stage. 

Are idly bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious; 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes 
Did scowl on gentle Richard; no man cried ‘God save 
him ! ’ 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head; 

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off. 

His face still combating with tears and smiles, 

Tlio badges of his grief and patience. 

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel’d 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted. 

And barbarism itself have pitied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in these events. 

To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 

To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now. 

Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 

Duch. Here comes my son Aumerlc. 

York. Aumevle that was; 

But that is lost for being Richard's friend. 

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now : 

I am in parliament pledge for his truth 
And lasting fealty to the new made king. 

Enter Aumeiile. 

Duch. Welcome, my son: vvho are the violets now 
That strew the green lap of the new come spring? 

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not: 
God knows I had as lief be none as one. 

York. Well, bear you well in this new spring of lime. 
Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime. 

What news from Oxford ? hold those justs and triumphs ? 
Aum. For anght I know, my lord, they do. 

York. You will be there, I know. 

Aum. If God prevent not, 1 yuirpose so. 

York. AVhat seal is that, that hangs without thy bosom ? 
Yea, look’st thou jiale? let me see the writing. 

Aum. My lord, 'tis nothing. 

York. No matter, then, who sec it: 

I will be satisfied; let me see the writing. 

Aum. 1 do beseech your grace to pardon me: 

It is a matter of small consequence. 

Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 

York. Wliich for some reasons, sir, I mean to sec. 

I fear, I fear — 

Duch,. What should you fear? 

'Tis nothing but some bond, that he is enter’d into 
For gay apparel 'gainst the triumph day. 

York, Bound to himself! what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool. 

Boy, let me see tlie writing. 

Aum. 1 do beseech you, pardon me ; I may not show it, 
York. I will bo satisfied; let me see it, I say. 

[He plucks U ofuA of his bosom and reads it. 
Treason! foul treason! Villain! traitor! slave! 

Duch. What is the matter, my loi-d? 

York, Ho ! who is within there ? 

Enter u Servant 

Saddle my horse. 

God for his mercy, what trcaclicry is hero! 

Duch. Why, what is it, my loi-d? 

York. Give me my boots, I say; saddle my horse. 

[Ihxt Servant, 

Now, by mine honour, by my life, by my troth, 

1 will appeach the villain. 

Dudi. What is the matter? 
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York. Peace, foolish woman. 

Duck, I will not peace. What is the matter, Aumerle? 
Awn, Good mother, be content; it is no more 
Than my poor life must answer. 

Druih. Thy life answer! 

York. Bring me my boots: 1 will unto the king. 

Btrvnter Servant viiKh, hoots. 

Dwh. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor boy, thou art amated. 
Hence, villain! never more come in my sight. 

York. Give me my boots, I say. 

Dwik. Why, York, what wilt tihou do? 

Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own? 

Have we more sons ? or are we like to have ? 

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time? 

And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age. 

And rob me of a happy mother^s name? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 

York. Thou fond mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy?- 


A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament, 

And interchangeably set down their hands. 

To kill the king at Oxford. 

i>ucA. He shall be none; 

We'll keep him here: then what is that to him? 

York. Away, fond woman ! were be twenty times my 
son, 

I would appeach him. 

Duck. Hadst thou groan'd for him 

As I have done, thou wouldst be more pitifuL 
But now I know th^ mind ; thou dost suspect 
That I have been disloyal to thy bed. 

And that he is a bastard, not thy son: 

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee as a man may be. 

Not like to me, or any of my kin. 

And yet I love him. 

York. Make way, unruly woman! [Exit. 

Luck. After, Aumerle! mount thee upon his horse; 
Spur post, and get before him to the king. 



And beg thv pardon ere he do accuse thee. 

I’ll not be long behind; though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fiist as York : 

And never will I rise up ftom the ground 

Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee. Away, berone! 

[Exs/wnt. 

SoBMS IlL — A royal palace. 

Enter Boukcbbokb, Pebct, and otker Lords 

Boling. Can no man tell me of my unthrifty son ? 
Tis full three months since I did see him last: 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he. 

I womd to God, my lords, he might be found : 

Inquire at London, ’monsst the taverns there. 

For there, the;jr say, he daily doth frequent. 

With unrestrained loose companions, 

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes. 

And beat our watch, and rob our passengers; 

Which he, young wanton and effeminate boy. 

Takes on the p<nnt of honour to support 
So dissolute a crew. 


Percy. My lord, some two days since 1 saw the prince, 
And told him of those triumphs held at Oxford. 

Boling. And what said the gallant? 

Percy. His answer was, he would unto the stews. 
And from the common'st creature pluck a glove. 

And wear it as ^ favour ; and with that 
He w^d unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Boling. As dissolute as desperate; yet through both 
I see some sparks of better hope, which elder* years 
May happily bring forth. But who comes heie ? 

Enter Aumbblb. 

Aum. Where is the king? 

Boling. What means our cousin, that he staref and looks 
So wil<fly? 

Aum. God save your grace i I do beseech yoor mqjesty. 
To have some conference with your grace aloue. 

Boling. Withdraw yoursdves, and ^ve us tere alone. 

[Eeeumt Percy and Lords. 
What is the matter with our cousin now ? 

Aum. Fbr ever may my knees grow to the earth, 
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My tongue cleaye to my roof within my mouth. 

Unless a pardon ere I rise or speak. 

Boling. Intended or committed was this fault? 

If on the first, how heinous e’er it be, 

To win tl^ a^'love I pardon thee. 

Awn. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till my tale he done. 

Boling. Have thy desire. 

York. [WUMn.'l My liege, beware: look to thyself; 
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 

Boling. Villain, I’ll make thee safe. [Dravring. 

Awn. Stay thy revengeful hand ; thou hast no cause 
to fear. 

York. [ WiOwn.'\ Open the door, secure, fool-hardy king. 
Shall I for love spei^ treason to thy face? 

Open the door, or I will break it open. 

BnUr Yobk. 

Boling. What is the matter, unde? speak; 

Becover breath; tell us how near is danger, 

'That we may arm us to encounter it 

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt know 
'The treason that my haste forbids me show. 

Awn. Bemember, as thou read’st, thy promise pass’d : 
I do repent me; read not my name there; 

My heart is not confederate with my han<L 

York. It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it down. 
I tore it from the traitor’s bosom, king; 

Fear, and not love, begets his penitence: 

Forget to pity him, lest thy 'pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart 
Bolvng. O hduous, strong, and bold conspiracy. 

0 loyal father of a treacherous son! 

Tliou sheer,* immaculate, and silver fountain, 

From whence this stream through muddy passages 
Hath held his current and defiled himsdf! 

Thy overflow of good converts to bad. 

And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
'This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York. So shall my virtue be bis vice’s bawd; 

And he shall spend mine honour with his shame. 

As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold. 

Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies, 

Or my shamed life in his dishonour lies. 

Thou kill’st me in his life; giving him breath. 

The traitor lives, the true man’s put to deatli. 

Dudi. \W’Uhin.'\ What ho, my liege! for God’s sake, 
let me in. 

Boling. What shrill-voiced suppliant makes this eager 
cry? 

Dwh. A woman, and thy aunt, great king; ’tis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door: 

A beggar bogs that never begg’d before. 

Boling. Our scene is altered from a serious thing. 
And now changed to 'The Beggar and the King.’ 

Mv dangerous cousin, let your mother in: 

1 Imow she is come to pray for your foul sin. 

York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray. 

More sins for this forgiveness prosper may. 

This fester'd j<dnt> out off, the rest rest sound * 

This let alone will all the rest confound. 

Ahfsr Duobxss. 

Ihuih. 0 king, bdieve not this hard-hearted man! 
Love lovi^ not itself none other can. 

York, uou firantio woman, what dost thou make here ? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 

DwA. Sweet York, be patient Hear me, gentle liege. 

[KnuU. 


Boling. Bise up, good aunt 

Dudi. Not yet, I thee beseech : 

For ever will I walk upon my knees. 

And never see day that the happy sees. 

Till thou give joy; until thou bid me joy, 

By pardoning jRutland, my transgressing boy. 

Aum. Unto my mother’s prayers I bend my knee. 
York. Against them both my true joints bended be. 
Ill may’st thou thrive, if thou grant any gra^l 
DwJi. Pleads he in earnest? look upon his face; 

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest; 

His words come from his mouth, ours from our breast: 
Ho prays but faintly, and would be denied; 

We pray with heart and soul and all beside: 

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know; 

Our knees shall kneel tiU to the ground they grow. 

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy; 

Ours of true zeal and deep int^;rity. 

Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them have 
That mercy which true prayer ought to hava 
Boling. Ch>od aunt, stand up. 

Buck. Nay, do not say, 'stand up;’ 

Say 'pardon’ first, and afterwards, ‘stand up.' 

An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 

‘Pardon’ should be the first word of thy speech. 

I never long’d to hear a word till now; 

Say 'pardon,’ king: let pity teach thee how: 

The word is short, but not so short as sweet; 

No word like 'paMon’ for Ungs’ mouths so meet. 

York. Speak it in French, king ; say, ' pardonuez moy.’ 
Buck. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy? 
Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord. 

That set’st the word itself against the word! 

Speak 'pardon’ as 'tis emrent in our land; 

The chopping* French we do not understand. 

Thine eye begins to speak ; set thy tongue there ; 

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine car; 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce. 
Pity may move thee 'pardon’ to rehearse. 

Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Buck. I do not sue to stand: 

Pardon is all the suit I have on hand. 

Boling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon me. 
Buck. 0 happy vantage of a kneeling kneel 
Yet am 1 sick for fear: speak it again; 

Twice saying 'pardon' doth not pardon twain. 

But makes oue pardon strong. 

Boling. With all my heait 

I pardon him. 

Buck. A god on earth thou art. 

Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law and the abbot. 
With all the rest of that consorted crew. 

Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. 

Good uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where’er these traitors are: 

They shall not live within this world, I swear. 

But I will have them, if I once know where. 

Uncle, farewell: and, cousin too, adieu; 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 
Buck. Come, my old son : I pray God make thee new. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — Tke same. 

Enter Exton and Servant 

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what words 
he spake, 

' Have I no friend will rid mo of this living fear ?' 

Was it not so ? 

Ser. These were his very wotda 
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Exton. 'Have I no friend?’ quoth he: he spake it 
twice. 

And ui^ed it twice together, did he not? 

Serv. He did. 

Exton. And speaking it, he wistly look'd on nio; 

As who should say, ' 1 would thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart;’ 

Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, let’s go: 

I am the king’s friend, and will rid' his foe. * h'® 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Pomfret castle. 

Enter King Riciiabd. 

K. Rich. 1 have been studying how I may compare 
Tliis prison where I live unto the world: 

And for because tha world is populous 
And here is not a creature but m}'sclf, 

1 cannot do it; yet I’ll hammer it out. 

My brain I’ll prove the female to my soul. 

My soul the father; and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts. 

And these same thoughts people this little world. 

In humours like the people of this world, 


For no thought is contented. The better sort. 
As thoughts of tilings divine, are intermix'd 
With scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the word: 

As thus, 'Como, little ones,’ and then again, 
‘It is as hard to come as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a small needle's eye.’ 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot' 
Unlikely wonders; bow these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls. 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves 
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves. 
Nor shall not be the last; like silly beggars 
Who sitting in the stocks refuge their shame, 
That many have and others must sit there; 
And in this thought they And a kind of ease. 
Bearing their own misfortunes on the back 
Of such as have before endured the like. 

Thus play I in one peiuon many people. 

And none contented : sometimes am I king ; 
Then treasons make me wish myself a beggar. 



And so 1 am: then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a king; 

Then am I king’d again: and by and by 
Think that I am unking’d by Bolingbroke, 

And straight am nothing: but whate’er I be. 

Nor' I nor any man that but man is 
With nothing shall be pleased, till he be eased 
With being nothing. Music do I hear? [ifusie. 

Ha, hat keep time: how sour sweet music is. 

When time is broke and no proportion kept! 

So is it in the music of men’s Uves. 

And here have 1 the daintiness of ear 
To .check time broke in a disorder’d string ; 

But for the concord of roy state and time 
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me ; 

For now hath time made me his numbering clock: 

My thoughts are minutes; and with sighs they jar 
Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward watch. 
Whereto^ my finger, like a dial’s point. 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 

Now, sir, the sound that tens what hour it is 
Are rlamorous groans, which strike upon roy heart, 


Which is the bell : so sighs and tears and groans 
Show minutes, times, and hours: but my time 
Runs posting on in Bolingbroko’s proud joy, 

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o’ the clock. 
This music mads mo; let it sound no more; 

For though it have holp madmen to their wits 
In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet blessing on his heart that gives it mo I 
For 'tis a sign of love; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter a CSroom of the Stable 

Oroom. Hail, royal prince I 
AT. Rich, Thanks, noble pcei 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 

What art thou? and how comest thou hither. 

Where no man never comes but that sad dog 
That brings me food to make misfortune live! 

Oroom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, -Icing, 
When thou wert king; vmo, travelling towai^ York, 
With much ado at length have gotten leave 
To look upqu my sometimes royal master’s face. 

0, how it yearn’d my heart when I beheld 
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In London streets, that coronation-day. 

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary, 

That horse that thou so often hast bcstrid, 

That horse that 1 so *carefully have dress'd ! 

K. Bich. Bode he on Barbary ? Tell me, gentle friend. 
How went he under him? 

Groom. So proudly as if he disdain’d the ground, 
K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back ! 
Tliat jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not stumble? would he not fall down. 

Since pride must have a fall, and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back ? 
Forgiveness, horse 1 why do I rail on thee 
Since thou, created to be awed by man, 

Wast born to bear? 1 was not mode a horse; 

And yet I bear a burthen like an ass, 

Spurr’d, gall'd, and tired by jauncing* Bolingbroke. 


EnUer Keej)er, %mih a dish. 

Keq). Fellow, give place; here is no longer stay. 

K, Rich. If thou love mo, 'tis time thou weit away. 
Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my heart shall 
say. [Exit. 

Keep. My lord, will’t please you to fall to? 

K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 
Keep. My lord, I dare not : Sir Pierce of Exton, u ho 
lately came from the king, commands the contrary. 

K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster and thee ! 
Patience is stale, and 1 am' M'eary of it. [EecUs the keeper. 
Keep. Help, help, help ! 

Enter ExTON and Servants, armed. 

K Rich. How now! what means death in this rude 
assault ? 

Villain, thy own hand yields thy death’s instrument. 



[Snatching an oxc from a Servant, and killing him. 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell. 

[He kMs another. Then Exton trikes him down. 
That shall bum in never-quenching fire 
That stf^gers thus my person. Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the king's blood stain’d the king’s own land. 
Mount, mounts my soul! thy seat is up on high; 
Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, hero to die. [Dies. 

Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood: 

Both have I spill’d; 0 would the deed were good! 

For now the Mvil, that told mo 1 did well, 

Says that this deed is chronicled in hell. 

This dead king to the living king 111 bear: 

Take hence the rest^ and give them burial here. [Exeani. 

Scene VI . — Windsor castle. 

Fhurish. Enter Bounobbokb, York, with other I/)rds, 
and Attendants. 

Boling. Kind uncle York, the latest nows we hear 
Is that the rebds have consumed with fire 


Our town of Cicester* in Gloncestershirc ; »cir«ic«Mt 
But whether they be ta’vu or slain we hear not 

Enter Nobtuumberland. 

Welcome, my lord: what is the news? 

Norih. First, to thy sacred state wish I all happiness. 
The next news is, I have to London sent 
The beads of Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt, and Kent: 

The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 

Boling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains ; 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter Fitzwateb. 

Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely, 

Two of the dangerous consorted traitors 
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Boling. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot: 
Right noble is uiy merit, weU 1 wot 
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ACT I. 


Scene I. — London. The palace. 


Enter Kino Henry, Lobd John of Lancasteps the Eael 
OF Westmobbland, Sir Walter Blunt, and others. 

King. So shaken as we ate, so wan with care. 

Find we a time for fnghted peace to pant. 

And hieatbe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenced in strands afar remote. 

No more the thirsty entrance of this soil 

Shall daub her lips with her own children's blood; 

No more diall trenching war channel her fields. 

Nor hmise her flowerets with Ihe armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces: those opposed eyes, 


Wliich, like the meteors of a troubled heaven 
All of one nature, of one substance bred. 

Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery. 

Shall now, in mutual well-beseeming ranks, 
March all one way, and he no more opposed 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies: 

The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife, 

No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ, 

Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 
We are impressed and engaged to fight, 
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Forthwith a power* of Euglish shall we levy; *^* 
Whose arms were moulded in their mothers’ womb 
To chase these pagans in those holy fields, 

Over whose acres walk'd those blessed feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail'd 
For our advantage to the bitter cross. 

But this our purpose now is twelve months old, 

Aud bootless 'tis to tell you we will go: 

Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 

What yesternight our council did decree 
In forwarding this dear expedience. 

West. My liege, this haste was hot in question. 

And many limits of the charge set down 
But yesternight: when all athwart there came 
A post from Wales loaden with heavy news; 

Whose worst was, that the noble Mortimer, 

Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, 

A thousand of his people butchered; 

Upon whose dead corpse there was such misuse. 

Such beastly shameless transformation. 

By those Welshwomen done as may not be 
Without much shame retold or spoken of. 

King. It seems then that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our business for the Holy l^d. 

West. This match’d with other ^d, my gracious lord; 
For more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the north, and thus it did import: 

On Holy>rood day, the gallant Hotspur there. 

Young Harry Percy, and brave Arcmbald, 

That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 

At Holmedon met. 

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour: 

As by discharge of their artillery. 

And shape of likelihood, the news was tcld; 

For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse. 

Uncertain of the issue any way. 

Kiiw. Here is a dear, a true industrious friend, 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse, 

Stain’d with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and tiiis seat of ours ; 

And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news. 

The Earl of Douglas is discomfited: 

Ten thousand bold Scots, two and twenty knights. 
Balk’d* in their own blood did Sir Walter see * “•wrf •p. 
On Hdmedon’s plains. Of prisoners. Hotspur took, 
Mordake the Earl of Fife; and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas; and the Earl of Athol, 

Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith : 

And is not this an honourable spoil? 

A gallant prize? ha, cousin, is it not? 

West. In faith. 

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

King. Yes, there thou makest me sad and makest me sin 
In envy that my Lord Horthamberland 
Should be the father to so blest a son, 

A son who is tiie theme of honoui's tongue ; 

Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant; 

Who is sweet Fortune's minion and her pride: 

Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him 
See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. 0 that it could be proved 
That some night-tripping fairy had exchanged 
In cradle-clothes our children where they hiy. 

And call’d mine Percy, bis Plantogenetl 
Then would I have bis Hany, and he mine 


But let him from my thoughts. What think you, coz. 
Of this young Percy^s pride? the prisoners. 

Which he in this adventure hath surprised. 

To his own use he keeps; and sends me word, 

I shall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. 

We^. This is his uncle’s teaching : this is Worcester, 
Malevolent to you in all aspects; 

Which makes mm prune himself, and bristle nip 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

King. But 1 have sent for him to answer this; 

And for this cause awhile we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 

Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor; so inform the lords: 

But come yourself with speed to us again; 

For more is to be said and to be done 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 

West. I will, my liege. [Exeuvl 

Scene IL-^Londcn. An apartmeni of the Prince’s. 

Enter the Pamex of Wales and Falstaff. 

Fat. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

Prince. Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of old 
sack and unbuttoning thee after supper and sleeping upon 
benches after noon, that thou hast forgotten to demand 
that truly which thou wouldst truly know. What a devil 
hast thou to do with the time of the day ? Unless hours 
were cups of sack, and minutes capons, and clocks the 
tongues of bawds, and dials the signs of leaping-houscs, 
and the blessed sun himself a fair hot wench in fame- 
coloured taffeta, I see no reason why thou shoiddst be 
so superfluous to demand the time of the day. 

Fed. Indeed, you come near me now, Hal ; for we that 
take purses go by the moon and the seven stars, and not 
by Phesbus, he, ‘that wandering knight so fair.’ And, I 
prithee, sweet wag, when thou art king, as, God save thy 
grace — ^majesty, 1 should say, for grace thou wilt have 
none — '• 

Prince. What, none ? 

Fat. No, by my troth, not so much as will serve to 
be prologue to an egg and butter. 

Prince. Well, bow then? come, roundly, roundly, 

Fal. Many, then, sweet wag, when thou ait king, let 
not us that are squires of the night’s body be called thieves 
of the day's beauty : let us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen 
of the shade, minions of the moon ; and let men say we 
be men of good government, being governed, as the sea 
is, by our noble and chaste mistress the moon, under 
whose countenance we steal 

Prince. Thou sayest well, and it holds well too; for 
the fortune of us that are the moon’s men doth ebb and 
flow like the sea, being governed, as the sea is, by the 
moon. As, for proof, now : a purse of gold most resolutely 
snatched on Monday night and most dissolutely spent on 
Tuesday morning; got with swearing ‘Lay by,’* **•■*• 

and spent with crying ‘Bring in;’* now in « b**** »■ ■«w »!■#. 
M low an ebb as the foot of the ladder, and by and by 
in as high a flow as the ridge of the gallowa > 

Fal. By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad And is not 
my hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench? 

Prince As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of the 
castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet robe of 
durance ? 

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag I what, in t(ty (]|uip8 
and thy quiddities ? what a plague have I to do with a 
buff jerkin? 

Prinee YOiy, what a pox have I to do with my hos- 
tess of the tavern ? 
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Fol. Well, thou hfist called her to a reclconiog many 
a time and oft 

Prince. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part? 

Fal. No; 111 give^thee thy due, thou hast paid all 
there. 

Prince. Yen, and elsewhere, so far as my coin would 
stretch ; and where it would not, I have used my credit. 

FeU. Yea, and so used it that, were it not here apparent 
that thou art heir apparent — But, I prithee, sweet wag, 
shall there be gallows standing in l^gland when thou 
art king? and resolution thus fobbed as it is with the 
rusty curb of old father antic the law? Do not thou, 
when thou art kiug, hang a thief. 

Prince. No; thou shalt 

Fal. Shall I? O rare I By the Lord, I’ll be a bravo 
judge. 

Prince. Thou jud^t false already : 1 mean, thou shalt 
have the hanging of the thieves, and so become a rare 
barman. 

Fed. Well, Hal, well ; and in some sort it jumps with 
my humour as well as waiting in the court, I can tell you. 

Prince. For obtaining of suits? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof the hangman 


hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, 1 am as melancholy as 
a gib cat or a lugged bear. 

Prince. Or an old lion, or a lover’s lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bagpipe. 

Prince. '\^at sayest thou to a hare, or the melancholy 
of Moor>ditch ? 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes and art 
indeed the most comparative,' rascalliest, • 
sweet young prince. But, Hal, I prithee, trouble roe no 
more with vanity. I would to God thou and I knew 
where a commodity of good names were to be bought. 
An old lord of the council rated me the other day in the 
street about you, sir, but I marked him not ; and yet he 
talked very wisely, but I regarded him not ; and yet be 
talked wisely, and in the street too. 

Prince. Thou didst well ; for wisdom cries out in the 
streets, and no man regards it. 

Fal. 0, thou hast damnable iteration, end art indeed 
able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done much harm upon 
me, Hal; God forgive thee for it! Before I knew thee, 
Hal, I knew nothing; and now am I, if a man should 
speak truly, little better than one of the wicked. I must 
give over this life, and I will give it over : by the Lord, 



an 1 do not^ I am a villain : I’ll be damned for never a 
king’s son in Christendom. 

Prince. Where shall we take a purse to>morrow. Jack? 

Fal. ’Zounds, where thou wil^ lad; I’ll make one; 
an I do not, call me villain and baffle me. 

Prince. I see a rood amendment of life in thee ; from 
praying to purse-taking. 

FcU. Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal ; ’tis no sin for 
a man to labour in his vocation. 

JEnter Foiira 

Poins ! Now shall we know if Gadshill have set a match.* 

0, if men were to be saved by merit, 

what hole in hell were hot enough for him ? This is the 

most omnipotent villain that ever cried ' Stand ’ to a true 

man. 

Prince. Good morrow, Ned. 

Pains. Good morrow, sweet Hal. What says Monsieur 
Remorse ? what says Sir John Sack and Sugar ? Jack I 
how agrees the devil and thee about thy som, that thou 
soldest him on Good-Fiiday last for a cup of Madeira 
and a cold capon's leg? 

Jhrinee. Sir John stands to his word, the devil shall 


have his bargain; for he was never yet a breaker of 
proverbs: he will give the devil his due. 

Poins. Then art thou damned for keeping thy word 
with the devil. 

Prince. Else he had been damned for cozening the 
devil. 

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning, by 
four o’clock, early at Gadshill! there are pilgrims going 
to Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders riding to 
London with fat purses : I have vizards for you all ; you 
have horses for yourselves: Gadshill lies to-night in 
Rochester: I have bespoke supper to-morrow night in 
Eastcheap : we may do it as secure as sleep. If yon will 
go, I will stuff your purses full of crowns ; if you will not, 
tarry at home and be hanged. 

Fal. Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at home and go 
not. I’ll hang you for going. 

Poins. You will, chops? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

Prince. Who, I rob? la thief? not I, by my faith. 

Fal. There’s neither honesty, manhood, nor good fellow- 
ship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the royal, if 
thou darest not stand for ten shillinga 

Prince. Well then, once in my days 111 be a madcap. 
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Fed. Why, that’s 'well said. 

Prince, Well, come what wiU, I’ll tany at home. 

Fat. By the Lotd, I’ll be a traitor then, when thou 
art king. 

Prince. I care not 

Poiiu. Sir John, I prithee, leave the prince and me 
alone : I will lay him down such reasons for this adven- 
ture that he shall go. 

Fed. Well, God give thee the spirit of persuasion and 
him the ears of profiting, tliat what thou speakest may 
move, and what he hears may be believed, that the true 
prince may, for recreation sake, prove a false thief; for 
the poor abases of the time want countenance. Farewell ; 
you shall find me in Eastcheap. 

Prince. Farewell, thou latter spring! farewell. All- 
hallown summer I [Emt Falstaff, 

Paine. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride with us 
to-morrow : I have a jest to execute that I cannot manage 
alone. Falstaff, Bardolph, Peto, and Gadshill shall rob 


those men that wo have already waylaid ; yourself and 
I will not be there; and when they have the booty, if 
you and I do not rob them, cut this head off from my 
shoulders. 

Prince, How shall we part with them in setting foith ? 

Paine. Why, we will set forth before or after them, 
and appoint tliem a place of meeting, wherein it is at 
our pleasure to fail, and then will they adventure upon 
the exploit themselves ; which they shall have no sooner 
achieved, but we’ll set upon them. 

Prince, Yea, but ’tis like that they will know us by 
our horses, by our habits, and by every other appointment, 
to be ourselves. 

l^oins. Tut '. our horses they shall not see ; I’ll tie them 
in the wood ; our vizards we will change after wo leave 
them : and, sirrali, I have cases of buckram for the nonce, 
to immask our noted outward garments. 

Pnnee. Yea, but 1 doubt they will bo too hard for us. 

Pains. Well, for two of them, I know Uicm to be as 



true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for the third, 
if he fight longer than he sees reason. I’ll forswear arms. 
The virtue of this jest will be, the incomprehensible lies 
that this same &t rogue wiU tell us when we meet at 
sapper : how thirty, at least, he fought with ; what wards, 
what Uows, what extremities he endured; and in the 
reproof* of this lies the jest ’ 

Prince. Well, I’ll go with thee: provide us all things 
necessary and meet me to-morrow night in Eastcheap; 
there I’ll sup. FarewelL 

Pains. Farewdl, my lord. \Esnt. 

Prince. I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The rmyoked humour of your idleness: 

Yet herein 'will 1 imitate the sun. 

Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world, 

Th^ when he please again to be himself. 

Being -wanted, he may m more wonder’d at. 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of -vapours that did seem to strangle him. 


If all the year were playing holidays. 

To sport would bo as tedious as to work ; 

But when they seldom come, they wish’d for come. 
And notliing pleaseth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off 
And pay the de^ I never promised. 

By how much better than my word I am. 

By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes; 

And like bright metal on a sullen ground. 

My reformation, glitteiing o’er my fault, 

Shall show more goodly and attract more eyei 
Than that which hath no foil to set it off. ' 

111 so offend, to make offence a skill; 

Bedeeming time when men think least I wilL [Exit. 

ScENB III — London. The fodace. 

Elder the King, Nobthumberlano, Wobcesteb, IIotspuk, 
Sir Walter Blunt, wtK others. 

King. My blood bath been too cold and temperate. 
Unapt to s^r at these indignities, 
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And you have found me; for accordingly 
You tread upon my patience; but be sure 
I will from henceforth rather be myself, 

Mighty and to bo fear’d^ than my condition,® • Natar«i dupwition. 
Which hath been smooth os oil, soft os young down, 
And therefore lost that title of respect 
Which the proud soul ne’er pays but to the proud. 

JVor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it; 

And that same greatness, too, which our own hands 
Have holp to make so portly. 

North, My lord — 

King, Worcester, get thee gone ; for I do see 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye: 

O, sir, your presence is too bold and peremptory. 

And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a servant brow. 

You have good leave to leave us : when we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. [^Exit Wc/r, 
You were about to speak. [To North. 

North. Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness* name demandc<l. 


Which Hany Percy here at Holmedon took, 

Were, as he says, not with such strength denied 
As is deliver’d to your majesty : 

Either envy, therefore, or misprision 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my son, 

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 

But I remember, when the fight was done, 

When I was dry with rage and extreme toil, 

Brcathle*>s and faint, leaning upon iny swoitl. 

Came there a certain lord, neat, and trimly dressed. 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin new reap’d 
Show'd like a stubble-huul at harvest-home ; 

He was pofurned like a milliner; 

And ’twixt his fingi*r and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box,* which ever and anon •sceutbo*. 

He gave his nose and took’t away again ; 

Who thoiewith angry, when it next came there, 

Took it in snufi , ^ and still be smiled and talk’d, ‘ *»«***»»• 

And as the soldiers boie dead bodies by. 

He call’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

To biing a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 



With many holiday and lady terms 
He question’d me ; amongst the rest, demanded 
My prisoners in your majesty’s behalf. 

I then, all smarting with my w’ounds being cold. 

To be so pester’d with a popinjay. 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Answer’d neglectinrfy I know not what, 

He should, or he ^lould not; for he made mo mad 
To sec him shine so brisk and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman 
Of guns and drums and wounds — God save the 
mark ! — 

And telling me the sovereign’st thing on earth 

Was parmaceti* for an inward bruise; i8p«ni«c««. 

And that it was great pity, so it was, 

This villanous salt-petre should be digg’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth. 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd 
So cowardly; and but for these vile guns, 

He would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald ui\jointed chat of his, my lord, 

I answer’d indirectly, os I said; 

And I beseech you, let not his report 
VOL. 111. 


Come current for an accusation 
Betuixt my love and your high majesty. 

IHunt. The circuiubtance consider’d, good my lord, 
Whate’er Lord Harry Percy then liad said 
To such a person and in such a place, 

At such a time, with all the rest retold. 

May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong or any way impeach 
Wliat then he said, so he unsay it now. 

King. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners, 

But with proviso and exception. 

That we at our own charge shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer; 

Who, on iny soul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against that great magician, damn’d Glendower, 
Whose daughter, as we licar, the Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers, then, 

Be emptied to redeem a traitor liome ? 

Shall we buy treason ? and indent with feers, 

When they have lost and forfeited themselves ? 

No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 

For I shall never hold that man my friend 
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Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 

Hui. Bevolted Mortimer! 

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 

But by the chance of war: to prove that true 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds, 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took 
When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank. 

In single opposition, hand to hand. 

He did confound the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower: 

Three times they breathed, and three times did they drink. 
Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s 6ood; 

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks. 

Ban fearfully among the trembling reeds. 

And hid his crisp bead in the hmlow bank 
Bloodstained with these valiant combatants. 

Never did base and rotten policy 

Colour her working with such deadly wounds; 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Beceive so many, and all willingly: 

Then let not him be slander’d with revolt 
King. Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost belie him; 
He never did encounter with Glendower: 

I tell thee, 

He durst as well have met the devil alone 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art thou not ashamed? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer : 

Send me your prisoners with the s^diest means. 

Or you shall hear in such a kind mm me 
As will displease you. My Lord Northumberland, 

We license your departure wiUi your son. 

Send us your prisoners, or you will hear of it 

[Exeunt King Henry, Blunt,, and train. 
Hot. An if the devil come and roar for thorn, 

1 will not send them: I will after straignt 
And tell him so; for I will ease my heart, 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

HortA. What, drunk with choler? stay and pause awliUe: 
Here comes your uncle. 

Re-enter WOBCESTEB. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer! 

’Zounds, 1 will speak of him; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him : 

Yea, on his part I’ll empty all these veins. 

And shed my dear blooa ^p by drop in the dust. 

But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As high in the air as this unthankful king. 

As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke. 

North. Brother, the king hath made your nephew road. 
Wor. Who struck this heat up after I was gone? 

Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners; 

And when I urged the ransom once again 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look’d pale. 

And on my ftce ho turn’d an eye of death, * * *“ 

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

Wor. I cannot blame him: was not he proclaim’d 
By Bichard tliat dead is the next of blood? 

North. He was; I heard the proclamation: 

And then it was when the unhappy king — 

Whose wrongs in us God pardon !-^id set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition; 

From whence he, intercepts, did return 
To be deposed and shortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whose death we, in the world’s wide 
mouth, 

live scandalized and foully spoken of. 
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Hot. But, soft, I pray yon; did Bang Bicbard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown? 

North. He did; myself did hear it^ 

Hu. Nay, then 1 cannot blame his cousin king. 
That wish’d him on the barren mountains starve. 

But shall it be, that you, that set the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man. 

And for his sake wear the detested blot 
Of murderous subornation, shall it be. 

That you a world of curses undeigo. 

Being the agents, or base second means. 

The cords, we ladder, or the hangman rather ? 

O, pardon me that 1 descend so low. 

To show the line and the predicament 
Wherein you range under this subtle king; 

Shall it for shame be spoken in these days. 

Or fill up chronicles in time to come. 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an unjust behalf. 

As both of you — God pardon it! — ^have done. 

To pul down Bichard, that sweet lovely rose. 

And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke? 

And shall it in more shame be further spoken. 

That you are fool’d, discarded, and shook off 
By him for whom these shames ye underwent? 

No; yet time serves wherein you may redeem 
Your banish’d honours, and restore Yourselves 
Into ^e good thoughts of the world again, 

Bevenge we jeering and disdain’d contempt 
Of tbis proud king, who studies day and night 
To answer all the debt he ovres to you 
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths: 
Therefore, I say — 

Wor. Peace, cousin, say no more: 

And now I will unclasp a secret book. 

And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
I’ll read vou matter deep and dangerous. 

As full of peril and adventurous spirit 
As to o’er-walk a current roaring loud 
On the^unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night I or sink or swim : 
Send danger ftom the east unto the west. 

So honour cross it from the north to south, 

And let them grapple : 0, the blood more stirs 
To rouse a lion than to start a hare! 

North. Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heaven, methinks it were an easy leap. 

To pluck bright honour from the pale-faced moon. 

Or dive into the bottom of the deep. 

Where fathom-line could never touch the ground. 

And pluck up drowned honour by the locks; 

So he that doth Adeem her thence might wear 
Without corrival all her dignities: 

But out upon this half-facM fellowship! 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures heA> 

But not the form of what he should attend. 

Good cousin, give me audience for a whila , 

Hot. 1 cry you mercy. 

Wor. Those same noble Sl^ta 

That are your prisoners — 

Hot. I’ll keep them all ; ' 

By God, he shall not have a Scot of them; , 

No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall no(|: 

I’ll keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. You start away. 

And lend nor ear unto my purposes. 

Those prisoners you shall keep. 
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•Hot Nay, I will; tliat’s flat: 

He said he would not ransom Mortimer; 

Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer; 

But I will find him when he lies asleep, 

And in his ear I'll holla ‘Mortimer I* 

Nay, 

I'll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but ‘Mortimer,’ and give it him, 

To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor, Hear you, cousin; a word. 

Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy. 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbrokc: 

And that same sword-and-buckler Prince of Wales, 

But that I think his father loves him not, 

And would be glad he met with some mischance, 

1 would have him poison’d with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman: I’ll talk to you 
When you aio better temper’d to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impatient fool 
Art thou to break into this woman’s mood, 

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own! 

Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp’d and scourged with 
rods. 

Nettled and stun^ with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 

In Richard’s time — what do you call the place? — 

A plague upon it, it is in Gloucestershire; 

'Twas where the madcap duke his uncle kept, 

His uncle York; where I first bow’d my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke — 

'Sblood 1 — 

When you &ad‘ he came back from Ravenspuigh. 

North. At Berkley castle. 

Hot. You say true: 

Why, what a candy* deal of courtesy «8«i«T 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me ! 

Look, ‘when his infant fortune came to age,’ 

And ‘gentle Harry Percy,' and ‘kind cousin;’ 

0, the devil take such cozeners! God forgive me! 
Good uncle, tell your tale; I have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to it again ; 

We will stay your leisure. 

Hot. I have done, i’ faith. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottish prisoners. 
Deliver them up without their ransom straight. 


And make the Douglas’ son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland; which, for divers reasons 
Which I shall send you written, be assured. 

Will easily be granted. You, my lord, 

[To Northumberland. 

Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d. 

Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well beloved, 

The archbishop. 

Hot. Of York, is it not ? 

Wor. True; who bears hard 
His brother’s death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop. 

1 speak not this in estimation,' tcowectw.. 

As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down, 

And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot. I smell it: upon any life, it will do well. 
North. Before the game is afoot, thou still let’st slip. 
Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot: 
And then the power of Scotland and of York, 

To join with Mortimer, ha? 

Wor. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 

Wor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed, 

'To save our heads by raising of a head; 

For, bear ourselves as even as we can, 

The king will always think him in our debt. 

And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to jiay us home- 

And see already how he doth begin 

'To make us strangers to his looks of love. 

Hot. He does, he does: we’ll be revenged on him. 
Wor. Cousin, farewell: no further go in this 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 

When time is ripe, which will be suddenly, 

I’ll steal to Glcndower and Ixird Mortimer , 

Where you and Douglas and our powers at once. 

As I will fashion it, shall happily meet. 

To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms. 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

North. Farewell, good brother : we shall thrive, I trust. 
Hot. Uncle, adieu: 0, let the hours be short 
Till fields and blows and groans applaud our sport! 

[Exeunt. 




ACT 11. 


Scene I. — Hoehester. An inn yard. 


Unler a Carrier unlh a lantern in his hand. 

First Car. Heigh-ho ! an it be not four by the day, 
I'll be hanged: Charles’ wain is over the new chimney, 
and yet our horse not packed. What, ostler! 

Ost. [Wiihin.^ Anon, anon. 

First Car. 1 prithee, Toni, beat Cut’s saddle, put a 
few flocks in the point; the poor jade is wrung in the 
withers out of all cess.* «*•»»«. 

Elder another Carrier. 

Sec. Car. Peas and beans are os dank here as a dog, 
and that is the next way to give poor jades the hots: 
this house is turned upside down since Eobin Ostler 
died. 

First Car. Poor fellow I never joyed since the price of 
oats rose; it was the death of him. 

Sec. Car. I think this be the most villanous house in 
all London road for fleas: I am stung like a tench. 

First Car. Like a tench I by the mass, there is ne’er a 
king in Christendom could be better bit than I have been 
since the first cock. 

Su. Car. Why, they will allow us ne’er a jordan, and 
then w’e leak in your chimney; and your chamber-lie 
breeds fleas like a loach. 

First Car. What, ostler ! come away and be hanged I 
come away. 

See. Car. I have a gammon of bacon and two razes’ 
to be delivered as far as Charing-cross. 

iirst Car. God’s body! the turkey's in my pannier are 
quite starved. What, ostler I A plague on thee! hast 
thou never an eye in thy head? canst not hear? An 
’twere not as good deed as drink, to break the pate on 
thee, I am a very villain. Come, and be hanged ! hast 
no faith in thee? 

Enier Gadshill. 

Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What’s o'clock? 


First Car. I think it be two o’clock. 

Gads. I prithee, lend me thy lantern, to see my gelding 
in the stable. 

First Car. Nay, by God, soft ; I know a trick worth 
two of that, i’ faith. 

Gads. 1 pray tliee, lend me thine. 

See. Car. Ay, when ? canst tell ? Lend me thy lantern, 
quoth he? marry. I’ll see thee hanged first. 

Gads. Sirrah earner, what time do you mean to come 
to London ? 

See. Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
warrant thee. Come, neighbour Mugs, we'll call up the 
gentlemen : they will along with company, for they have 
great chaige. [Exeunt Carriers. 

Gads, what, ho! chamberlain! 

Cham. [Withinl hand, quoth pick-purse. 

Gads. That’s even as fair as — at hand, quoth the cham- 
berlain ; for thou veriest no more from picking of purses 
than giving direction doth from labouring; thou layest 
the plot how. 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Ckatn. Good merrow. Master Gadshill. It holds current 
that I told you yesternight ; there’s a franklin in the wild 
of Kent hath brought three hundred marks with him in 
gold : I heard him tell It to one of his company last night 
at supper; a kind of auditor; one that hath abundance 
of charge too, God knows what. They ere U)) already, 
and call for eggs and butter : thay will away presently. 

Gads. Siirah, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas’ 
clerks. I’ll give thee this neck. 

Chtm. No, I’ll none of it: I pray thee, ke^ that for 
the hangman ; for I know thou worshippest Saint Nicholas 
as truly as a man of falsehood may. 

Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hangman? if 
I hang, 111 make a fat pair of gallows; for if I hang, 
old Sir John hangs with me, and thou knowest he is no 
starveling. Tut ! there are other Trojans that thou dream- 
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est not of, tho which for sport sake ai’e content to do the 
profession some grace; that would, if matters should be 
looked into, for their own credit sake, make all whole. 
I am joined wdth no foot-land rakers, no long-staflT six- 
penny strikers, none of these mad inustachio purple-hued 
malt-worms; but with nobility and tranqiiillily, burgo- 
masters and great oneyers,* such as can hold 
in, such as will strike sooner than speak, and speak sooner 
than drink, and drink sooner than pray : and yet, 'zounds, 
I lie ; for they pray continually to their saint, the common- 
wealth ; or rather, not pray to her, but prey on her, for 
they ride up and down on her and make her their boots. 

Gliam. What, tho commonwealth their boots ? will she 
hold out water in foul way? 

Gads, She will, she will ; justice hath liquored her. 
We steal ns in a castle, cock-sure; we have the receipt 
of fern-seed, wc walk invisible. 

Ckavi, Nay, by my faith, I think you are more be- 
holding to the night than to fern-seed for your walking 
invisible. 



Gads, Give me thy hand : thou shalt have a share in 
our purchase, as I am a true man. 

Cham, Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a false 
thief. 

Gads, Go to ; * homo ' is n common name to all men. 
Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of the stable. Fare- 
well, you muddy knave. \^ExLiint. 

Scene II . — Ttu highway, near Gt dshill. 

Enter Prince Henry and PoiNS. 

Poins, Come, shelter, shelter : I have removed Falstaff's 
horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet. 

Prince, Stand close. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal, Poins ! Poins, and bo hanged I Poins ! 

Prince, Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal ! what a brawling 
dost thou keep! 

Fai, Whore’s Poins, Ilal? 

Prince, He is walked up to the top of the hill : 1 11 
go seek him. 


Fal, I am accursed to rob in that thief’s company : 
the rascal hath removed my horse, and tied him 1 know 
not where. If I travel but four foot by the squier* 
further afoot, I shall break my wind. Well, I doubt not 
but to die a fair death for all this, if I ’&caj>e hanging for 
killing that rogue. I have forsworn his coini)any hourly 
any time this two and Uventy years, and yet 1 am bewitched 
with the rogue’s company. If the rascal have not given 
me medicines to make me love him. I’ll be hanged; it 
could not be else ; I have drunk medicines. Poins ! Hal ! 
a plague upon you both ! Bardolph 1 Peto ! I’ll starve ere 
I’ll rob a foot further. An ’twere nut as good a deed as 
drink, to turn true^ man and to leave these logues, * 

I am the v(‘riest vailet that ever chewed with a tooth. 
Eight yards of uneven ground is tlireescore and ten miles 
afoot with me ; and the stony-hearted villains know it 
well enough : a plague upon it when thieves cannot be 
true one to another! [They ichistle] Whew* A plague 
upon you all I (iive me my horse, you rogues ; give me 
my horse, and be hanged 1 

Pnnee. Peace, ye fat-guts 1 lie down ; lay thine car 
close to the ground, and list if thou canst hear tlie tread 
of travellers. 

Fal, Have you any levers to lift me up again, being 
down^ ’Sblood, I’ll not boar mine own flesh so far afoot 
again for all the coin in thy fathei’.s exchequer. What 
a plague mean ye, to colt* me thus? 

Pnnee, Thou best; thou art not colted, thou art 
uncolted. 

Fal, I prithee, good Prince Hal, help me to my horse, 
good king’s son. 

Prince, Out, yc rogue! shall 1 be your ostler? 

Fal, Go, hang thyself in thine own heir-ap])aient gar- 
ters! If I be ta’cn, I’ll peach for this. An I havi» not 
ballads made on you all and sung to filthy tunes, let a 
cup of sack be my poison : when a jest is so forward, 
and afoot tool I hate it. 

Enter GaDSUILL, BaRDOI.PII and PETO with him. 

Gads. Stand. 

Fal, So I do, against my will. 

Povis, O, ’tis our bettor: I know his voice. Bardolph, 
what news? 

jSard. Case ye, case ye ; on with your vizards : there’s 
money of the king’s coming down the lull, ’ti.s going to 
the king’s exchequer. 

Fal. You lie, ye rogue ; ’lis going to the king’s tavern 

Gads, There’s enough to make us all. 

Fal, To he hanged. 

Prince. Sirs, you four shah front them in the narrow 
lane; Ned Poins and I will walk lower: if they ’scape 
from your encounter, then they light on us. 

Peto, How many be there of tlicm? 

Gads, Some eight or ten. 

Fal, 'Zounds, will they not rob us ? 

Prince, What, a coward. Sir Jolm Paunch? 

Fal, Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand- 
father; but yet no co\vard, Hal. 

Prince, Well, w’e leave that to the proof. 

Poins, Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the hedge : 
w'hen thou needest him, there thou shalt find him. 1 arc- 
well, and stand fast. , , , , . 

Fal, Now cannot I strike him, if 1 should be hanged. 

Prince. Ned, where are our disguises? 

Poins, Here, hard by: stand close. 

[Exeftint Pnnee and Poins, 

Fal, Now, my masters, happy man be his dole, say 
I: every man to his business. 
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Enttr the TravelleTS. 

First Trav. Come, neighbour: the boy shall lead our 
horses down the hill; we'll walk afoot awhile, and ease 
our legs. 

Thieves. Stand t 

TravelUrs. Jesus bless ust 

Fed. Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains' throats ; 
ah ! whoreson caterpillars I bacon>fed knaves I they bate us 
youth: down with them; fleece them. 

Travellers. 0, we are undone, both we and ours for ever ! 

Fed. Hang ye, gorbellied* knaves, are ye • 
undone? No, ye fat chuffs; 1 would your store were 
here I On, bacons, on 1 What, ye knaves I young men 
must live. You are grand jurors, are ye? we’ll jure ye, 
'faith. [Here they rob them and bind them. Exeunt. 

Be~enttr Prince Henry and PoiNS. 

Prince. The thieves have bound the true men. Now 
could thou and I rob the thieves and go meivily to London, 


it would be argument for a week, laughter for a month, 
and a good jest for ever. 

Pains. Stand dose; 1 hear them coming. 

Enttr the Thieves again. 

Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then to horse 
before day. An the Prince and Poins be not two arrant 
cowards, there’s no et^uity stirring: there's no .more valour 
in that Poins than in a wild-duck. 

Prince. Your money! 

Poins. Villains ! 

[As they are sharing, the Prince and Poins set upon 
them} they all run away; and Fcdetaff, ajttr a 
blow or two, runs away too, leaving the booty behind 
them. 

Prince. Qot with much ease. Now merrily to horse : 
The thieves are all scatter'd, aud possess’d with fear 
So strongly that they dare not meet each other; 

Each takes his fellow for an officer. 

Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death. 



And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 

Were’t not for laughing, I should pity him. 

Poins. How the rogue roar’d! [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — Warhoorth castle. 

Enter HOTSPUR, solus, reading a letter. 

Hot. 'But, for mine own part, my lord, I could be 
well contented to be there, in respect of the love I bear 
your house.' He could be contented: why is he not, 
then? In respect of the love he bears our house: he 
shows in this, he loves his own bam better than he loves 
oui- house. Let me see some more. ‘The purpose you 
undertake is dangerous;’ — ^why, that’s certain: 'tis danger- 
ous to take a cold, to sleep, to drink; but I tell you, 
my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck this 
flower, safety. ‘ The purpose you undertake is dangerous ; 
the friends you have named uncertain; the time itself 
unsorted ; and your whole plot too light for the counter- 
poise of so great an opposition.' Say you so, say you so ? 
I say unto you again, you are a shallow cowardly hind, 
and you lie. What a lack-brain is this! By the Lord, 
our plot is a good plot as ever was laid; our friends 
trae and constant : a good plot, good friends, and full of 
expectation ; an excellent plot, very good friends. What 
a frosty-spirited rogue is this! Why, my lord of York 
commends the plot and the general course of the action. 


’2k)uncls, an 1 were now by this rascal, 1 could brain him 
with his lad 3 r’s fan. Is there not my father, my uncle, 
and myself? Lord Edmund Mortimer, my lord of York, 
and Owen Glendower ? is there not besides the Douglas ? 
have I not all their letters to meet me in arms by the 
ninth of the next month ? and arc they not some of them 
set forward already? What a pagan rascal is this! an 
infidel ! Ha ! yon shall see now in very sincerity of fear 
and cold heart, will he to the king, and lay open all our 
proceedings. 0, 1 could divide myself and go to buffets, 
for moving such a dish of skim milk with so honourable 
an action! Hang him! let him tell the king: u'e are 
prepared. I will ‘bet forward to-night. 

Enter Lady Percy. 

How now, Kate ! I must leave you within these two hours. 

Lady. 0, my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For w’hat offence luive I this fortnight been 
A banish’d woman from my Harry’s bed? 

Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ? • 

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth. 

And start so often when thou sifst alone ? 

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks; 

And given my treasures aud my rights of thee 
To thick-eyed musing and cursra melancholy? 

In thy faint^ slumbers I by thee have watch’d. 
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And heard thee murmur talcs of iron wars ; 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed: 

Cry ‘Courage! to the field!’ And thou hast talk’d 
Of sallies and retires, .of trenches, tents. 

Of basilisks,* of cannon, culverin, « kwj 

Of prisoners’ ransom and of soldiers slain. 

And all the currents of a heady fight. 

'Ihy spirit within thee hath been so at war 
And thus hath so bestirr’d thee in thy sleep. 

That beads of sweat have stood upon tliy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late-disturbed stream; 

And in thy face strange motions have appear’d, 

Such as we see when men restrain their breath 
On some great sudden heat. 0, what portents are these ? 
Some heavy business hath my lord on hand. 

And I must know it, else he loves me not 
Hot. What, ho ! 

EiUer Servant. 

Is Gilliams with the packet gone? 


Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hot, Hath Butler brought those horses from the sherifi ? 
Serv. One horse, my lord, be brought even now. 

Hot. What horse? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not? 
Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne. 

Well, I will bock him straight: 0 esperance! 

Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. \^ExU Servant. 
Lady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot. What say'st thou, iny lady ? 

Lady. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot. Why, my horse. 

My love, my horse. 

Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape 1 

A weasel hath not such a deal of s])leen 
As you are toss’d with. In faith. 

I’ll know your business, Hany, that 1 will. 

1 fear my brother Mortimer doth stir 

About his title, and hath sent for you 

'To line* his eutt*rprise ; but if you go — ' **»»*^‘ 



Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 

Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Directly unto this question that X ask : 

In faith I’ll break thy little finger, Harry, 

An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, 

Away, you trificr ! Love ! I love thee lut, 

I core not for thee, Kate: this is no world 
To play with mainmets and to tilt with lips : 

Wo must have bloody noses and crack’d crowns. 

And pass them current too. God's me, my horse ! 
What say’st thou, Kate ? what would’st thou have with me ? 

Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed ? 
Well, do not then ; for since you love me not, 

I will not love myself. Do you not love me ? 

Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride ? 

And when I am o’ horseback, I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate : 

I must not have you henceforth question me 


Whither I go, nor reason whereabout: 

Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude. 

This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 

I know you wise, but yet no farther wise 
Than Hany Percy’s wife : constant yon are. 

But yet a woman : and for secrecy. 

No lady closer; for I well believe 

Thou will not utter what thou dost not know ; 

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate. 

Lady. How ! so far ? 

Hot. Not an inch farther. But hark you, Kate : 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too; 

To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. 

Will this content you, Kate? 

Lady. It must, of force {Exeunt. 

ScKNG IV . — Tlie Boar’s-Hcad Tavern, Eastcheap. 
Enter the Pkincb and PoiNS. 

Prince. Ned, prithee, come out of that fat room, and 
lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 
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Poins. Whero hast been, Hal ? 

Prince. With three or foar loggerh'eads amongst three 
or four score hogsheads. I have sounded the very base- 
string of humility. Sirrah, I am sworn brother to a 
leash of drawers ; and can call them all by their christen 
names, as Tom, Dick, and Francis. They take it already 
upon their salvation, that though I be but Prince of Wales, 
yet 1 am the king of courtesy ; and tell me flatly 1 
am no proud Jack, like Falstaif. but a Corinthian, a 
lad of metal, a good toy, by the Lord, so they call 
me, and when I am king of England, I shall command 
all the good lads in Eastcheap. They call drinking deep, 
dyeing scarlet •, and when you breathe in your watering,* 
they cry ‘hem!’ and bid you play it off. To 
conclude, I am so good a proficient in one quarter of an 
hour, that I can drink with any tinker in his own language 
during my life. I tell thee, Ned, thou hast lost much 
honour, that thou wert not with me in this action. But, 
sweet Ned — to sweeten which name of Ned, I give thee 
this pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now into my hand 
by an under-skinker, one that never spake other English 


in his life than * Eight shillings and sixpence,’ and ' You 
are welcome,' with this shrill addition, ' Anon, anon, sir ! 
Score a pint of bastard in the Half-moon,’ or so. But, 
Ned, to drive away the time till Falstaif come, I prithee, 
do thou stand in some by-room, while 1 question my 
puny drawer to what end he gave me the sugar; and 
do thou never leave calling ‘ Francis,’ that his ttde to me 
may bo nothing but *Anou.’ Step aside, and I’ll show 
thee a precedent 

Poina. Francis ! 

Prince. Thou art perfect 

Paine. Francis! {ExU Pains. 

Enter Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. Look down into the Pomgar- 
net Kalph. 

Prince. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord? 

Prince. How long hast thou to serve, Francis?- 

Fran. Forsooth, five years, and as much as to — 

Paine. \Wilhinl\ Francis! 



Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

Prince. Five year ! by’r lady, a long lease for the clink- 
ing of ^wter. But, Francis, darest thou be so valiant 
as to play the cowaid with tiiy indenture, and show it a 
fair pair of heels and run from it? 

Fran. O Lord, sir. I’ll be sworn upon all the books in 
England, I could find in my heart — 

Paine. [Within."] Francu! 

Fran. Anon, sir. 

Prinu. How old art thou, Francis? 

Fran. Let me see — about Michaelmas next I shall 
be — 

Paine. [WUhin."] Francis! 

Fran. Anon, sir. Pray stay a little, my lord. 

Prinu, Nay, but hark you, Francis : for the sugar thou 
gavest me, ’twas a pennyworth, was’t not? 

Fran. 0 Lord, 1 would it hod been two! 

Pritue. 1 wUl give thee for it a thousand pound : ask 
me when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it 

Paine. [Within."] Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

Prince. Anon, Francis? No, Fhmcis; but to-morrow. 


Francis ; or Francis, o’ Thursday ; or indeed, Francis, when 
thou wUt But, Francis I 

Fran. My lord ? 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this leathern jerkin, crystal- 
button, nott-pated,* agate-ring, puke-stocking* • 
caddis-garter,* smooth-tongue, Spanish-pouch — *^,11^ 

Fran. 0 LorA sir, who do you mean? 

Prinu. ■Why,*^then, your brown bastard* ij t a wtai. 
your only drink ; for look you, Francis, your white canvas 
doublet will sully ; in Barbary, sir, it cannot come to so 
much. 

Fran. What sir? i 

Paine. [WUhin.] Francis! 

Prinu. Away, you rogue! dost thou not 'hear them 
call? [Here they both call him; the drawer ataftda amaud, 

not knowing whieh'^way to go. 

Enter Vintner. ] 

Vint, What, standest thou still, and heaiest such a 
calling ? Look to the guests within. [Exit Frcmeie.] My 
lord, old Sir John, with half-a-dozen more, are at the 
door: shaH'fl let them in? 
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Prince. Let them alone awhile, and then open the door. 
[Exit Vinlntr.'\ Poins I 

Be-enUr Poms. 

Point. Anon, anon, sir. 

Prince. Sirrah, Falstaif and the rest of the thieves are 
at the door: shall we be merry? 

Point. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye; 
what cunning match have you made with this jest of the 
drawer? come, what’s the issue? 

Prince. I am now of all humours that have showed 
themselves humours since the old days of goodman 
Adam to the pupil age of this present twelve o’clock at 
midnight. 

Re-enter FlUNCls. 

What’s o’clock, Francis? 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. [Exit. 

Prince. That ever this fellow should have fewer word.s 
than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman 1 His industry 
is up'Stairs and down-stairs ; his eloquence the parcel of 
a reckoning. 1 am not yet of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur 
of the north ; he that kills me some six or seven dozen of 
Scots at a breakfast, washes his hands, and says to his 
wife, ' Fie upon this quiet life ! I want work.’ ‘ 0 niy sweet 
Hariy,’ says she, 'how many hast thou killed to-day?; 
‘Give my roan horse a di'ench,’ says he; and answers, 

‘ Some fourteen,’ an hour after, ‘ a trifle, a trifle.’ I prithee, 
call in Falstaff: I'll play Percy, and that damned brawn 
shall play Dame Mortimer his wife. ‘Bivol’ says the 
drunkard. Call in ribs, call in tallow. 

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolph, and Peto ; Francis 
following with wiiu. 

Point. Welcome, Jack: where hast thou been? 

Fal. A plague of all cowards, I say, and a vengeance 
too 1 marry, and amen 1 Give mo a cup of sack, boy. 
Kre T lead this life long, I’ll sew nether stocks and 
mend them and foot them too. A plague of all cowards ! 
Give me a cup of sack, rogue. Is there no virtue extant ? 

[He drivlet. 

Prince. Didst thou never see Titan kUs a dish of 
butter? pitiful-hearted Titan, that melted at the sweet 
tale of the sun’s ! if thou didst, then behold that compound. 

Fal. You rogue, here’s lime in this sock too : there is 
nothing but roguery to be found in villanous man: yet 
a coward is worse than a cup of sack with lime in it. A 
villanous coward I Go thy ways, old Jack ; die when thou 
wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be not foigot upon the 
face of the earth, then am 1 a shotten herring. There 
live not three good men unhanged in Fmgland; and one 
of them is fat and ro>ws old : God help the while 1 a 
bad world, I say. 1 would I were a weaver; I could 
sing psalms or any thing. A plague of all cowards, I 
say still 

Prince. How now, wool-sack' what mutter you? 

Fed. A king’s son 1 If I do not beat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a daj^r of lath, and drive all thy subjecU 
afore thee like a flock of wild geese. I’ll never wear hair 
on my face more. You Prince of Wales 1 

Prince. Why, you whoreson round man, what's the 
matter ? 

FaL Are not you a coward? answer me to that: 
and Poins there? 

Point. ’Zounds, yo fat paunch, an ye call me coward, 
by the Lord, I’ll stab thee. 

Fed. I call thee coward! I’ll see thee damned ere I 
call thee coward : but I would give a thousand pound I 
could run as fast as thou canst. You are straight enough 
VOL. m. 


in the shoulders, you care not who sees your back: call 
you that backing of your friends ? A plague upon such 
backing! give me them that will face me. Give me 
a cup of sack: I am a rogue, if 1 drunk to-day. 

Prince. 0 villain! thy lips are scarce wiped since 
thou drunkest last. 

Fal. All’s one for that. [He drinkt.'\ A plague of 
all cowards, still say I. 

Prince. What’s the matter ? 

Fal. What’s the matter ! there be four of us here have 
ta’en a thousand pound this day morning. 

Prince. Where is it. Jack? where is it? 

Fal. Where is it ! taken from us it is : a hundred 
upon poor four of us. 

Prince. What, a hundred, man ? 

Fed. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword with 
a dozen of them two hours together. I have 'scaped by 
miracle. I am eight times thrust tlirough the doublet, 
four through the hose ; my buckler cut through and 
through ; my sword hacked like a hand-saw — ecce signum ! 
1 never deut better since I was a man : all would not 
do. A plague of all cowards ! Let them speak : if they 
speak more or less than tmth, they are villains and 
the sons of darkness. 

Prince. Speak, sirs ; how was it ? 

Gadt. We four set upon some dozen — 

Fal. Sixteen at least, my lord. 

Gadt. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, eveiy man of them ; 
or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gadt. As we were sharing, some six or seven fresh 
men set upon us — 

Fal. And unbound the rest, aud then come in the other. 

Prince. What, fought you with them all? 

Fal. All! I know not what you call all; but if 1 
fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radish: 
if ^ere were not two or three and fifty upon poor old 
Jack, then am I no two-legged creature. 

Prince. Pray God you have not murdered some of them. 

Fal. Nay, that’s past praying for : I have peppered 
two of them; two I am sure I have wd; two rogues in 
buckram suits. I tell thee what, Hal, if 1 toll thee a 
lie, spit in my face, call me horse. Thou knowest my 
old ward; here I lay, and thus I l)ore my point. Four 
rogues in buckram let drive at me — 

Prince. What, four ? thou saidst but two even now. 

Fal. Four, Hal; 1 told thee four. 

PoiTU. Ay, ay, he said four. 

Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly thrust 
at me. 1 made no more ado but took all their seven 
points in my target thus. 

Prince. Seven? why, there were but four even now. 

Fal. In buckram? 

Point. Ay, four, in buckram suits. 

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else. 

Prinu. Prithee, let him alone ; we shall have more anon. 

Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal? 

Prince. Ay, and mark thee too. Jack. 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. These 
nine in buckram that I told thee of — 

Prince. So, two more already. 

Fed. Their points being broken — 

Point. Down fell their hose. 

Fed. Beran to give me ground: but I followed me 
close, came in foot and hand ; and with a thought seven 
of the eleven I paid. 

Prince. 0 monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown out 
of two! 

10 
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Fed. But, as the devil would have it, three misbegot^ 
knaves in Kendal green came at my ^k, and let drive 
at me ; for it was so dark, Hal, that thou couldst not see 
thy hand. 

Frinu. These lies are like their fatlier that begets 
them; gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou 
clay>brained guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou whoreson, 
obscene, greasy tallow-keech.’ i Lump of w. 

Fed. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the 
truth the truth? 

Prince. Why, how couldst thou know these men in 
Kendal green, when it was so dark thou oouldst not see 
thy hand? come, tell us your reason: what sayest thou 
to this? 

Pains. Come, your reason. Jack, your reason. 

Fed. What, upon compulsion ? ‘Zounds, an I were at 
the strappado, or all the rocks in the world, I would 
not tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on com- 
pulsion! if reasons were as plentiful as blackberries, I 
would give no man a reason upon compulsion, I. 

Prince. I’ll be no longer guilty of this sin ; this san- 
guine coward, this bed-presser, this horse-back-breaker, 
this huge hill of flesh — 

Fad. ’Sblood, you starveling, you elf-skin, you dried 
neat’s tongue, you bull’s pizzle, you stock-fish! O for 
breath to utter what is like thee! you tailor’s-yard, you 
sheath, you bow-case, you vile standing-tuck — 

Prince. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it again : and 
when thou hast tired thyself in base comparisons, hear 
me speak but this. 

Pains. Mark, Jack. 

Prince. We two saw you four set on four; you bound 
them, and were masters of their wealth. Mark now, how 
a plain tale shall put you down. Then did we two set 
on you four ; and, with a word, out-faced you from your 
prize, and have it; yea and can show it you here iii the 
house : and, Falstalf, you carried your guts away as nimbly, 
with as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy and still 
ran and roared, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art 
thou, to hack thy sword os thou hast done, and then say 
it was in fight ! What trick, what device, what starting 
hole, const thou now find out to hide thee from this open 
and apparent shame? 

Pains. Come, let’s hear, Jack; what trick hast thou 
now ? 

Fed. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that 
made ye. Why, hear you, my masters : was it for me 
to kill the heir-apparent ? should 1 turn upon the true 
prince ? why, thou knowest I am as valiant as Hercules : 
but beware itistinct; the lion will not touch the true 
prince. Instinct is a g^t matter ; I was now a coward 
on instinct. I shall think the better of myself and thee 
during my life ; I for a valiant lion, and thou for a true 
prince. But, by the Lord, lads, I am glad you have the 
money. Hostess, clap to the doors : watch to-night, pray 
to-morrow. Gallants, lad% boys, hearts of gold, all the 
titles of good fellowship come to you! What, shall we 
be merry? shall we have a play extempore? 

Prince. Content ; and the argument sludl be thy run- 
nios away. 

Fal. Ah, no mote of that, Hal, an thou lovest me I 
Enter Hostess. 

Hod. 0 Jesu, my lord the prince! 

Prince. How now, my lady the hostess! what sayest 
thou to me? 

Host. Many, my lord, there is a nobleman of the court 
at door would apeak with you : he says he comes from 
your father. 
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Prince. Give him as much as will make him a royal 
man, and send him back again to my mother. 

Fed. What manner of man is he? 

Host. An old man. 

Fal. What doth gravity out of bis bed at midnight? 
Shall I give him his answer? 

Prince. Prithee, do. Jack. 

Fal. Faith, and I’ll send him packing. [Exit. 

Prince. Now. sirs: by’r lady, you fought fair; so did 
you, Peto ; so did you, Bardolph : you arc lions too, you 
ran away upon instinct, you will not touch the true prince; 
no, fie! 

Bard. 'Faith, I ran when I saw others loin. 

Prince. ’Faith, tell me now in earnest, how came Fal- 
stafTs sword so hacked? 

Peio. Why, he hacked it with his dagger, and said he 
would swear truth out of England but he would make 
you believe it was done in fight, and persuaded us to do 
the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-grass 
to make them bleed, and then to beslubber our garments 
with it, and swear it was the blood of true men. 1 did 
that I did not this seven year before, I blushed to hear 
his monstrous devices. 

Prince. 0 villain, thou stolest a cup of sack eighteen 
years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever since 
thou hast blushed extempore. Thou hadst fire and sword 
on thy side, and yet thou rannest away: what instinct 
hadst thou for it? 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors? do you 
behold these exhalations? 

Prince. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend? 

Prince. Hot livers and cold purses. 

Bard. Cholcr, my lord, if rightly taken. 

Prince. No, if rightly taken, halter. 

Bc~enter Falstaff. 

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How new, 
my sweet creature of bombast ! How long is’t ago. Jack, 
since thou sawest thine own knee? 

Fal. My oum knee ! when I was about thy years, Hal, 
I was not an eagle’s talon in the waist ; 1 could have crept 
into any alderman’s thumb-ring ; a plague of sighing and 
grief! it blows a man up like a bladder. Theie's villanous 
news abroad : hem was Sir John Biucy from your father ; 
you must to the court in the morning. That same mad 
fellow of the north, Percy, and he of Wales, that gave 
Amaimon the bastinado and made Lucifer cuckold, and 
swore the devil his true liegeman upon the cross of a 
Welsh hook — what a plague call you him? 

Poins. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen, the same ; and his son-in-law Mor- 
timer, and old Nosthumberland, and that sprightly Scot 
of Scots, Douglas, that runs o’ hoi'seback up a hill per- 
pendicular — 

Prince. He that rides- at high speed and with bis pistol 
kills a sparrow flying. 

Fed. You have hit it 

Prince. So did he never the sparrow. 

Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him ; he 
will not run. 

Prince. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to praise 
him so for running! 

Fed. O’ horseback, ye cuckoo; but afoot he will not 
budge a foot 

Prince. Yes, Jack, upon instinct 

Fal. I mnt ye, upon instinct Well, he is there too, 
and one Movdake, and a thousand blue-caps mote: Wor- 
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cestet is stolen awsy to-night ; thy father's beard is tunied 
white with the news : you may buy land now as cheap 
as stinking mackerel 

Prinet. Why, then,' it is like, if there come a hot June 
and this civil buffeting hold, we shall buy maidenheads 
as they buy hob-nails, by the hundreds. 

Fal. By the mass, lad, tliou sayest true ; it is like we 
shall have good trading that way. But tell me, Hal, art 
not thou horrible afeard ? thou being heir-apparent, could 
the world pick thee out three such enemies again as 
that fiend Douglas, that spirit Percy, and that devil 
Olendower? Art thou not horribly afraid? doth not thy 
blood thrill at it? 

Ptinu. Not a whit, i' faith; I lack some of thy 
instinct. 

F(U. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow when 
thou comest to thy father: if thou love me, piuctise au 
answer. 

l*rince. Do thou stand for my father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my life. 

Fal, Shall I ? content : this chair shall bo my state, 
this dagger my sceptre, and this cushion my crown. 

Prince. Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy golden 
sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crown 
for a pitiful bald crown I 

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of 
thee, now shalt thou be moved. Give mo a cup of sack 
to make my eyes look red, that it may be thought I have 
wept ; for I must speak in passion, and I will do it 
in King Cambyses’ vein. 

Prinu. Well, here is my leg.* 

Fal. And here is my speech. Stand aside, nobility. 

Host. 0 Jesu, this is excellent sport, i’ faith I 

Fal. Weep not, sweet queen; for trickling tears are 
vain. 

Host. O, the father, how he holds his countenance! 

Fal. For God’s sake, lords, convey my tristful queen ; 
For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes. 

Host. 0 Jesu, he doth it as like one of these harlotry 
players as ever I see! 

Fal. Peace, good pint-pot; peace, good tickle-brain. 
Harry, I do not only marvel where thou spendest thy 
time, but also how thou art accompanied: for though tlie 
camomile, the more it is trodden on the faster it grows, 
yet youth, the more it is wasted the sooner it wears. Tliat 
thou art my son, I have partly thy mother’s word, partly 
my own opinion, but chiefly a villanous trick of thine 
eye and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth 
warrant me. If then thou be son to me, here lies the 
point; why, being son to me, art thou so pointed at? 
Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove a micher* 
and eat blackberries ? a question not to be asked. Shall 
the son of England prove a thief and take purses?^ a 
question to be asked. There is a thing, Harry, which 
thou hast often heard of, and it is knonn to many in 
our land by the name of pitch: this pitch, as ancient 
writers do report, doth defile ; so doth the company thou 
keepest: for, Harry, now I do not speak to thee in 
drink but in tears, not in pleasure but in passion, not 
in words only, but in woes also: and yet there is a 
virtuous man whom I have often noted in thy company, 
but I know not his name. 

Prince. What manner of man, an it like your m^'esty ? 

Fal. A goodly portly man, i’ faith, and a corpulent ; of 
a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble carria^ : 
and, as I think, hu age some fifty, or, by’r lady, inclining 
to three score; and now I remember me, his name is 
Falstaff : if that man should be lewdly given, he deceiveth 
me ; for, Harry, I see virtue in his looks. If then the tree 


may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, 
peremptorily I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff: 
him keep with, the rest banish. And tell me now, thou 
naughty varlet, tell me, where hast thou been this month ? 

mnee. Dost thou speak like a king ? Do thou stand 
for me, and I’ll play my father. 

Fal. Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely, so 
majestically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the 
heels for a rabbit-sucker • or a poulter’s * liare. ifeSSS,”'''*’ 

Prince. Well, here I am set. 

Fal. And here I stand: judge, my masters. 

Prinu. Now, Harry, whence come you? 

Fal. My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

Prinu. The complaints I hear of thee are CTievous. 

Fal. ’Sblood, my lord, they are false : nay. I’ll tickle 
ye for a young prince, i’ faith. 

Prinu. Swearest thou, ungracious boy ? henceforth ne’er 
look on me. Thou art violently carried away from grace : 
there is a devil haunts tiiee in the likeness of an old 
fat man; a tun of man is thy companion. Why dost 
thou converse with that trunk of humours, that bolting- 
hutch* of beastliness, that swollen parcel of rinutao. 
dropsies, that huge bombard* of sack, that stuffed 
cloak bag of guts, that roasted Manningtree ox with the 
pudding in his belly, that reverend vice, that grey iniquity, 
that father mffian, that vanity in years ? Wherein is he 
good, but to taste sack and drink it ? wherein neat and 
cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat it ? w'herein cunning, 
but in craft? wherein crafty, but in villany? wherein 
villanous, but iu all things? wherein worthy, but in 
nothing? 

Fal. I would your grace would take me with you: 
whom means your grace? 

Prinu. That villanous abominable misleadcr of youth, 
Falstaff, that old white-bearded Satan. 

Fal. My lord, the man I know. 

Prinu. 1 know thou dost. 

Fal. But to say I know more harm in him than in 
myself, were to say more than 1 know. That he is old, 
the more the pity, his white hairs do witness it; but 
that he is, saving your reverence, a whoremaster, that I 
utterly deny. If sack and sugar he a fault, God help the 
wicked ! if to be old and merry be a sin, then many an 
old host that I know is damned: if to ^ fat be to be 
hated, then Pharaoh’s lean kine are to be loved. No, 
my good lord ; banish Peto, banish Bardolph, banish 
Poins: but for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack Falstaff, 
true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff, and therefore 
more valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff, banish 
not him thy Harry’s company, banish not him thy 
Harry’s company : banish plump Jack, and banish all the 
world. 

Prince. I do, I will. [A knocking heard. 

[Exeunl Hostess, Francis, and Pardriph. 

Jte-enter Baroolph, running. 

Bard. 0 roy lord, my lord! the sheriff with a most 
monstrous watch is at the door. 

Fal. Out, ye rogue ! Play out the play : I have much 
to say in the behalf of that Falstaff. 

Se-enitr the Hostess. 

Host. 0 Jesu, my lord, my loni! 

Prince. Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon a fiddle- 
stick: what’s the matter? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the door : 
they are come to search the house. Shall 1 let them in ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece 
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of gold a counterfeit ; thou art essentially mad, without 
seeming so. 

Prince. And thou a natural coward, without instinct 
FaL I deny your major : if you will deny the sheriff, 
so ; if not, let him enter : if I Income not a cart as well 
as another man, a plague on my bringing upl 1 hope 
I shall as soon be strangled with a hdter as another. 

Prince. Oo, hide thee behind the arras : the rest walk 
up above. Now, my masters, for a true face and good 
conscience. 

Fed. Both which I have had: but their date is out, 
and therefore I'll hide me. 

Prince. Call in the sheriff. 

[Exeunt all except the Prince and Peto. 

Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 

Now, master sheriff, what is your will with me? 

Sher. Firsts pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath follow’d certain men unto this house. 

Prince. What men ? 

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious lord, 
A gross fat man. 

Car. As fat as butter. 

Prince. The mai^ I do assure you, is not here: 

For I myself at this time have employ'd him. 

And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee 
That I wdll, by to-morrow dinner-time. 

Send him to answer thee, or any man. 

For any thing he shall be charged withal : 

And so let me entreat you leave the house, 

Sher. I will, my lord. There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 


Prince. It may be so : if he have robb’d these men. 
He shall be answerable; and so farewell. 

Sher. Good night, iny noble lord. 

Prince. I think it is good morrow, is it not? 

Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’clock. 

[Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier. 

Prince. This oily rascal is known as well as Faul’s. 
Go, call him forth. 

Feto. Falstaff! — Fast asleep behind the arras, and 
snorting like a horse. 

Pi'inu. Hark, how hard he fetches breath. Search his 
pockets. [He searcheth hie poclcets^ and findeth certain 
papers.'] What hast thou found? 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

Prince. Let’s see what they be : read them. 

Peto. [Reads.] 


Item, A capon, 2s. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, .... 4d. 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 5s. 8d. 

Item, Anchovies and sack after supper, ... 2s. 6d. 

Item, Bread • obol»». • ot.® 


Prince. O monstrous ! but one half-penny-worth of 
bread to this intolerable deal of sack I What there is 
else, keep close ; we’ll read it at more advantage : there 
let him sleep till day. I’ll to the court in the morning. 
We must idl to the wars, and thy place shall be honour- 
able. I'll procure this fat rogue a chaige of foot ; and 
I know his death will be a march of twelve-score. The 
money shall be paid back again with advantage. Be with 
me betimes in the morning ; and so, good morrow, Peto, 
Peto. Good morrow, good my lord [Exeunt. 





ACT III. 

Scene I. — Bangor. The Archdeacon’s house. 


Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and Glendower. 

Mort. These promises are fair, the parlies sure. 

And our induction' full of prosperous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, and cousin Glendower, 

Will you sit down? 

And uncle Worcester : a plague upon it ! 

I have forgot the map. 

Gleiid. No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy : sit, good cousin Hotspur ; 

For by that name as oil as Lancaster 

Doth speak of you, his cheeks look pale, and witli 

A rising sigh he wisheth you in heaven. 

I[ot. And you in hell, as oft as he hears Owen Glen- 
dower spoke of. 

Glend. 1 cannot blame him : at my nativity 
'Ihe front of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 

Of burning cressets ; and at my birth 
The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shaked like a coward. 

Hot. Why, so it would have done at the name sea mn, 
if your mother’s cat had but kittened, though yourself 
had never been born. 

Glend. I say the earth did shake when I was born. 
Hot. And I say the earth was not of my mind. 

If you suppose as fearing you it shook. 

Glend. The heavens were all on Are, the earth did 
tremble. 

Hot. 0, then the earth shook to see the heavens on fire. 
And not in fear of your nativity. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In strange eruptions; oft the teeming earth 

Is with a kind of colic pinch’d and vex’d 

By the imprisoning of unruly wind 

Within her womb; which, for enlaigement striving. 

Shakes the old beldam earth and topples down 

Steeples and moss-grown towers. At your birth 


Our grandam earth, having this distemperature. 

In passion shook. 

Glend. Cousin, of many men 

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
To tell you once again that at my birth 
'fbe front of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 

The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 

These signs have mark'd me extraordinary , 

And all the courses of my life do show 
I am not in the roll of common men. 

Where is he living, clipp’d in with the sea 
That chides the banks of England, Scotland, Wales, 
Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me? 

And bring him out that is but woman’s son 
Can trace me m the tedious ways of art 
And hold me pace in deep experiments. 

Hot. I think there’s no nan speaks better AVelsh. 
I'll to dinner. 

Afort. Peace, cousin Percy ; you wiU make liim mad 
Glend. T can call spirits from the vasty deep. 

Hot. Why, so can I, or so can any man; 

But will they come when you do call for them ? 

Glend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to command 
The devil. 

H(d And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the devil 
By telling truth: tell truth and shame the devil. 

If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither, 

And I’ll be, sworn I have power to shame him hence. 
0, while you live, tell truth and shme the devil! 

Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable chat 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made head 
Against my power; thrice from the banks of Wye 
And sandy-bottom’d Severn have I sent him 
Bootless home and weather-beaten back. 

Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather too 1 
How ’scapes he agues, in the devil’s name? 
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Glend. Come, here’s the map : shall we divide our ri<;ht 
According to our threefold order ta’cn? 

Mart. The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits very equally: 

England, from Trent and Severn hitherto. 

By south and east is to my part assign’d : 

All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore, 

And all the fertile land within that bound. 

To Owen Glendower; and, dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying off from 'Trent. 

And our indentures tripartite are drawn; 

Which being settled interchangeably, 

A business that this night may execute. 

To-morrow, cousin Percy, you and I 

And my good Lord of Worcester will set forth 

To meet your father and the Scottish power. 

As is appointed us, at Shrewsbmy. 

My father Glendower is not ready yet. 

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen daya 
Within that space you may have drawn together 
Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 

OleTid. A shorter time shall send me to you, lords: 
And in my conduct shall your ladies come; 

From whom you now must steal and take no leave. 

For there will be a world of water shed 
Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Jlot. Methinks my moiety,* north from Burton here. 
In quantity equals not one of yours: jpartion. 

See how this river comes me cranking in. 

And cuts me from the best of all my laud 
A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out. 

I’ll have the current in this place damm’d up; 

And here the smug and silver Trent shall run 
In a new channel, fair and evenly ; 

It shall not wind with such a deep indent. 

To rob me of so rich a bottom here. 

Giend. Not wind ? it shall, it must ; you see it doth. 
JWort. Yea, but 

Mark how he bears his course, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other side; 

Gelding the oppose continent as much 
As on the other side it takes from you. 

Wor. Yea, but a little charge will trench him here 
And on this north side win this cape of laud; 

And then he runs straight and even. 

Hot. I’ll have it so: a little chaige will do it. 

GUnd. I’ll not have it alter’d. 

Hot. Will not you ? 

OUnd. No, nor you shall not. 

Hot. Who shall say me nay? 

Glend. Why, that will I. 

Hot. Let me not understand you, then; speak it in 
WeUh. 

GUnd. I can speak English, lord, as well as you; 
For I was train’d up in the English court; 

Where, being but young, I framed to the harp 
Many an English ditty lovely well. 

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament, 

A virtue that was never seen in you. 

HoL Marry, 

And 1 am glad of it with dl my heart: 

I had rather be a kitten and cry mow 
Than one of these same metre liallad-mongers ; 

I had rather hear a brazen canstick turn’d. 

Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree ; 

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge. 

Nothing so much as mincing poetry: 

’Tis like the forced gait of a shuffling nag. 

OUnd. Come, you shall have Trent turn’d. 


Hot. I do not care: I’ll give thrice so much land 
To any well-deserving friend; 

But in the way of bargain, mark ye me. 

I’ll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 

Are the indentures drawn? shall we bo gone? 

Glend. The moon shines fair; you may away by night: 
I’ll haste the writer, and withal 
Break with your wives of your departure hence : 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad. 

So much she doteth on her Mortimer, [JSxit 

Mart. Fie, cousin Percy! how you cross my father; 
Hot. I cannot choose: sometime he angers mo 
With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant. 

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies. 

And of a dragon and a Unless fish, 

A clip-wing’d griffin and a monlteu raven, 

A couching lion and a ramping cat. 

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puts mo from my faith. I tell you what; 

He held me last night at least nine hours 
In reckoning up the several devils’ names 
That were his lackeys ! I cried ‘ hum,’ and ' well, go to,’ 
But mark’d him not a word. 0, he is as tedious 
As a tired horse, a railing wife; 

Worse than a smoky house : I had lathcr live 
With cheese and garlic in a windmill, far, 

Than feed on cates, and have him talk tu mo 
In any summer-house in Christendom. 

Mort. In faith, he is n worthy gentleman. 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
In strange concealments, valiant as a lion. 

And wondrous affable and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin? 

He holds your temper in a high res|>ect 
And curbs himself even of his natural scope 
When you come ’cross his humour; faith, he docs; 

I wan-aut you, that man is not alive 
Might so have tempted him as you have done. 

Without the taste of danger and reproof; 

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

Wor. In faith, ray lord, you are too wilful-blame; 
And since your coming hither have done enougli 
To put him quite beside his patience. 

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault: 
Though sometimes it show greatnes.s, coui'age, blood — 
And that’s the dearest grace it renders you — 

Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage. 

Defect of manners, want of government. 

Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain: 

The least of which haunting a nobleman 
Loseth men’s hearts, and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides, 

B^uiling them of commendation. 

Hot. Well, Lrfim school'd : good manners be your speed ! 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 

Ee~vnier Gj;,endower with the ladiet. 

Mort. This is the deadly spite that angea me; 

My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh. 

Glend. My daughter weeps : she will not part with you ; 
She’ll be a soldier too, she’ll to the wars. • 

Mort. Good father, tell lie» that she and my* aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your conduct speedily. \Qleni(noer epeaJes 
to her in Wdak, and she answers him ih the same. 
Glend. She is desperate here ; a peevish self-will’d 
harlotry, one that no persuasion can do good upon. 

[The lady sipecikt in WelsL 
Mort. I understand thy looks: that pretQr Welsh 
Which tb6u pouFst down ftom these swelling heavens 
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1 am too perfect in; and, but for shame, 

In such a parley should I answer thee. 

[2’Ae lady speaks again in Welsh. 

I understand thy kisses and thou mine, 

And that’s a feeling disputation: 

But I will never be a truant, love, 

Till I have learn’d thy language ; for thy tongue 
Makes Walsh as sweet as ditties liighly peun’d. 

Sung by a fair queen in a summer’s bower, 

With ravishing division, to lier lute. 

Olend. Nay, if you melt, tlicn will she run mad. 

[The lady speaJes again in Welsh. 
Mori. 0, I am ignorance itself in this! 

Olend. She bids you on the wanton rushes lay you down 
And rest your gentle head upon lier lap, 

And she will sing the song that pleasctti you. 

And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep, 

Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness, 

Making such difTereiice 'twixt wake and sleep 
As is the dilTerence l>etwixt day and night 
The hour before the heavenly-harness’d team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

Mort. With all my heart I’ll sit and hear her sing; 
By that time will our book,® 1 think, be drawn. 

Olcml. Do so ; * ludmlurw. 

And those musicians that shall play to you 
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence, 

And straight they shall be here : sit, and attend. 

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down*, 
come, quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 
Lady. P. Go, ye giddy goose. [The music plays. 

Hot. Now I perceive the devil understands Welsh ; 
And ’tis no marvel he is so humorous, 

By’r lady, ho is a good musician. 

Lady P. Then should you be nothing but musical, 
for you are altogether governed by humours. Lie still, 
ye thief, and hear the lady sing in Welsh 

Hut. 1 had rather hear Lady, iny brach, howl in Irish. 
Lady P. Wouldst thou have thy head broken? 

Hot. No. 

Lady P. Then be still, 

ILot. Neither ; 'tis a woman’s fault. 

Lady P. Now God help thee! 

Hot. To the Welsh lady’s bed. 

Lady P. What’s that? 

Hot. Peace 1 she sings. 

[Here the lady sings a Welsh song. 
Hut. Come, Kate, I’ll have your song too. 
lAidy P. Not mine, in good sooth. 

Hot. Not yours, in good sooth! Heart! you swear 
like a comfit-maker’s wife. "Not you, in good sooth,* 
and " As true as I live,’ and " As God shall mend me,’ 
and "As sure as day,’ 

And givest such sarcenet surety for thy oaths, 

As if thou never walk’dst further than Finsbury. 

Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou an, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leave "in sooth,’ 

And such protest of pepper-gingerbread. 

To velvet-guards^ and Sunday-citizens. 4 vciTet-tfimmed droM«i. 

Gome, sing. 

Laity P. I will not sing. 

Hot. 'Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be red-breast 
teacher. An the indentures bo drawn. I’ll away within 
these two hours ; and so, come in when yo will. [Exit. 

Olend. Come, come, I^ord Mortimer ; you are as slow 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go. 

By this our book is drawn ; we’U but seal, 

And then to horse immediately, 
iforfe With all my heart [Exeunt. 


Scene II. — Lemdon. The palace. 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and others. 

King. Lords, give us leave ; the Prince of Wales and I 
Must have some private conference : but bo near at band. 
For we shall presently have need of you. [Exeunt Lords. 
I know not whether God will have it so. 

For some displeasing service I have done, 

That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He’ll breed rcveiigcinent and a scourge for me; 

But tliou dost in thy passages of life 
Make me believe that thou ait only mark’d 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven 
To punish my mibtreadiugs. Tell me else, 

Could such inordinate and low desires. 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean attempts. 
Such barren pleasures, rude society. 

As thou art match’d withal and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatness' of thy blood 
And hold their level with tliy princely heart? 

Prince. So please your majesty, I would 1 could 
Quit all offences with as clear excuse 
As well as I am doubtless I can purge 
Myself of many 1 am charged withal: 

Yet such extenuation let me beg, 

As, ill reproof® of many tales devised, * wtsmot. 

Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear 
By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers, 

1 may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander’d and irregular. 

Find pardon on my true submission. 

King. God pardon thee! yet let me w^onder, Harry, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 

Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, 

Wliich by thy younger brother is supplied, 

And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood ; 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d, and the soul of every man 
Prophetically doth forethink thy fall. 

Had I so lavish of iny presence been. 

So cornmon-hackney’d in the eyes of men, 

So stale and cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 

Had still kept loyal to possession. 

And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, I could not stir 
But, like a comet, I was wonder’d at; 

That men would tell their children, ‘This is he;’ 

Others would say, ‘Wlierc, which is Bolingbroke ?* 

And then I stole all courtesy from heaven. 

And dress’d myself in such humility 

That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts. 

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, 

Even in the presence of the crowned king 
Thus did I keep my person fresh and new; 

My presence, like a robe pontifical, 

Ne'er seen but wonder’d at : and so my state. 

Seldom but sumptuous, showed like a feast 
And won by rareness such solemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters and rash bavin* wite, 

Soon kindled and soon burnt; carded^ his state, 
Mingled his royalty with capering fools, 

Had bis great name profaned with their scorns 
And gave his countenance, against his name, 

To laugh at gibing boys and stand the push 
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Of every beardless vain comparative,* 

Grew a companion to the common streets, 

Enfeoff’d himself to popularity; 

Thaty being daily swallow’d by men’s eyes, 

They surfeited with honey, and began 
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 

So wheu he had occasion to be seen. 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes 
As, sick and blunted with community. 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 
When it shines seldom in admiring eyes; 

But rather drowzed and hung their eyelids down. 

Slept in his face, and render'd such aspect 
As cloudy men use to their adversaries, 

Being with his presence glutted, gorged, and full. 

And in that very line, Harry, standcst thou ; 

For thou host lost thy princely privilege 
With vile participation : not an eye 
But is a-weary of thy common sight, 

Save mine, which hath desired to sec thee more; 
Which now doth that I would not have it do. 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

Prince. 1 shall hereafter, my thrice gracious lord. 
Be more myself. 

King. For all the world 

As thou art to this hour was Richard then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspuigh, 

And even as 1 was then is Percy now. 

Now, by my sceptre and ray soul to boot, 

He hath more worthy interest to* the state *' 

'rhan thou the shadow of succession; 

For of no right, nor colour like to nght. 

He doth fill fields with harness in the realm. 

Turns head against the lion's armed ja> s, 

And, being no more in debt to years than thou. 

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on 
To bloody battles and to bruising arms. 

What never-dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ! whose high deeds. 

Whose hot incursions and great name in arms 
Holds from all soldiers chief majority 
And military title capital 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ: 
Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swathling clothes. 
This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas, ta’eu him once, 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up. 

And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 

And what say you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Archbishop’s grace of Yoi'k, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate against us and are up. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes. 

Which art my near’st and dearest enemy? 

Thou that art like enough, through vassal fear 
Bose inclination, and the start of spleen, 

To fight against me under Perey’s pay. 

To dog his heels and curtsy at his frowns. 

To show how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Do not think so ; you shall not find it so : 
And God foimve them that so much have sway’d 
Your majestys good thoughts away from me! 

I will redeem aU this on Percy’s head. 

And in the closing of some glorious day 
Be bold to tell you that I am your son; 


When I will wear a garment all of blood 
And stain my favours in a bloody mask. 

Which, wash’d away, shall scour my shame with it; 
And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights. 

That this same child of honour and renown. 

This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight. 

And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet. 

For every honour sitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come. 

That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord. 

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 

And I will call him to so strict account. 

That he shall render every glory up, 

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time. 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heait. 

This, in the name of God, I promise here: 

The which if He be pleased 1 shall perform, 

I do beseech your majesty may salve 
The loug-growu wounds of my intemperance : 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands ; 

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

King. A hundred thousand rebels die in this: 

Thou shalt have charge and sovereign trust herein. 

Kntei' Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt? thy looks are full of speed. 

Blunt. So hath the business that I conic to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word 
That Douglas and the English rebels met 
'I'he eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury : 

A mighty and a fearful head they arc, 

If promises be kept on every hand. 

As ever offer’d foul play in a state. 

King. The earl of Westmoreland set forth to-day ; 
With him my son, Loid John of Lancaster; ^ 

For this advertisement is five days old: 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set forward; 

On Thursday we ourselves will march: our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth ; and, Harry, you shall march 
Through Gloucestershire; by which account, 
tlur business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgenorth shall meet. 

Our hands are full of business ; let's away ; 

Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. \^Ejxuut. 

Scene III. — EasUheap. The Boar'e-Head Tavern. 
Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since this 
lost action? do 1 not bate? do I not dwindle? Why, 
my skin hangs ,gbout me like an old lady’s loose gown; 
I am withered like an old apple-john. AVell, I'll repeut, 
and that suddenly, while I am in some liking ;' ‘ ««»•''**• 
I shall be out of heart shortly, and then I shall have 
no strength to repent. An I have not forgotten what 
the inside of a church is made of, I am a peppercorn, 
a brewer’s horse: the inside of a church! Cotipany, vil- 
lanous company, hath been the spoil of me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you oannot live 
long. 

Fal. Why, there is it; come, sing mo a bcwdy song; 
make me merry. I was as virtuously given aa a gentle- 
man need to be ; virtuous enough ; swore little | diced not 
above seven times- -a week; went to a bawdy-house not 
above onc^ in a quarter-Hif an hour; ^laid money that 
I borrowe^^three or four times; lived well and in good 
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compass; and now I live out of all order, out of all 
compass. 

hard. Why, you aj*e so fat, Sir John, that you must 
needs be out of all compass, out of all reasonable compass. 
Sir John. 

FaL Do thou amend thy face, and Til amend my life : 
thou art our aihniral, thou bearest the lantern in the 
poop, but 'tis in the nose of thee; thou art the Knight 
of the Burning Lamp. 

Bard, Why, Sir Jolin, my face docs you no Iiarm. 

Fal, No, I'll be sworn ;• I make as good use of it as 
many a man doth of a Death's-head or a memento mori : 
I never see thy face but I tliink upon hell-fire and Dives 
that lived in purple ; for there ho is in his robes, burning, 
burning. If thou wert any way given to virtue, I would 
swear by thy face; my oath should be ‘By this fire, 
that's God's angel :' but thou art altogether given over ; 
and wert indeed, but for the light in thy face, the son 
of utter darkness. When tliou rannest up Gadshill in 
the night to catch my homo, if I did not think thou 
hadst been an ignis fatuus or a ball of wildfire, there's 



no purchase in money. 0, thou art a perpetual triumph, 
an everlasting bonfire-light 1 Thou hast saved me a 
thousand marks in links and torches, walking with tlice 
in the night betwixt tavern and tavern: but the sack 
that thou liast drunk me would have bought me lights 
a.s good cheap* at the dearest chandler's in * At » ebtaper rmu. 
Europe. I have maintained that salamander of yours 
with fire any time this two and tluiiy years; God 
reward mo for it! 

Bard, 'Sblood, I would my face were in your belly! 

Fal, God-a-mercy! so should I be sure to be heart- 
burned. 

Enttr Hostess. 

How now, Dame Partlet the hen! have you inquired 
yet who picked my pocket ? 

Host, Why, Sir John, what do you think. Sir Joiui? 
do you think I keep thieves in my house? I have 
searched, I have inquired, so has my husband, man by 
man, boy by boy, servant by sciwant ; the tithe of a 
hair was never lost in my house before. 

VOL. 111. 


Fal, Ye lie, hostess: Bardolph was shaved, and lost 
many a hair; and I'll he sworn my pocket was picked. 
Go to, you are a woman, go. 

Host, Who, I ? no ; I defy thee : God's light, I was 
never called so in mine own hou.se before. 

Fal, Go to, I know you well enough. 

IIoU, No, Sir John; you do not know me, Sir John. 
I know you, Sir John: you owe me money, Sir John; 
and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it: I 
bought you a dozen of shirts to your back. 

Fal, Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given them away to 
bakers* wives, and they have made bolters* of them. 

Host, Now, as I am a true woman, Holland of eight 
shillings an ell. You owe money here besides. Sir John, 
for your diet and by-drinkings, and money lent you, 
four and twenty pound. 

Fal, He had his part of it; let him pay. 

Host, He? alas, he is. poor; he hath nothing. 

Fal, IIow 1 poor ? look upon his face : what call you 
rich? let them coin his nose, let them coin his cheeks: 
I'll not pay a denier. What, will you make a younker 
of me? shall 1 not take mine ea.se in mine inn hut 
I shall have my pocket picked ? I liave lost a seal- 
ring of my grandfather's woith forty mark. 

Host, O Jesu, I have heard the prince toll him, I 
know not how oft, that tliat ring was copper ! 

Fal, Howl the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cu]): 'sblood, 
an he were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, if lie 
would say so. 

Enter the Phincr and PlCTO, marching, and Fai.staff 
meets them, playing on his truncheon liLc a Ji/e. 

IIow now, lad ! is the \vind in that door, i’ faith i must 
we all march ? 

Bard, Yea, two and two, Newgate fashion. 

Host, My lord, 1 jiray you, lioar me. 

Prince. What sayest thou. Mistress Quu kly ^ How 
dotli thy husband ? I love him well ; he is an honest man. 

Host, Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal. Prithee, let her alone, and list to me. 

Prince. What sayest thou. Jack ? 

Fal, The other niglit I fell asleep here holiind the 
arms, and had my pocket picked : this house is turned 
bawdy-house; they pick pockets. 

Pnnee. Wliat didst thou lose, Jack? 

Fal. Wilt thou lielievc mo, Ilal ? three or four bonds 
of forty pound a-pieco, and a seal-ring of my grandfather's. 

Prince, A trillc, some eight-jienny matter. 

Jfost. So I told him, my lord ; and 1 said I heard 
your grace say so: and, mv loid, he speaks most vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouthed man as he is ; and said he 
would cudgel you. 

Prince. What! he did not? 

Host* There's neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in 
me else. 

Fal, There's no more faith in thee than in a stewed 
prune ; nor no more truth in thee than in a drawn fox ; 
and for womanhood, Maid Marian may be the deputy's 
wife of the w^ard to thee. Go, you thing, go. 

Host, Ray, what thing? what thing? 

Fal, What thing! why, a thing to thank God on. 

Host, I am no thing to thank God on. I would thou 
shouldst know it ; I am an honest man's wife : and, 
setting thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave to call 
me so. 

Fal, Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a beast 
to say otherwise. 

Host, Say, wdiat beast, thou knave, thou? 

Fal. What beast! why, an otter. 

11 
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Prince, An otter, Sir Jolml why an otter? 

Fal. Why, she’s neither fish nor flesh ; a man knows 
not where to have her. 

Bbst. Thou art an unjust man in saying so : thou or 
any man knows where to have me, thou knave, thou! 

Prince. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he slanders 
thee most grossly. 

Host. So he doth you, my lord; and said this other 
day you ought him a thousand pound. 

Prince. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound? 

FaU. A thousand pound, Ual I a million : thy love is 
worth a million: thou owcst me thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and said 
he would cudgel you. 

Fal, Did I, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Fal. Yea, if he said my ring was copper. 

Prince. I say ’tis copper: darcst thou he os good as 
thy word now? 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art but man, 


I dare: but as thou art prince, I fear thee as 1 fear 
the roaring of the lion's whelp. 

Prince. And why not as the lion? 

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the lion: 
dost thou think I’ll fear thee as I fear thy fatlier? nay, 
an 1 do, I pray God my girdle break. 

Prince. 0, if it should, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees 1 But, sirrah, there’s no room for faith, 
truth, nor honesty in this bosom of thine; it is all 
filled up with guts and midriff. Charge an honest 
woman with picking thy pocket! why, thou whoreson, 
impudent, embossed rascal, if there wei-e anything m thy 
pocket but tavern-reckonings, memorandums of bawdy- 
houses, and one poor penny-worth of sugar-candy to 
make thee long-winded, if thy pocket were enriched 
with any other injuries but these, 1 am a villain ; and yet 
you will stand to it; you will not pocket up wrong: 
art thou not ashamed? 

Fal. Dost tliou hear, Hal ? thou knowest in the state 
of inuocency Adam fell; and what should poor Jack 



Falstaff do in the days of villany? Thou seest 1 have 
more flesh than another man, and therefore more frailty. 
You confess then, you picked my pocket? 

Prince. It appears so by the story. 

Fal, Hostess, I forgive thee: go, make ready break- 
fast, love thy husband, look to thy servants, cherish thy 
guests; thou shalt find me tractable to any honest 
reason: thou seest I am pacified still.* Nay, ♦*•'«»•»*««*>••• 
prithee, be gone. [Exit Hoslm^ Now, Ual, to the news 
at court: for the robbery, lad, how is that answered? 

Prince. 0, my sweet teef, I must still be good angel 
to thee: the money is paid back again. 

Fal. 0, I do not like that paying back; 'tis a double 
labour. 

Prince. I am good firiends with my father, and may 
do any thing. 

Fal. Bob me the exchequer the first thing thou doest, 
and do it with unwashed hands too. 

Bard, Do, my lord. 

Prince. I have procured thee, Jack, a charge of foot. 


Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where shall I 
find one that can steal well ? 0 for a fine thief, of the 
age of two and twenty or thereabouts! I am heinously 
unprovided. Well, God be thanked for these rebels, they 
offend none but the virtuous: 1 laud them, 1 praise them. 
Prince. Bardqjph ! 

Bard. My lord? 

Prince. Go bear this letter to Lord John of Lancaster, 
to my brother John ; this to my Lord of Westmoreland. 
[Exit Bardolph."] Go, Peto, to horse, to horse; for thou 
and I have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time. [Exit 
Peto.] Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temj^le hc^ at 
two o’clock in the afternoon. 

There shalt thou know thy charge ; and then receive 
Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning; Percy stands on high; 

And either we or wey must lower lie. • [Eheit, 
Fal. Rare words! brave world! Hostess, my break- 
fast, come! 

0, X could wish this tavern were my drum! [Exit, 


ACT IV. 


Scene I . — Tlu rdxl camp near Shrtwahui'y. 


Enter Hotspub, Worcesteb, and Douglas. 

Hot, Well said, my noble Scot: if speaking truth 
In this fine age were not thought flattery, 

Such attribution should the Douglas have, 

As not a soldier of this season's stamp 
Should go so general current through the world. 

By God, I cannot flatter; I do dety 

The tongues of soothers; but a braver place 

In my heart’s love hath no man than yourself: 

Nay, task me to my word; approve me, lord. 

Dou^. Thou art the king ot honour: 

No inah so potent breathes upon the ground 
But I will ^rd him. 

Hot. Do so, and 'tis well. 

Enter a Messenger mih letters. 

What letters hast thou there ? — I can but thank you. 
Mess. These letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him I why comes he not himself? 
Mm. He cannot come, my lord ; he is giievous sick. 
Hot, 'Zounds! how has he the leisure to be sick 
In such a jostling* time ? Who leads his power ? ' 

Under whose government come they along? 

Mm. His letters Imot his mind, not I, my lord. 

Wor, I prithee, tdl me, doth he keep his bed? 

Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth ; 
And at the time of my departure thence 
He was much fear’d by his physicians. 


JFor. I would the state of time had first been whole 
Ere he by sickness had been visited: 

His health was never better uoith than now 
Hof. Sick now • droop now ! this sickness doth infect 
The very life-blood of our enterprise; 

'Tis catching hither, even to our camp 
He writes me here, that inward sickness — 

And that his friends by deputation could not 
So soon bo drawn, nor did he think it meet 
To lay so dangerous and de.ar a tiust 
On any soul removed but on his own. 

Yet doth he give us bold ad\ crtisement. 

That with our small conjunction we should on, 

To see how fortune is disposed to us; 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now. 

Because the king is certainly possess’d 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it? 

IVor. Your father’s sickness is a maim to us. 

Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp’d ofi: 

And yet, in faith, it is not ; his present want 
Seems more than we shall find it: were it good 
To set the exact wealth of all our states 
All at one cast? to set so rich a main 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour? 

It were not good; for therein should we read 
The very bottom and the soul of hope, 

The very list, the very utmost bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Eouff. 'Faith, and so we should, 
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\Vhere now remains a sweet reversion : 

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to come in: 

A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto. 

If that the devil and mischance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs 

Wor. But yet I would your father had been here. 
The quality and hair* of our attempt fcompitito*. 

Brooks no division: it will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 

That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 
Of our proceedings kept the earl from hence: 

And think how such an apprehension 
May turn the tide of fearful faction. 

And breed a kind of question in our cause; 

For well you know we of the offering side 
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement. 

And stop all siglit-holes, every loop from whence 
The eye of reason may pry in upon us: 

This absence of your father's draws a curtain. 

That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You strain too far. 

I rather of his absence make this use : 

It lends a lustre and more great opinion, 

A laiger dare to our great enterprise. 

Than if the earl were here; for men must think. 

If we without his help can make a head 
To push against a kingdom, with his help 
We shall o’erturn it topsy-turvy down. 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 

Doug. As heart can think : there is not such a word 
Spoke of in Scotland as this term of fear. 

£nter SiR Richard Yekmoh. 

Hot. "illy cousin Vernon! welcome, by my soul. 

Ver. Pray God my news bo worth a welcome, lord. 
The Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong. 

Is marching hitherward; with him Prince John. 

Hot. No harm: what more? 

Ver. And further, I have learn'd, 

The king himself in person is set forth. 

Or hitherwards intended speedily. 

With strong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is his son. 
The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales, 

And his comrades, that dafTd^ the world aside, 

And bid it pass? 

Ver. All furnish’d, all in arms; 

All plumed like estridges that wing the wind; 

Baitw like eagles having lately bathed; 

Glittering in golden coats, like images; 

As full of spirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as yoimg bulls. 

I saw young Harry, with his beaver on. 

His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 

Rise from the ground like feather'd Mercury, 

And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds 
'To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 

And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 

Hot. No more, no more : worse than the sun in March, 
'This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come; 

They come like sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war 
All hot and bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars sl^ on his altar sit 


Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire 

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh 

And yet not ours. Come, let me taste my horse. 

Who is to bear me like a thunderbolt 
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales: 

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse. 

Meet and ne'er part till one drop down a corse. 

0 that Glendower were come! 

Ver. There is more news : 

1 learn'd in Worcester, as I rode along. 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 

Doug. That’s the worst tidings that 1 hear of yet. 

Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 

Hot. What may the king’s whole battle leach unto? 

Vrr. To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let it be: 

My father and Glendower being both away. 

The powers of us may serve so gmt a day. 

Come, let us take a muster speedily : 

Doomsday is near; die all, die menily. 

Doug. Talk not of dyiug: I am out of fear 
Of death or death’s hand for this one-half year. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A pMio road near Coventry. 

Enter Falstaef and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; fill me 
a bottle of sack : our soldiers shall niai-ch through ; we’ll 
to Sutton Co’fil’ to-niglit 

Bard. Will you give me money, captain ? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel 

Ful. An if it do, take it for thy labour; and if it 
make twenty, take them all; I’ll answer the coinage. 
Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at town’s end. 

Bard. I will, captain : farewell. [Exit. 

Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, 1 am a soused 
gurnet I have misused the king’s press damnably. I 
have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty soMiers, 
three hundred and odd pounds. I press me none but good 
householders, yeomen’s sons; inquire me out contracted 
bachelors, such as had been asked twice on tlie banns; 
such a commodity of warm slaves, as had as lieve hear 
the devil as a drum ; such as fear the report of a caliver 
worse than a struck foul or a hurt wild-duck. I pressed 
me none but such toasts-and-butter, with hearts in their 
bellies no bigger than pins’ heads, and they have bought 
out their services ; and now my whole charge consists of 
ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, 
slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where 
the glutton’s dogs licked his sores ; and such as indeed 
were never soldiers, but discarded unjust serving-men, 
younger sons to younger brothers, revolted tapsters and 
ostlers trade-fall^, the cankers of a calm world and a 
long peace, ten times more dishonourable ragged than an 
old faced ancient : and such have I, to fill up the rooms 
of them that have bought out their services, that you 
would think that I had a hundred and fifty tottered pro- 
digals lately come from swine-keeping, from eoting draff 
and husks. A mad fellow met me on the waf , and told 
me 1 had unloaded all the gibbets and pressw the dead 
bodies. No eye hath seen such scarecrows^ I’ll not 
march through Coventry with them, that’s flati nay, and 
the villains march wide betwixt the legs, as it they had 
gyves on ; for indeed 1 had the most of them out of prison. 
Thero’s but a shirt and a half in all my company; and the 
half shirt is two napkins tacked together and thrown over 
the shoulders like an herald’s coat without sleeves; and 
the shirt, toi say the truth, stolen from my host at Saint 
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Alban’s, or the red-nose innkeeper of Daventry. But 
that's all one ; they’ll find linen enough on every hedge. 

Elder the Prince and Westmoreland. 

Prince. How now, blown Jack I how now, quilt! 

Fal. What, Ilal! how now, mad wag! what a devil 
dost thou in Warwickshire ? My good Lord of Westmore- 
land, I cry you mercy : I thought your honour had already 
been at Shrewsbury. 

West. Faith, Sir John, ’tis more than time that I were 
there, and you too; but my powers are there already. 
The king, I can tell you, looks for us all : we must away 
all night. 

Fal. Tut, never fear me: I am as vigilant as a cat 
to steal cream. 

Prince. I think, to steal cream indeed, for thy theft 
hath already made thee butter. But tell me. Jack, whose 
fellows are these that come after? 

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. 

Prince. I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fal. Tut, tut; good enough to toss;* food 
fur powder, food for powder ; they’ll fill a pit as well as 
better: tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

West. Ay, but. Sir John, methinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, too beggarly. 

Fal. ’Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they 
had that; and for their bareness, I am sure they never 
learned that of me. 

Prince. No, I’ll be sworn ; unless you call three fingers 
on the ribs bare. But, sirrah, make haste : Percy is already 
in the field. 

Fal. What, Is the king encamped? 

West. He is, Sir John : I fear we shall stay too long. 

Fal. Well, 

To the latter end of a fray and the beginning of a feast. 
Fits a dull fighter and a keen guest. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The rebel camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Douglas, and Vernon. 

ffot. We’ll fight with him to-night. 

War. It may not be. 

Doug. You give him then advantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. 

ffot. Why say you so ? looks he not for supply ? 

Ver. So do we. 

ffot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 

Wor. Good cousin, be advised; stir not to-night. 

Ver. Do not, my lord. 

Doug. You do not counsel well: 

You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas: by my life. 

And 1 dare well maintain it wim my life. 

If well-respected honour bid me on, 

I hold as little counsel with weak fear 

As you, my lord, or any Scot that this day lives: 

Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle 
Which of us fears. 

Doug. Yea, or to-night. 

Ver. Content. 

ffot. To-night, say I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not bo. I wonder much. 
Being men of such great leading as you are. 

That you foresee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition: certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon’s are not yet come up: 

Your uncle Worcester’s horse came but to-day; 

And now their pride and mettle is asleep. 


Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a horse is half the half of himself 

ffot. So are the horses of the enemy 
In general, journey-bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours arc full of rest 

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours : 

For God’s sake, cousin, stay till all come in. 

[The trumpet sounds a parley. 

Enter SiR Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king, 

If you vouchsafe me hearing and respect 

ffot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt; and would to God 
You were of our determination! 

Some of us love you well; and even those some 
Envy your great deservings and good name, 

Because you are not of our quality, 

But stand against us like, an enemy. 

Blunt. And God defend but stiU I should stand so, 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
You stand against anointed majesty. 

But to my charge. The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs,* and whereupon 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot, 

Wliich he confesseth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your griefs ; and with all speed 
You shall have your desires with interest. 

And pardon absolute fur yourself and these 
Herein misled by your suggestion. 

Hot. The king is kind ; and well we know the king 
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 

My father and my uncle and myself 
Did give him that same royalty he wears; 

And when he was not six and twenty strong. 

Sick in the world’s regard, wretched and low, 

A poor unminded outlaw sneaking homo. 

My father gave him w’elcome to the shore ; 

And when he heard him swear and vow to God 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster, 

To sue his livery, and beg his peace, 

With tears of innocency and terms of zeal, 

My lather, in kind heart and pity moved. 

Swore him assistance and perform’d it too. 

Now when the lords and terons of the realm 
Perceived Northumberland did lean to him, 

The more and less came in with cap and knee ; 

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages. 

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes. 

Laid giiU before him, proffer’d him their oaths. 

Gave him their heirs, as pages follow’d him 
Even at the heels in golden multitudes. 

He presently, as greatness knows itself. 

Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor. 

Upon the naked shores at Bavenspurgh; 

And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts and some strait decrees 
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth, 

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country’s wrongs; and by this face. 

This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for; 

Proceeded further; cut me off the hea^ 

Of all the favourites that the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When he was personal in the Irish war. 
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Blunt. Tut^ I came not to hear this. 

Hot. Then to the point 

In short time after, he deposed the king; 

Soon after that deprived him of his life; 

And in the neck of that, task’d* the whole state; 

To make that worse, suffer'd his kinsman March, 

Who is, if every owner were well placed. 

Indeed his king, to be engaged* in Wales, 

There without ransom to lie forfeited; 

Disgraced me in my happy victories. 

Sought to entrap me by intelligence; 

Kated mine uncle from the council-board ; 

In rage dismiss’d my father from the court ; 

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong. 

And in conclusion drove ns to seek out 
This head of safety; and withal to pry 
Into his title, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the king? 

Hot. Not so. Sir Walter: we'll withdraw awhile 
Go to the king; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again, 

And in the morning early sholl^my uncle 
Bring him our purposes: and so farewell. 

Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and love. 

Hot. And may to so we shall 

Blunt. Pray God you do. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — For*. The Archbishop’s palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of York and Sir Michael. 

Arch. Hie, good Sir Michael; bear this sealed brief 
With winged haste to the lord marshal; 

This to my cousin Scroop, and all the rest 

To whom they are directed. If you knew 

How much they do import, you would make haste. 


Sir Jf. My good lord, 

I guess their teuour. 

Arch. Like enough you do. 

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must bide the touch; for, sir, at Shrewsbury, 

As I am truly given to understand. 

The king with mighty and quick-raised power 
Meets with Lord Harry; and, I fear. Sir Michael, 

Wbat with the sickness of Northumtoland, 

Whose power was in the first proportion. 

And what with Owen Glendower’s absence thence, 

Who with them was a rated sinew* too ivjinaiDj. 

And comes not in, o’er-ruled by prophecies, 

I fear the power of Percy is too weak 
To wage an instant trial with the king. 

Sir M. Why, my good lord, you need not fear ; 

There is Douglas and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord of Worcester and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 

Arch. And so there is : but yet the king hath drawn 
The special head of all the land together : 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, 

The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt; 

And many more corrivals and dear men 
Of estimation and command in arms. 

Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be well opposed. 
Arch. I hope no less, yet needful ’tis to fear; 

And, to prevent the worst. Sir Michael, speed: 

For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us, 

For he hath heard of our confederacy. 

And 'tis but wisdom to make strong against him; 
Therefore make haste. I must go write again 
To other friends; and so farewell. Sir Michael. [Esuwni 






ACT V. 


Scene I . — The King’s 

Enter the Kino, Pjunce of Wales, Lord John of Lan- 
CASTEK, KaUL of WESTMORELAND, SiR WALTER BlUNT, 
and Palstaff. 

King. How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky* hill! the day looks pale «w<wi«i. 
At his distemperature. 

Prince. The southern wind 

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes. 

And by bis hollow whistling in the leaves 
I’orctells a tempest and a blustering day. 

King. Then with the losers let it sympathize. 

For nothing can seem foul to those that win. 

{Thi trumpet sounds. 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

How now, my Lord of Worcester! 'tis not well 
That you and I should meet upon such terms 
As now we meet. You have deceived our trust, 

And made us doff our easy robes of peace. 

To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel: 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well 
What say you to it} wiU you again unknit 
This churlish knot of oil-abhorred war? 

And move in that obedient orb again 
Where you did give a fair and natural light. 

And be no more an exhaled meteor, 

A prodigy of fear and a portent 
Of broached mischief to the unborn times? 

Wor. Hear me, my liege: 

For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours; for I do protwt, 

I have not sought the day ot this dislike. 

King, You have not sought it 1 how comes it, then ? 
Fal. liebeUion lay in his way, and he found it. 


camp near Shrewdmry. 

Prince. Peace, chewet,* peace ! ‘ 

Wor. It pleased your majesty to turn your looks 
Of favour from myself and all our house; 

And yet I must remember you, my lord. 

We were the first and dearest of your friends. 

For you my staff of ottice did I break 
In Ricliard’s time; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand, 

Wlien yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and lortunate as I. 

It was myself, my brother, and his son. 

That brought you home, and boldly did outdare 
The dangers of the time. You swore to us. 

And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, 

That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state; 

Nor claim no further than your new-fall’n right. 

The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of I.ancastcr: 

To this wo swore our aid. But in sliurt space 
It rain’d down fortune showering on your head; 

And such a flood of greatness fell on yon. 

What with our help, what with the absent king. 

What with the injuries of a wanton time. 

The seeming sufferances that you had borne. 

And the coutrarious winds that held the king 

So long in his unlucky Irish wars 

That all in Knglund did repute him dead: 

And from this swarm of fair advantages 
You took occasion to be quickly woo’d 
To gripe the general sway into your hand; 

Foigot your oath to us at Doncaster; 

And being fed by us you used us so 

As that ungentle guU,* the cuckoo's bird, • «»*• 

Useth the sparrow; did oppress our nest; 

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk. 

That oven our love durst not come near your sight 
For fear of swallowing; but with nimble wing 
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We were enforced, for safety sake, to fly 
Out of your sight and raise this present bead; 

Whereby we stand opposed by such means 
As you yourself have forged against yourself 
By unkind usage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworn to us in your younger enterprise. 

King. These things indeed you have articulate, 
Proclaim’d at market-crosses, read in churches. 

To face the garment of rebellion 

With some fine colour that may please the eye 

Of fickle changelings and poor discontents, 

Which gape and rub the elbow at the news 
Of hurlyburly innovation : 

And never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours to impaint his cause; 

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pellmell havoc and confusion. 

Prince. In both your armies there is many a soul 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 

If once tliey join in trial. Tell your nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy : by my hopes, 

This present enterprise set off his head, 

I do not think a braver gentleman. 

More active-valiant or more valiant-young. 

More daring or more bold, is now alive 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 

For my part, I may speak it to my shame, 

I have a truant been to chivalry; 

And so I hear he doth account me too; 

Yet this before my father’s majesty — 

I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation, 

And will, to save the blood on either side, 

Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

King. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we venture thee. 
Albeit considerations infinite 
Do make against it. No, good Worcester, no, 

We love our people well ; even those we love 
That are misled upon your cousin’s part; 

And, will they take the offer of our grace. 

Both ho and they and you, yea, every man, 

Shall be my friend again and I’ll be his: 

So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
^Vhat he will do : but if he will not yield, 

Bebuke and dread correction wait on us. 

And they shall do their office. So, be gone; 

We will not now be troubled with reply: 

We offer fair; take it advisedly. 

[Exeunt Worcester and Fernon. 

Prince. It will not bo accepted, on my life: 

The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Are confident against the world in anus. 

King. Hence, therefoi'e, every leader to his charge; 
For, on their answer, will we set on them : 

And God befriend us, as our cause is just! 

[Exeunt all but the Prince of Wales and FaUtaff. 

Pal. Hal, if thou see me down in the battle and 
bestride me, so ; ’tis a point of friendship. 

Prince. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that 
friendsliip. Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Fal. I would ’twere W-tiine, Hal, and all well 

Prince. Why, thou owest God a death. [ExU. 

Fal. ’Tis not duo yet; I would be loath to pay him 
before his day. What need 1 be so forward with him 
that calls not on me? Well, ’tis no matter; honour 
pricks me on. Yea, but how if honour prick me off 
when I come on? how then? Can honour set to a 1^? 


[Act V. 

no: or an arm? no; or take away the grief of a wound? 
no. Honour hath no skill in surgery, then? no. What 
is honour? a word. What is that word honour? air. 
A trim reckoning ! Who hath it ? he that died o' 
Wednesday. Doth he feel it ? no. Doth lie liear it ? 
no. ’Tis insensible, then. Yea, to the dead. But will 
it not live with the living ? no. Why ? detraction wiW 
not suffer it. Therefore I’ll none of it. Honour is a 
mere scutcheon: and so ends iny catechism. [Exit. 

Scene II. — The rebel camp. 

Enter Wokcestkr and Vernon. 

Wor. 0, no, my nephew must not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal and kind offer of the king. 

Ver. ’Twere best he did. 

Wor. Then are wc all undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be. 

The king should keep his word in loving us ; 

Ho will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish this offence in other faults: 

Suspicion all our lives shall be stuck full of eyes ; 

For treason is but trusted like tlie fox. 

Who, ne’er so tame, so cherish’d and lock’d up, 

Will have a wild trick of his anccstoi*s. 

Look how we can, or sad or merrily, 

Interpretation will misquote our looks, 

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall, 

The better cherish’d, still the nearer death. 

My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot; 

It hath the excuse of youth and heat of blood. 

And an adopted name of privilege, 

A hare-brained Hotspur, govern’d by a spleen: 

All his offences live upon my head 
And on his fathei'’s; we did train him on, 

And, his corruption being ta’en from us, 

We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all. 

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know. 

In any case, the offer of the king. 

Ver. Deliver what you will: I’ll say ’tis so. 

Here comes your cousin. 

Enter IIoT.SPUtt and Douglas. 

Hot. My uncle is return’d : 

Deliver up iny lord of Westmoreland. 

Uncle, what news? 

Wor. The king will bid you battle presently. 

Doug. Defy him by the lord of Westmoreland. 

Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 

Dfnig. Marry, and shall, and very willingly. [Exit. 
Wot. There is no seeming mercy in the king. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid ! 

Wor. I told him gently of our grievances, 

Of his oath-bre$king ; which lie mended thus, 

By now forswearing that lie is foraworn : 

He calls us rebels, traitors; and will scouige 
With haughty arms this hateful name in u& 

Re-enter Douglas. 

Doug. Arm, gentlemen; to arms! for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth, 

And Westmoreland, that w^os engaged, did bi^ar it; 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly; on. 

Wor. The Prince of Wales stepp'd forth befoi’e the king. 
And, nephew, chfUlenged you to single fights 
Hot. 0, would the quarrel lay upon our heads, 

And that no man might di-aw short breath to day 
But I and Harry Monmouth! Tell me, tell me. 

How shouted his tasking?' seem’d it in contempt? 
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Ver. No, by my soul; I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge uiged more modestly, 

Unless a brother should a brotlier dare 
To gentle exeroise a^d proof of arms. 

He gave you all the duties of a man ; 

Trimm'd up your praises witli a princely tongue, 

Spoke your deservings like a chronicle. 

Making you ever better than his praise 
By still dispraising praise valued with you ; 

And, which became him like a prince indeed. 

He made a blushing cital* of himself; aitoeiui 

And chid his truant youth with such a grace 
As if he master’d there a double spirit 
Of teaching and of learning instantly. 

There did ho pause : but let me tell the world. 

If he outlive the envy of this day, 

England did never owe so sweet a hope. 

So much misconstrued in his wantonness. 

Hot. Cousin, 1 think thou art enamoured 


On his follies: never did I hear 
Of any prince so wild a libertine. 

But be he as ho will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him with a soldier’s arm. 

That he shall shrink under my courtesy. 

Arm, arm with speed : and, fellows, soldiers, friends. 

Better consider what you have to do 

Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue. 

Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, here are letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read them now. 

O gentlemen, the time of life is short! 

To spend that shortness basely were too long. 

If lile did ride upon a dial’s point. 

Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 

An if we live, we live to tiead on kings, 



If die, brave death, when princes die with us' 

Now, for our consciences, the arms are fair. 

When the intent of bearing them is just. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, prepare ; the king comes on apace. 
Hot. I thank him, that he cuts me from my tale. 
For I profess not talking : only tliis — 

Let each man do his best: and hero draw I 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now, Esperancel Percy 1 and set on. 

Sound aU the lofty instruments of war. 

And by that music let us all embrace; 

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy. 

[The tmta^peis sonnd. They embrace, and exeunt. 
VOL. HI. 


Scene III . — Plain between the camp^ 

The Kino enters with his power. Alarum to the battle. 
Then enter Douglas and Sir Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 
Thou crassest me? what honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head? 

Bouff. Know then, my name is Douglas; 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus 
Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeness, for instead of thee. King Hairy, 

This sword hath ended him: so shall it thee. 

Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 

BIutU. I was not bom a yielder, thou proud Scot; 
And thou shalt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford’s death. [7!^ Jlghi. Douylas kills Blunt 

12 
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Enter Hotspuk. 

Hot. O Doiiglas, hadst thou fought at Uolmedon thus, 
I never had triumph’d upon a Scot. 

Dofug. All’s done, all’s won; here breathless lies tlie 
king. 

Hot. Where ? 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas? uo: I know this face full well: 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt; 
Semblably furnish’d like the king himself. 

Doug. A fool go with thy soul, whither it goes I 
A borrow’d title hast thou bought too dear: 

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king^ 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coats. 
Doug. Now, by my sword, I will kill all his coats; 
I’ll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece. 

Until I meet the king. 

Hot. Up, and away! 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. [Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Falstaff, so/vs. 

Fal. Though I could ’scape shot-free at London, I 
fear the shot here; here’s no scoring but upon the pate. 
Soft! who are you? Sir Walter Blunt; there's honour 
for you ! here’s no vanity ! 1 am as hot as molten lead, 
and as heavy too: God keep lead out of me! 1 need 
no more weight than mine own bowels. I have led my 
ragamuffins where they are peppered : there's not three 
of my hundred and fifty left alive ; and they are for 
the town’s end, to beg during life. But who comes here? 

Enter tlie PRINCE. 

Prince. What, stand’st thou idle here ? lend me thy 
sword : 

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies. 

Whose deaths are yet uni'evenged: I prithee, lend me 
thy sword. 

Fal. 0 Hal, I prithee, give me leave to breathe awhile. 
Turk Gregory never did such deeds in arms as I have 
done this day. 1 have paid Percy, I have made him sura 
Prince. He is, indeed; and living to kill thea I 
prithee, lend me thy sword. 

Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if I’eicy be alive, thou 
get’st not my sword; but take my pistol, if thou wilt. 
Prince. Give it me : what, is it in the case ? 

Fed. Ay, llal; ’tis hot, 'tis hut; there’s that will sack 
a city. [The Prince draws it out, and finds it to be a 

bottle of sack. 

Prince. What, is it a time to jest and dally now. 

[He throws the bottle ai him. Exit. 
Fal. Well, if Percy be alive. I’ll pierce him. If he 
do come in my way, so: if he do not, if I come in his 
willingly, let him make a carbonado of me. I like not 
such grinning honour as Sir Walter hath : give roe life ; 
which if I can save, so; if not, honour comes unlooked 
for, and there's an end. [Exit. 

Scene IV. — Another part of the field. 

Alarum. Excursions. Eider the King, the Prince, Loro 
J ouN OF Lancaster, and Earl of Westmoreland. 

King. I prithee, 

Harry, withdraw thyself ; thou bleed’st too much. 

Lord John of Lancaster, go you with him. 

Lan. Not I, my lord, unless I, did bleed too. 

Prince. I beseech your majesty,* make up. 

Lest your retirement do amaze your friends. 


King. I will do so. 

My Lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent. 

Wed. Come, my lord. I’ll lead you to your tent 
Prince. Lead me, my lord ? I do not need your help : 
And God forbid a shallow scratch should drive 
The Prince of Wales from such a field as this, 

Where stain’d nobility lies trodden on. 

And rebels’ arms triumph in massacres! 

Lan. We breathe too long : come, cousin Westmoreland, 
Our duty this way lies; for Goil’s sake, come. 

[Exeunl Prince John and Westmoreland. 
Prince. By God, thou hast deceived me, Lancaster; 

I did not think thee loi'd of such a spirit: 

Before, I loved thee as a brother, John; 

But now, 1 do respect thee as my soul. 

King. I saw him hold Lord Percy at the point 
With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such an ungrown warrior. 

Prince. 0, this boy 

Lends mettle to us all! 

Enter Douglas. 

Doug. Another king ! they grow like Hydra’s heads : 
1 am the Douglas, fatal to all those 
That wear those colours on them: what art thou. 

That counterfeit’st the pemon of a king? 

King. The king himself ; who, Douglas, grieves at heart 
So many of his shadows thou hast met. 

And not the very king. T have two boys 
Seek Percy and thyself about the field: 

But, seeing thou fall’st on me so luckily, 

I will assay thee; so, defend thyself. 

Doug. I fear thou art another counterfeit: 

And yet, in faith, thou bear’st thee like a king. 

But mine I am sure thou art, whoe’er thou he, 

And thus 1 win tlice. [They fight; the King being in 

danger, re-enter Prince of Wales. 
Prince. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up again ! the spirits >• 

Of valiant Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, arc in my aims 
It is the Prince of .Wales that threatens thee; 

Who never promiseth but he means to pay. 

[They fight; Douglas flies. 
Cheerly, my lord : how fares your grace ? 

Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent. 

And so hath Clifton: I’ll to Clifton straight. 

King. Stay, and breathe awhile : 

Thou hast redeem’d thy lost opinion, • * 

And show’d thou makest some tender of my life. 

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 

Prince. 0 God ! they did me too much injury 
That ever said I hearken’d for your death. 

If it were so, I might have let alone 
The insulting l|pnd of Douglas over you. 

Which would have been as speedy in your end 
As all the poisonous potions in the world. 

And saved the treacherous lalKUir of your son. 

King. Make up to Clifton : I’ll to Sir Nicholas Gawsey. 

[Exit. 

Enter HOTSPUR. 

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Hany Monmouth. 
Prince. Thou speak’st as if I would deny* my name. 
Hot. My name is Harry Percy, 

Prince. Why, then I see 

A very valiant rebel of the name. 

I am the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, 

To share with me in glory any more: 

Two stars ^keep not their motion in one sphere; 
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Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. * 

Hot Nor shall it, Harry; for the hour is come 
To end the one of and would to God. 

Thy name in arms were now as gieat as mine! 

Priwe, 1*11 make it greater ere I part from thee 
And all the budding honours on thy crest 
ril crop, to make a garland for my head. 

Hot I can no longer brook thy vanities. [They fight 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fat Well said, Hal I to it, Hal I Nay, you shall find 
no boy*8 play here, I can tell you. 

Re-enter Douglas; he fights with Falstaff, who falls down 
as if he were dead, arid exit Douglas. Hotspur is 
wounded, and falls. 

Hot. O, Harry, thou hast robb'd me of my youth ’ 

I better brook the loss of brittle life 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me; 

They wound my thoughts worse than thy sword my flesh: 
But thoughts the slave of life, and life time’s fool ; 

An<l time, that takes survey of all the world, 

Must have a stop. 0, I could prophesy, 

But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue; no, Percy, thou art dust, 

And food for — [Dies. 

Prince. For worms, brave Percy : fare thee well, great 
heart ! 

ril-weaved ambition, how much art thou shrunk 1 
When that this body did contain a .spirit, 

A kingdom fiw’ it was too small a bound ; 

But now two paces of the vilest earth 

Is room enough : tliis earth that bears thee dead 

Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 

If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 

1 sliould not make so dear a show of zeal * 

But let my favours hide thy mangled face ; 

And, even in thy behalf. I’ll thank myself 
For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven ! 

Tliy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave, 

But not remember’d in thy epitaph 1 

[He spicth Falstaff on the ground 
What, old acquaintance I could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life ? Poor Jack, farewell 1 
I couhl have better spared a better man: 

0, I should have a heavy miss of thee, 

If I were much in love with vanity I 
Death hath not struck So fat a deer to-day 
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray 
Embowell'd will I see thee by and by : 

Till then in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit 

Fat [Rising vp.] Embowelled if thou embowel me 
to-day, 1*11 give you leave to powder^ me and eat * 
me too, to-morrow. *Sblood, ’twas time to counterfeit, or 
that hot termagant Scot had paid mo scot and lot too. 
Counterfeit ? I lie, I am no counterfeit : to die, is to be 
a counterfeit ; for he is but the counterfeit of a man who 
hath not the life of a man : but to counterfeit dying, when 
a man thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true 
and perfect image of life indeed. The better part of valour 
is discretion ; in the which better part I have saved my 
life. ’Zounds, 1 am afraid of this gunpowder Percy, though 
he be dead : how, if he should counterfeit too and rise ? by 
ray faith, I am afraid he would prove the better counterfeit. 
Therefore 1*11 make him sure; yea, and 1*11 swear I killed 
him. Why may not he rise as well os 1 ? Nothing con- 
futes me but eyes, and nobody sees me. Therefore, siiTah 


IV.— PART 1. 

[stahhing him\ with a new wound in your thigh, come 
you along with me. [Tubes up Hotspur on his back. 

Re-enter the Prince of Wales and Loud John of 
Lancaster. 

Prince. Come, brother John; full bravely hast thou 
flesh’d 

Thy maiden sword. 

Lan. But, soft ! whom have we here ? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

Prince. I did; 1 saw him dead. 

Breathless and bleeding on the ground. Art thou alive ? 
Or is it fantasy that plays upon our eyesight ? 

I prithee, speak; wc will not trust our eyes 
Without our ears : thou art not what thou seem’st. 

Fal. No, that’s certain; I am not a double man : hut if 
I be not Jack Falstaff, then am 1 a Jack There i.s Percy 
[throwing the body down] : if your father will do me any 
honour, so ; if not, let him kill the next Percy himself 
I look to be cither carl or duke, I can assure you. 
Prince. Why, Peri'y 1 killed my.«*elf and saw Ihce d(ad 
Tal. Didst tliou ? I/)rd, Lord, how this world is given 
to lying 1 I grant you I was down and out ot breath , 
and so was he: but we rose both at an instant, ami 
fought a long hour by Shrewsbury clock. If I may be 
believed, so; if not, let them that thculd reward valoui 
bear the sin upon their own heads. 1 ’ll take it upon 
my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh : if the 
man \rere alive and would deny it, ’zounds, I would make 
him eat a piece of my sword. 

Lan. This is the strangest tale that over I beaid 
Prince. This is the stiangest fellow*, brother John. 
Come, bring your luggage nobly on jour back • 

For my part, if a lie may do tbee grace, 

I’ll gild it with the liai>piest teims 1 have. 

[A ntriat is sounded 

The triiinpct sounds retreat ; the day is ours. 

Como, brother, let us to the highest of the field, 

To see what friends are living, who aic dead 

[Exeunt Prince of Widis and Lanuisttr. 
Fat ril follow, as they say, for iwaid. He that 
rewards me, God reward him’ If I do grow great, I’ll 
grow less; for 1*11 purge, and leave sack, and live cleanlj 
as a nobleman should do. [Exit 

Scene V. — Another part of the field. 

The trumpets sound. Enter the King, Prince of Walks, 
Lord John of Lancaster, Earl of We.stmorelani), 
with Worcester and Vernon pi'isoncrs. 

King. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. 

Ill-spirited Worcester! did not w'c send grace. 

Pardon, and terms of love to all of you ^ 

And wouldst thou turn our offeis contrary ? 

Misuse tlie tenour of thy kinsman's trust? 

Three knights upon our party slain to-da}% 

A noble earl, and many a creature else, 

Had been alive this hour, 

If like a Christian thou hadst truly borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligeuce. 

War. What 1 have done my safety urged me to ; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently. 

Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

King. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon too : 
Other offenders we will pause upon. 

[Exeunt Woruster and Vernon, guarded. 
How goe.s the field ? 

Prince. The noble Scot, Lord Douglas, when he saw 
The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him, 

The noble Percy slain, and qU his men 
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Upon the foot of fear, fled with the rest , 

And falling from a hill, he was so bruised 
That the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is; and I beseech your grace 
1 may dispose of him. 

With all my heart. 

Prince. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you 
This honourable bounty shall belong : 

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransoiuless and free: 

His valour shown upon our crests to-day 
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds 
Even m the bosom of our adversaries 


[Act V. 

Lan. I thank your grace for this high couitesy. 
Which I shall give away immediately. 

King. Then this remains, that we divide our power 
Yon, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland 
Towards York shall bend you with your dearest speed. 
To meet Northumberland and the prelate Scroop, 

Who, as we hear, are busily in arms: 

Myself and you, son Harry, will towards Wales, 

To fight with Glendower and the Earl of March 
Bebellion iu this land shall lose Ins sway. 

Meeting the check of such another day. 

And since this business so fair is done, 

T.fit us not leave till all our own be won [Exeunt 
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INDUCTION. 


Warkworth. 


Enter RUMOUR, painted full of tongues. 

Rum. Open your ears; for which of yon will stop 
The vent of hearing when loud Rumour speaks ? 

I, from the orient to the drooping west, 

Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth : 

Upon my tongues continual slanders ride. 

The which in every language I pronounce. 

Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 

I speak of peact^ while covert enmity 
Under the smile of safety wounds the world: 

And who but Rumour, who but only I, 

Make fearful musters and prepared defence, 

Whiles the big year, swoln with some other grief. 

Is thought with child by the stem tyrant war. 

And no such matter! Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures. 

And of so easy and so plain a stop 

That the blunt monster with uncounted beads, 

The still-discordant wavering multitude. 


Before tke castle. 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well-known body to anatomize 

Among my household ? Why is Rumour here ? 

I run before King Harry’s victory; 

Who in a bloody field by Shrewsbury 

Hath beaten down young Hotspur and his tioops, 

Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 

Even with the rebel’s blood. But what mean I 

To speak so true at first? my office is 

To noise abroad that Harry Monmouth fell 

Under the wrath of noble Hotspur’s swoiil. 

And that the king before the Douglas' rage 
Stoop’d his anointed head as low as death. 

This have I rumour’d through the peasant towns 
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury 
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone. 

Where Hotspur’s father, old Northumberland, 

Lies crafty-sick: the posts come tiring on, 

And not a man of them brings other news 
Than they have learn’d of me: from Rumour’s tongues 
r They bring smooth comforts false, worse than true wrongs, 
I [Erit. 




ACT 1. 

Scene I . — Tkt same. 


Enter Lobd Bardolph 
L Bari. Who keeps the gate here, ho? 

The Porter vpvM the gate 

Where is the earl ? 

Port. What shall I say you are? 

L. Bard. XuU thou the earl 

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 

Port. Uis lordship is walk'd forth into the orchard : 
Please it your honour, knock but at the gate. 

And he himself will answer. 

Miter Northumberland. 

L. Bard. Here comes the earl. 

[Exit Porter. 

North. What news, LoihI Bardolph ? every minute now 
Should be the father of some stratagem: 

The times are wild; contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding madly hath broke loose 
And bears down all before him. 

LBard. Noble earl, 

I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 

North. Good, an God will! 

L. Bard. As good as heart can wish : 

The king is almost wounded to the death; 

And, in the fortune of luy lord your son. 

Prince Harry slain outright; and both the Blunts 
Kill’d by the baud of Douglas; youAg Prince John 
And Westmoreland and Stafford fled the field, 

And Harry Monmouth’s brawn, the hulk Sir John, 

Is prisoner to your son: 0, such a day. 

So fought, so follow’d, and so fairly won, 

Came not till now to dignify the times. 

Since Cmsar's fortunes! 

North. How is this derived? 

Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury? 


L. Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that came from 
thence, 

A gentleman well bred and of good name. 

That freely render’d me these news for true. 

North. Here comes my servant Travers, whom I sent 
On Tuesday last to listen alter news. 

Enter Travers. 

L Bard. My lord, I over-rode him on the way; 

And be is furnish’d with no certainties 
More than he haply may retail from me 
North. Now, Travers, what good tidings conies with you J 
Tra. My lord. Sir John Umfrevile turn’d me back 
With joyful tidings ; and, being better horsed, 

Out-rode me. After him came spurring hard 
A gentleman, almost forspent with speed. 

That stopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied horse. 

He ask’d the way to Chester; and of him 
I did demand what news from Shrewsbury : 

He told roe that rebellion had bad luck. 

And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold. 

With that, he ^ve his able horse the head. 

And bending fmward struck his armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel-head, and starting so 
He seem’d in running to devour the way. 

Staying no longer question. 

North. Ha ! Again : 

Said he young Harry Percy’s spur was cold? 

Of Hotspur Coldspur ? that rebellion 
Had met ill luck? 

L. Bard. My lord. I’ll tell you what. 

If my young lord your son have not the day, 

Upon mine honour, for a silken point 
I’ll give my barony : never talk of it 
North. 'Vimy should that gentleman that rode by Travers 
Give then ^such instances of loss ? 
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L. Bard. Who, ho ? 

He was some hildiiig' fellow that had stolen 
The horse he rode on, and, upon my life. 

Spoke at a venturQr look, here comes more news. 

Enter Morton. 

North. Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf, 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume: 

So looks the strand whereon the imperious flood 
Hath left a witness'd usurpation. 

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbury? 

Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord; 

Whore hateful death put on his ugliest mask 
To fright our party. 

North. How clotli my sou niul brother ? 

Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell tliy errand. 

Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless, 

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone, 

Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 

And would have told him half his Troy was burnt; 
But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue. 

And I my Percy's death ere thou report'st it. 

This thou wouldst say, *Your son did thus and thus, 
Your brother thus: so fought the noble Douglas:* 
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds: 

But in the end, to stop my ear indeed. 

Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, 

Ending with, 'Brother, son, and all arc dead.’ 

Mor. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet: 

But, for my lord your son — 

North. Why, he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue suspicion hath! 

He that but fears the thing he would not kuow 
Hath by instinct knowledge from others’ eyes 
Tliat what he fear'd is chanced. Yet speak, Morton ; 
Tell thou an earl his divination lies, 

.And I will take it as a sweet disgrace. 

And make thee rich for doing me such wrong. 

Mor. You are too great to be by me gainsaid : 

Your spirit is too true, your feara too certain. 

North. Yet, fur all this, say not that Percy’s dead 
I see a strange confession in thine eye: 

Thou sbakest thy head, and hold’st it fear or sin 
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so ; 

The tongue oifends not that reports his death : 

And ho doth sin that doth belie the dead, 

Not lie which sa3rs the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing oflicc, and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Remember’d tolling a departing friend. 

L. Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your son is dead. 
Mor. 1 am sorry I should force yon to believe 
That which I would to God I had not seen; 

But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state, 
Rendering faint quittance,^ wearied and outbreatlied. 

To Harry Monmouth; whose swift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the eartli, 

From whence with life ho never more sprung up. 

In few, bis death, whose spirit lent a fire 
Even to the dullest peasant in his camp. 

Being bruited once, took fire and beat away 
From the best-temper'd courage in his troops; 

For from his metal was his party steel’d; 

Which once in him abated, fdl the rest 
Turn'd on themselves, like dull and heavy lead: 

And as the thing that’s heavy in itself, 


Upon enforcement flics with greatest speed. 

So did our men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss. 

Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear 
That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim 
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety, 

Fly from the field. Then was that noble Worcester 
Too soon ta'en prisoner; and that furious Scot, 

The bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring sword 
Had tliree times slain the appearance of the king, 

’Gan vail his stomach,* and did grace the shame * ^ *'^'**- 

Of those that turn'd their backs, and in his flight, 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is that the king hath won, and hath sent out 
A speedy power to encounter you, my lord. 

Under the conduct of young 1-ancastcr 
And Westmoreland. This is the news at full 

North. For this I shall have time enough to mourn. 
In poison there is physic; and these news, 

Having been well, that would have made me sick, 

Being sick, have in some measure made me well: 

And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken’d joints. 

Like strengtlilcss hinges, buckle* under life, 

Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper’s arms, even so my limbs. 

Weaken’d with grief, being now enraged with giief, 

Are thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou nice* 

Cnitch I • Wooi.ntth. 

A scaly gauntlet now with joints of steel 
Must glove this hand: and hence, thou sickly quoifi 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head 
Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit. 

Now bind iny brows with iron; and approach 
The ragged’st* hour that time and spite dare bring 
To frown upon the enraged Northumberland I 
Let heaven kiss eaiih I now let not Nature's hand 
Keep the wild flood confined ! let order die 1 
And let this w^orld no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering act; 

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, 

And darkness be the burier of the dead ! 

Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong, my lord 

L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from your 

lionoiir. 

Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health ; the which, if you give o’er 
To stormy passiun, must perforce decay. 

You cast tlie event of war, my noble Jortl, 

And siimm’d the account of chance, before you said 
'Let us make head.' It was your prcsiinnise. 

That in the dole of blows your son might drop: 

You knew he walk’d o’er perils, on an edge. 

More likely to fall in than to get o’er; 

You were advised his flesh was capable 
Of w'ounds and scars, and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him where most trade ^ of danger ranged : ^ 

Yet did you say, ‘ Go forth and none of this, 

Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
The stiff-borne action : what hath then befallen, 

Or what liath this bold enterprise brought forth, 

More than that being which was like to be ? 

L. Bard. We all that are engaged to this loss 
Knew that we ventured on such dangerous seas, 

That if we wrought our life 'twas ten to one; 

And yet we ventured, for the gain proposed 
Choked the respect of likely peril fear'd; 

And since we are o’erset, venture again. 

Como, we will all put forth, body and goods. 
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Mor, Tis more than time: and, my most noble lord, 
I hear for certain, and do speak the truth, 

The gentle Archbishop of York is up 
With well-appointed powers: he is a man 
Who with a double surety binds his followers. 

My lord your son had only but the corpse, 

But shadows and the shows of men, to fight; 

For that same word, rebellion, did divide 
The action of their bodies from their souls ; 

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain’d, 

As men drink potions, that their weapons only 
Seem’d on our side; but, for their spirits and souls, 
This word, rebellion, it had froze them up. 

As fish arc in a pond. But now the bishop 
Turns insurrection to religion: 

Supposed sincere and holy in his thoughts, 

He’s followed both with body and with mind ; 

And doth enlarge his rising with the blood 
Of fair King Richard, scraped from Pomfret stones ; 
Derives from heaven his quarrel and his cause; 

Tells them he doth bestride a bleeding land. 

Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke; 

And more and less ® do flock to follow him. • 

Norih, I knew of this before; but, to speak truth. 
This present grief had wiped it from niy mind. 

Go in with me ; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety and revenge : 

Get posts and letters, and make friends with speed • 
Never so few, and never yet more need. [Exeunt, 

Scene IF — London, A street. 

Enter Falstaff, with his Page hearing his sword and 
buckler, 

Fal, Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor to my 
%vater ^ 

Page. He said, sir, the water itseP was a good 
healthy water; but, for tlie party that owed it, he 
mi^t have more diseases than he knew for. 

Fal Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me: 
the brain of this foolish-compounded clay, man, is not 
able to invent any thing that tends to laughter, more 
than I invent or is invented on me: I am not only 
witty in myself, but the cause that wit is in other men. 
I do here walk before tlice like a sow that hath over- 
whelmed all her litter but one. If the prince put thee 
into my service for any other reason than to set me 
off, why then I have no judgment. Thou whoreson 
mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn in my cap than 
to wait at iny heels. I was never manned with an 
agate* till now: but I will inset you neither 
in gold nor silver, but in vile apparel, and send you 
back again to your master, for a jewel — the juvenal, the 
prince your master, whose chin is not yet fledged. 1 
will sooner have a beard grow in the palm of my hand 
than he shall get one on his check; and yet he will 
not stick to say his face is a face-royal : God may 
finish it when he will, ’tis not a hair amiss yet: he 
may keep it still at a face-royal, for a barber shall 
never earn sixpence out of it; and yet he’ll be crowing 
as if he had writ man ever since his father was a 
bachelor. Ho may keep his own grace, but he's almost 
out of mine, I can assure him. What said Master 
Dombledon about the satin for ray short cloak and my 
slops ? 

Page. He said, sir, you should procure him better 
assurance than Bardolph: he would not take his bond 
and yours; he liked not the security, 

Fal, Let liim be damned, like the glutton ! pray God 


[Act I. 

his tongue be hotter! A wlioreson Achitophel! a 
rascally yea-forsooth knave! to bear a gentleman in 
hand, ‘ and then stand upon — security ! ‘ Wi hopn 

The whoreson smooth-pates do now wear nothing but 
high shoes, and bunches of keys at their girdles ; and if 
a man is thorough with them in honest taking up, then 
they must stand upon — security. 1 had as lief they 
would put ratsbane in my mouth as offer to stop it with 
— security. I looked a* should have sent me two and 
twenty yards of satin, os I am a true knight, and he 
sends me — security. Well, he may sleep in security ; for 
he hath the horn of abundance, and the lightness of his 
wife shines through it : and yet cannot he see, though he 
have his own lanthorn to light him. Where’s Bardolph? 

Page, lie’s gone into Sinithfield to buy your worship 
a horse. 

Fal I bought him in Paul’s, and lie’ll buy me a 
horse in Sinithfield : an 1 could get me but a wife in 
the stews, I were manned, horsed, and wived. 

Enter the Lord Chief-Justice and Servant. 

Page, Sir, here comes the noblermiii that committed 
the prince for striking him about Bardolph. 

Fal Wait close ; I will not see him. 

Ch, Just. What’s he that goes there 

Sei'v, Falstaff, an’t please your lordship. 

Ch. Just. He that was in question for the robbeiy ^ 

Serv, He, my lord : but he hath since done good 
service at Slirewshiiry ; and, as I hear, i.s now going 
with some charge to tlie Lord John of Lancaster. 

Ch. Just, What, to York? Call him back again. 

Serv, Sir John Falstaff! 

Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf. 

Page, You must speak louder ; iiiy master is deaf 

Ch. Just. I am sure he is, to the hearing of any 
thing good. Go, pluck him by the elbow , 1 must speak 
with him. 

Serii Sir John ! 

Fal. What! a young knave, and begging! Is there 
not wars? is there not employment? doth not the king 
lack subjects? do not the rebels need soldieis? Though 
it be a shame to be on any side but one, it woise 
shame to beg than to be on the worst side, weie it 
worse than the name of rebellion can tell how to make it. 

So-v. You mistake me, sir. 

Fal Why, sir, did I .say you were an honest man ? 
setting my knighthood and my soldiership aside, I had 
lied in my throat, if I had said so. 

Serv. I pray you, sir, then set your knighthood and 
your soldiership aside; and give me leave to tell yon, 
you lie in your throat, if you say I am any other than 
an honest man. 

Fal I give tlj.ee leave to tell me so! I lay aside 
that which grows to me! If thou gettest any leave of 
me, hang me ; if thou takest leave, thou wert better be 
banged. You hunt counter:® hence! avaunt! • Tmef-cauiitr. 

Serv. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 

Ch. Just. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you. 

Fal My good lord! God give your loidship good 
time of day. I am glad to see your lordslfip abroad. 
I heard say your lordship was sick: I hope your lord- 
ship goes abroad by advice. iTour lordship, though not 
clean past your youth, hath yet some smaclS of age in 
you, some relish of the saltness of time; and I most 
humbly beseech your lordship to have a reverent care 
of your health. 

Ch. Just. . Sir John, I sent for you before your expe- 
dition to SHrewsbury. 



Act l] 


97 


KING HENRY 

Fal An*t please your lordship, I hear his majesty 
is returned with rfome discomfort from Wales. 

Ch, Just» I talk not of his majesty ; you would not 
come when 1 sent for you. 

Fal, And I hear, moreover, his highness is fallen into 
this same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ch, Just, Well, God mend him ! I pray you, let me 
speak with you. 

Fal, This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of lethargy, 
an’t please your lordship; a kind of sleeping in the 
blood, a whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just, What tell you me of it ? be it as it is. 

Fal, It hath its original from much grief, from study, 
and perturbation of the brain : 1 have read the cause of 
his eiTects in Gkilen : it is a kind of deafness. 

Ch, Just, I think you are fallen into the disease; for 
you hear not what I say to you. 

Fal, Very well, iny lord, very well: rather, an't please 
you, it is the disease of not listening, the malady of not 
marking, that I am troubled withal. 

Ch, Just, To punish you by the heels would amend 
the attention of your ears; and I care not if I do 
become your physician. 

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not so patio 
your lordship may minister the potion of imprisonment 
to me in respect of poverty ; but how I should be your 
patient to follow your prescriptions, the wise may make 
some dram of a scruple, or indeed a scruple itself. 

Ch. Just. I sent for you, when there were matters 
against you for your life, to come speak with me. 

Fal, As I was then advised by my learned counsel 
in the laws of this land-service, I did not come. 

Ch. Just. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live in 
great infamy. 

Fal, lie that buckles him in my belt cannot live in 
less. 

Ch. Just, Your means are very slender, and your waste 
is great. 

Fal. I would it were otherwise; I would my means 
were greater, and my waist slenderer. 

Ch. Just, You have misled the youthful prince. 

Fal, The young prince hath misled me: I am the 
follow with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch, Just, WcU, I am loath to gall a new-healed wound : 
your day's service at Shrewsbury hath a little gilded over 
your night’s exploit on Gad's-hill: you may thank the 
unquiet time for your quiet o'er-posting that action. 

Fed, My lord ? 

Ch, Just, But since all is weU, keep it so; wake not 
a sleeping wolf. 

Fal, To wake a wolf is as bad as to smell a fox. 

Ch, Just, What ! you are as a candle, the better part 
burnt out. 

Fal, A wassail candle, mv lord, all tallow; if I did 
say of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Ch, Just. There is not a white hair on your face but 
should have his effect of gravity. 

^Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

' Ch, Just. You follow the young prince up and down, 
like his ill angel 

Fal, Not so, my lord ; your ill angel is light ; but I 
hope he that looks upon me will take me without weighing : 
and yet, in some respects, I grant, I cannot go : I cannot 
telL Virtue is of so little regard in these costermonger 
times that tnie valour is turned bear-herd : pregnancy • is 
made a tapster, and hath his quick wit wasted in ■ 
giving recKonings ; all the other gifts appertinent to man, 
as the msdioe of this age shapes them, are not worthy a 
gooseberry. Yon that are old consider not the capacities 
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of us that are young; you do measure the heat of our 
liyers with the bitterness of your galls : and we that are 
in the vaward of our youth, I must confess, are wags too. 

Ch. Just. Do you set down your name in the scroll 
of youth, that are written down old with all the charac- 
ters of age? Have you not a moist eye? a dry hand? 
a yellow cheek ? a white beard ? a decrea.sing leg ? an 
increasing belly? is not your voice broken? your wind 
short ? your chin double ? your wit single ? and every 
part about you blasted with antiquity ? and will you 
yet call yourself young ? Fic, fie, fie, Sir John ! 

Fal. My lord, I was bom about tlirce of the clock 
in the afternoon, with a white head and something a 
round belly. For my voice, I have lost it witli halloing 
and singing of anthems. To approve my youth further, 
I will not: the truth is, I am only old in judgment 
and understanding; and he that will caper with me lor 
a thousand marks, let him, lend me the money, and have 
at him! For the box of the ear that the prince gave 
you, he gave it like a rude prince, and you took it like 
a sensible lord. 1 have checked him for it, and the 
young lion repents; marry, not in ashes and sackcloth, 
but in new silk and old sack. 

Ch, Just. Well, God send the prince a better companion ' 

Fal, God send the companion a better prince! I 
cannot rid my hands of him. 

Ch, Just, WeU, the king hath severed you and Prince 
Ha^; I hear you are going with Lord John of Lancaster 
against the Archbishop and the Earl of Northumber- 
land. 

Fal, Yea; T thank your pretty sweet wit for it. 
But look you pray, aU you that kiss my lady Peace at 
home, that our armies join not in a hoi clay; for, by 
the Lord, I take but two shirts out with me, and 1 
mean not to sweat extraordinarily : if it be a hot day, 
and I brandish any thing but a bottle, I would I might 
never spit white again. * There is not a * 
dangerous action can peep out his head but I am thmst 
upon it: weU, I cannot last ever: but it was alway 
yet the trick of our English nation, if they have a good 
I thing, to make it too common. If ye will needs say 1 am 
an old man, you should give me rest. I would to God 
my name were not so terrible to the enemy as it is: I 
were better to be eaten to death with a rust than to be 
scoured to nothing with perpetual motion. 

Ch, Just, WeU, be honest, be honest; and God bless 
your expedition! 

Fal, Will your lordship lend me a thousand pound 
to furnish me forth ? 

Ch, Just, Not a penny, not a penny ; you are too impatient 
to bear crosses.® Fare you weU: commend me to iny 
cousin Westmoreland. [Exeunt Chief-Justice and Servant. 

Fal, If I do, fiUip me with a three-man beetle. A 
man can no more separate age and covetousness than a' 
can part young limbs and lechery: but the gout galls 
the one, and the pox pinches the other; and so both 
the degrees prevent • my curses. Boy ! • inHdpau. 

Page, Sir ? 

Fal, What money is in my purse? 

Page, Seven groats and two pence. 

Fal, I can get no remedy against this consumption 
of the purse: borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, 
but the disease is incurable. Go bear this letter to my 
Lord of Lancaster; this to the prince; this to the Earl 
of Westmoreland ; and this to old Mistress Ursula, whom 
I have weekly sworn to marry since I perceived the 
first white hair on my chin. About it : you know 
where to find me. [Exit Page,] A pox of this gout ! or, 
a gout of this pox ! for the one or the other plays the 

13 
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rome with uy great toe. Tie no matter if I do halt; 
I nave the wars for my colour, and my pension shall 
seem the more leasonabla A go^ wit will make use of 
any thing: I will turn diseases to commodity. [Hzit. 

Scene III. — York. Tht Archbisuop’s pal<ue. 

Enter the ARCHBisnop, tJu Lords Hastings, Mowbray, 
and Bardolpu. 

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause and known 
our means; 

And, my most noble friends, I pray you all. 

Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes: 

And first, lord marshal, what say you to it ? 

Mowb. 1 well allow the occasion of our arms ; 

But gladly would be better satisfied 
How in our means we should advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the power and puissance of the king. 

JRdet. Our present musters grow upon the file 
To five and twenty thousand men of choice; 

And our supplies live laigely in the hope 


Of great Northumberland, whose bosom bums 
Wiw an incensed fire of imuries. 

Z. Bard. The question then. Lord Hastings, standcth 
thus; 

'Whether our present five and twenty thousand 
May hold up head without Northumberland 1 
jSaA. With him, we may. 

L. Bard. Yea, marry, there's the point; 

But if without him wo be thought too feeble, 

My judgment is, we should not step too far 
Till we had his assistance by the hand; 

For in a theme so bloody-faced as this 
Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aids inccrtain should not bo admitted. 

Arch. ‘Tis very true. Lord Bordolph; for indeed 
It was young Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury. 

L. Bard. It was, my lord ; who lined himself with hope, 
Eating the air on promise of supply, 

Flattering himself in project of a power 
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts : 

And so, with great imagination 

Proper to madnien, led his powers to death 

And winking leap'd into destruction. 



Hoa. But, by ^our leave, it never yet did hurt 
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hopa 
L. Bard. Yes, if this present quality of war, 
Indeed the instant action: a cause on foot 
Lives so in hope as in an early spring 
We see the appearing buds ; which to prove fruit, 
Hope gives not so much warrant as despair 
That frosts will bite them. When we mean to build. 
We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 

And when we see the figure of the house. 

Then must we rate the cost of the erection; 

'Which if we find outweighs ability. 

What do we then but draw anew the model 
In fewer offices, or at last desist 
To build at all? Much more, in this great work, 
'Which is almost to pluck a Trin gdnin down 
And set another up, should we survey 
The plot of situation and the model. 

Consent upon a sure foundation. 

Question surveyors, know our own estate. 

How able such a work to undergo. 

To weigh against his opposite; or else 
We fortify m paper and in figures, 

Umng the names of men inat^ of men: 
like one that draws the model of a house 


Beyond his power to build it; who, half through, 

Gives o’er and leaves his part-created cost 
A naked subject to the weeping clouds 
And waste for churlish winter’s tyranny. 

Hast. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth. 
Should be still-bom, and that we now possess’d 
The utmost man of expectation, 

I think we are a body strong enough. 

Even as we are, to equal with the king. 

L. Bard. W];^^ is the king but five and twenty 
thousand > 

H'asf. To us no more ; nay, not so much. Lord Bardolpb. 
For his divisions, as the times do brawl. 

Are in three heads : one power against the french. 

And one against Glendower; perforce a third 
Must take up us: so is the unfirm king 
In three divided; and his coffers sound > 

With hollow poverty and emptiness. > 

Areh. That he should draw his several strengths 
together. 

And come against us in full puissance. 

Need not be dreaded. 

Biut. If he should do so, 

He leaves ^ back unarm’d, the French and Welsh 
Baying hiif at tiie beds: never fear that. 
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It* Ba/rd, Who is it like should lead his forces hither^ 
Hast, The Duke of Lancaster and Westmoreland ; 
Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Monmouth: 

But who is substituted 'gainst the French, 

I have no certain notice. 

Arch. Let us on, 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 

The commonwealth is sick of their own choice; 

Their over-greedy love hath surfeited: 

An habitation giddy and unsure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart 
O thou fond many, with what loud applause 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be ' 

And being now trimm'd in thine own dc&ire.s. 

Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, 


That thou provokest thyself to cost him up. 

So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgoige 
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard ; 

And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up. 

And howl’st to find it. What trust is in these times ^ 
Tliey that, when Richard lived, would have him die 
Are now become enainoui'd on liis grave 
Thou, that threw'st dust upon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came sighing on 
After the admired heels of Bolmgbrokc, 

Criest now, '0 earth, yield us that king again. 

And take thou this ** 0 thoughts of men accursed ’ 
Past and to come seems best, things piesent worst 
Mowh. Shall we go draw our nnmlicrs and set on ? 
Hast We are time’s subjects, and time bids be gone 

[ Exeunt 





ACT II. 

Scene I. — Lcndon. A street. 


Enter Hostess, Fang a)id his Boy with her, and Snare 
following. 

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the action? 

Fang. It is entered. 

Host. Where’s your yeoman ? Is’t a lusty yeoman ? 
will a’ stand to’t? 

Fang. Sirrah, whore’s Snare? 

Host. 0 Lord, ay ! good Master Snare. 

tSnare. Here, here. 

Fang. Snare, we must arrest Sir John Falstaff. 

Host Yea, good Master Snare; I have entered him 
and all 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives, for 
he will stab. 

Host. Alas the day! take heed of him; ho stabbed 
me in mine own house, and that most beastly: in good 
faith, he cares not what mischief he does, if his weapon 
be out : he will foin like any devil ; he will spare neither 
man, woman, nor child. 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for his 
thrust. 

Host. No, nor I neither: I’ll be at your elbow. 

Fang. An I but fist him once ; an 'a come but within 
my vice— 

Host. I am undone by his going ; I warrant you he’s 
an infinitive thing upon my score. Good Master Fang, 
hold him sure : good Master Snare, let him not ’scape. 
A’ comes continuantly to Pic*corner — saving your man- 
hoods — to buy a saddle; and he is indited to dinner 
to the Lubber’s-head in Lumbert street, to Master Smooth’s 
the silk-man : I pray ye, since my exion is entered and 
ray case so openly known to the world, let him be brought 
in to his answer. A hundred mark is a long one for a 
poor lone woman to bear : and 1 have borne, and borne, 
and borne, and have been fubbed off, and fubbed off, and 
fubbed off, from this day to that day, that it is a shame 
to be thought on. There is no honesty in such dealing ; 
unless a woman should be made an ass and a beast, to 
bear every knave’s wrong. Yonder he comes; and that 
arrant malmsey-nose knave, Bardolpli, with him. Do your 
offices, do your offices : Master Fang and Master Snare, 
do me, do me, do me your offices. 


Enter Falstaff, Page, and Babuolph. 

Fat. How now I whose marc’s dciad > what’s tin* matter ? 

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of Mistress 
Quickly. 

Fat. Away, varlets I Draw, Bardolidi : cut me off 
the villain’s head : throw the quean in tlic channel 

Host. Throw me m the channel 1 I’ll throw tlr-u in 
the channel Wilt thou ? wilt thou > thou bastaidly rogue ^ 
Murder, murder I Ah, thou honcy-sucklc villain ' wilt 
thou kill God’s officers and the king’s ? Ah, thou honey- 
seed^ rogue I thou art a honey-seed, a inan-queller, and 
a woman-queller. ' numia^ 

Fat. Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A rescue ! a rpscue I 

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or two. Thou wo’t, 
wo’t thou ? thou wo’t, wo’t ta ? do, do, thou rogue I do, 
thou hemp-seed I 

Fal. Away, you scullion 1 you rampalliau ! you fus- 
tilarian I I’U tickle your catastrophe. 

Enter the Lord Chief- Justice, and his men. 

Ch. Just. What is the matter ? keep the peace here, ho I 

Hod. Good my lord, be good to me. I beseech you, 
stand to me. 

Ch. Just. How now. Sir John ! what, are you brawl- 
ing here ? 

Doth this become yp\a place, your time and business? 
You should have been well on your way to York. 

Stand from him, fellow: wherefore hang’st upon him? 

Host. 0 my most worshipful lord, an’t please your 
grace, I am a poor widow of l^tcheap, and he ia arrested 
at my suit 

Ch. Just. For what sum ? 

Host. It is more than for some, my lord; it is for 
all, all I have. He hath eaten me out of house and home ; 
he hath put all my substance into that fat belly of his : 
but I will have some of it out again, or I will ride tliee 
’o nights like the mare. 

Fal. I think I am as like to ride the mare, if 1 have 
any vantage of ground to get up. 

Ch. Just. How comes this. Sir John? Fie! what 
man of good timper would endure this tempest of cxda- 
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niation ? Are you not ashamed to enforce a poor widow 
to so rough a course to come by her own ? 

FaL What is the gross sum that I owe thee? 

Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thyself 
and the money too. Thou didst swear to me upon a 
parcel-gilt® goblet, sitting in my Dolphin- ® 
cliamber, at the round table, by a sea-coal fire, upon 
Wednesday in Wheeson week, when the prince broke 
thy head for liking his father to a singing-man of 
Windsor, thou didst swear to me then, as I was washing 
thy wound, to marry me and make me my lady thy 
wife. Canst thou deny it? Did not goodwife Keech, 
the butcher's wife, come in then, and call me gossip 
Quickly? corning in to borrow a mess of vinegar; 
telling us she had a good dish of prawns ; whereby 
thou didst desire to eat some; whereby I told thee 
they were ill for a green wound? And didst thou not, 
when she was gone down stairs, desire me to be no 
more so familiarity with such poor people; saying that 
ere long they should call me madam? And didst thou 
not kiss me, and bid me fetch thee thirty shillings? 
I put thee now to thy book-oath : deny it, if thou canst. 

FaL My lord, this is a poor mad soul ; and she says 
up and down the town that her eldest son is like you : 
she hath been in good case, and the truth is, poverty 
hath distracted her. Gut for these foolish oflicers, 1 
hcscech you I may have redress against them. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, Sir John, 1 am well acquainted 
with your manner of wrenching the true cause the false 
way. It is not a confident brow, nor the throng of 
words that come with such more than impudent sauci- 
ness from you, can thrust rue from a level consideration : 
you have, as it appears to me, practised upon the easy- 
yielding spirit of this woman, and made her serve your 
uses both iu purse and in person. 

Host, Yea, in truth, my lord. 

(Jh. Jmt. Gray thee, peace. Pay her the debt you 
owe her, and unpay the villany you have done her: the 
one you may do with sterling money, and the other with 
current repentance. 

Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this sneap without 
reply. You call honourable boldness impudent sauciness : 
if a man will make courtesy and say nothing, he is 
viiiuous ; no, my lord, my humble duty remembered, I 
will not be your suitor. I say to you, I do desire deliver- 
ance from these officers, being upon hasty employment 
ill the king's affairs. 

Ck. Just. You speak as having power to do wrong: 
but answer in the effect of® your reputation, and satisfy 
the poor woman. •onp.riioi. 

Fal Como hither, hostess. 

Enter Gower. 

Ch. Just. Now, Master Gower, what news? 

Oow. The king, my lord, and Harry Piinco of Wales 
Arc near at hand : the rest the paper tells. 

Fal. As I am a gentleman. 

Host. Faith, you said so before. 

Fal. As I am a gentleman. Como, no more words of it. 

Host By this lieavcnly ground I tread on, I must 
bo fain to pawn both my plate and the tapestry of my 
dining-chambers. 

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking: and for 
thy walls, a pretty slight drollery, or the story of the 
Prodigal, or the German hunting in water-work, is worth 
a thousand of these bed-hangings and these lly-bitten 
tapestries. I^et it be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, 
an 'twere not for thy humours, there's not a better wench 
in England. Go, wash thy fece, and draw the action. 


Come, thou must not be in this humour with me ; dost 
not know me ? come, come, I know thou wast set on 
to this. 

Host. Pray thee. Sir John, let it be but twenty nobles : 
i' faith, 1 am loath to pawn my plate, so God save me, la ! 

Fal. Let it alone; I'll make other shift: you’ll be a 
fool still. 

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn my 
gown. I liope you'll conic to supper. You'll pay me 
all together? 

Fal. Will I live? [To Bardol'ph.'] Go, with her, with 
her: hook on, hook on. 

Host Will you have Doll Tearsheet meet you at supper? 

Fal. No more words; let's have her. 

\^Excunt Hostess, Bardolph, Officers, and Boy. 

Ch. Just, r have heard l>ctter news. 

Fal. What's the news, my lord ? 

Ch. Just. Where lay the king last night? 

Goto. At Basingstoke, my lord. 

Fal. I hope, my lord, all’s well : what is the news, 
my lord? 

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back ? 

Goto. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horse, 
Are march'd up to my lord of Lancaster, 

Against Northumberland and the Arclibislmp. 

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, iny noble lord ? 

Ch. Just. You shall liave letters of mo presently: 
Come, go along with me, good Master Gower. 

Fal. My lord ! 

Ch. Just. What’s the matter? 

Fal. Master Gower, shall 1 entreat you uith me to 
dinner ? 

Gow. I must wait upon my good lord here ; I tliank 
you, good Sir John. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long, being 
you are to take soldiers up in counties as you go. 

Fal. Will you suj) with me, Master Gower? 

Ch. Just. What foolish master taught you these man- 
ners, Sir John ? 

Fal. Master Gower, if they become me not, he was 
a fool that taught them me. Thi.s is the right fencing 
grace, my lord ; tap for tap, and so part fair. 

Ch. Just. Now the I/)rd lighten thcc ! thou art a 
great fool. [E.ceu7it. 

Scene II. — London. Another street. 

Enter Prince Henry and PoiNS. 

Prince. Before God, I am exceeding weary. 

Poins. Is’t come to that? I had thought Aveariness 
durst not have attached one of so high blood. 

Pf'inu. Faith, it does me; though it discolours the 
complexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. Doth it 
not show vilely in me, to desire small beer ? 

Poins. Why, a prince should not be so loosely studied 
os to remember so weak a composition. 

Prince. Belike then my appetite was not princely got ; 
for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor creature, 
small beer. But, indeed, these humble considerations 
make me out of love wdth my greatness. What a disgrace 
is it to me to remember thy name ! or to know thy face 
to-morrow ! or to take note how many pair of silk stockings 
thou hast, viz., these, and those that weixi thy peach- 
coloured ones ! or to bear the inventory of thy shirts, 
as, one for superfluity, and another for use ! But that 
the tennis-court keeper knows better than I ; for it is 
a low ebb of linen witli thee when thou keepest not 
racket there; as thou hast not done a great while, be- 
cause the rest of thy low countries have made a shift 
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to eat up thy holland : and Goil knows, whether those 
that bawl out the ruins of thy linen shall inherit his 
kingdom ; but the midwives say the children are not in 
the fault; whereupon the world increases, and kindreds 
are mightily strengthened. 

Poiwt. How ill it follows, after you have laboured so 
hard, you should talk so idly ! Tell me, how many good 
young princes would do so, their fathers being so sick 
as yours at this time is ? 

Prince. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ? 

Poins. Yes, faith ; and let it bo an excellent good thing. 

Prince. It shall ser\'e among wits of no higher breeding 
than thine. 

Poins. Go to; 1 stand the push of your one thing 
that you mil toll. 

Prince. Marry, I tell thee, it is not meet that I should 
be sad, now my father is sick : albeit I could tell to thee, 
ns to one it pleases me, for fault of a better, to call my 
friend, I could be sad, and sad indeed too. 

Poins. Very hardly upon such a subject. 

Prince. By this hand, thou thinkest me as far in the 
devil’s book as thou and Falstaff for obduracy and per- 
sistency : let the end try the roan. But I tell thee, my 
licart blceils inwardly that my father is so sick: and 
keeping such vile company as thou art hath in reason 
taken from me all ostentation of sorrow. 

Poins. The I'eason ? 

Prince. What wouldst thou think of me, if I should 
weep ? 

Poins. I would think thee a most princely hypocrite. 

Prince. It would bo every man’s thought; and thou 
art a blessed fellow to think as every man thinks : never 
a man’s thought in the world keeps the road-way better 
than thine: every man would think me an hypocrite 
indeed. And what accites your most worshipful thought 
to think so ? 

Poins. Why, because you have been so lewd and so 
much engraffed to Falstaft. 

Prince. And to thee. 

Poins. By this light, I am w’dl spoke on ; I can hear 
it with mine own ears: the worst that they can say of 
me is that I am a second brother, and that I am a proper 
fellow of my hands ; and those two things, 1 confess, I 
cannot help. By the mass, here comes Bardolph. 

Enter Bardolph and Page. 

Prince. And the boy that I gave Falstaff : a’ had him 
from me Christian ; and look, if the fat villain have not 
transformer! him ape. 

Bard. God save your grace! 

Prince. And yours, most noble Bardolph I 

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass, you bashful fool, must 
you be blushing? wherefore blush you now? What a 
maidenly man-at-arms are you become ! Is’t such a matter 
to get a pottle-pot’s maidenhead? 

Page. A' calls me e'en now, my lord, through a red 
lattice, and I could discern no part of his face from the 
window ; at last I spied his eyes, and methought he had 
made two holes in the ale-wife’s new petticoat, and so 
peeped through. 

Prince. Has not the boy profited? 

Bard. Away, you whoreson upriglit rabbit, away I 

Page. Away, you rascally Althaea’s dream, away I 

Prince. Instruct us, boy; what dream, boy? 

Page. Marry, my lor4 Althaea dreamed she was 
delivered of a fire-brand; and therefore I call him her 
dream. 

Prince. A crown’s worth of good interpretation : there 
’tis, boy. 


[Act II. 

Poins. O, that this good blossom could bo kept from 
cankers! Well, there is sixpence to preserve thee. 

Bard. An you do not make him hanged among yon, 
the gallows shall have wrong. 

Prince. And how doth thy master, Bardolph? 

Bard. Well, ray lord. He hear<l of your grace’s coming 
to town: there’s a letter for you. 

Potns. Delivered with good respect. And how doth 
the martlemos, your master? 

Bard. In bodily health, sir. 

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a physician ; but 
that moves not him : though that be sick, it dies not 

Prince. I do allow this wen to bo as familiar with mo 
as my dog; and he holds his place; fur look you how 
he writes. 

Poins. [i2ea(fs.] 'John Falstaff, knight’ — every man 
must know that, as oft as he has occasion to name him- 
self : even like those that are kin to the king ; for they 
never prick their finger but they say, ‘ There’s some of 
the king’s blood spilt’ ‘How comes that?’ says he, that 
takes upon him not to conceive. The answer is ns ready 
as a borrower’s cap, ‘I am the king’s poor cousin, sir.’ 

Prince. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will fetch 
it from Japhet But to the letter. 

Poins. [Beads.'] ‘ Sir John Falstaff, knight, to the son 
of the king, nearest his father, Harrj' riince of Wales, 
greeting.’ Why, this is a certificate. 

Prince. Peace ! 

Poins. [Beads.] ‘I will imitate the honourable lioman 
in brevity :’ he sure means brevity in breath, short-winded. 
‘I commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leave 
thee. Bo not too familiar with Poins ; for he misuses 
thy favours so much, that he swears thou art to many 
his sister Nell. Bepent at idle times as thou muyest 
and so, farewell. 

‘Thine, by yea and no, which is as much ns to 
say, as thou uscst him. Jack Falstakk with my 
familiars, John with my brothers and sisters, and 
Sir John with all Europe.’ 

My lord. I’ll steep this letter in sack, and make him eat it. 

Prince. That’s to Tnako him eat twenty of his words 
But do you use me thus, Ned ? must 1 marry your sistc'r ? 

Poins. God send the wench no worse fuitunc ! But 
I never said so. 

Prince. Well, thus we play the fools with the time, 
and the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds and muck 
us. Is your master here in London ’ 

Bard. Yea, my lord. 

Prince. Where sups ho? doth the old boar feed in 
the old frank?* 

Bard. At the old place, my lord, in Eastchcaj). 

Prince. What company ? 

Page. Ephesians, my lord, of the old church. 

Prince. Sup miy women with him? 

Pc^e. None, my lord, but old Mistress Quickly and 
Mistress Doll Tearshect. 

Prince. What pagab may that be? 

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kinswoman 
of my master’s. 

Prince. Even such kin os the parish heifer! are to the 
town bull. Shall we steal upon them, Ned, at supper? 

Poins. I am your shadow, my lord; I’ll fcllow you. 

Prince. Siirah, you boy, and Bardolph, nb word to 
your master that 1 am yet come to town: there’s for 
your silence. 

Bard. I have no tongue, sir. 

Page. And for mine, sir, I will govern it. 

Prince. Fare you well; go. [Exemit Bardolph and 
Page.] Ths Doll Teorsheet should bo some road. 
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Point. I warrant you, as common as the way between 
Soiiit Albau's and London. 

How might wo see Falstaff bestow himself 
to-night in his true colours, and not ourselves be seen ? 

Poins, Put on two leathern jerkins and aprons, and 
wait upon him at his table us drawers. 

Prince, From a God to a bull ? a lieavy desccnsioii ! 
it was Jove's case. From a prince to a prentice? alow 
transformation ! that shall be mine ; for in every thing 
the purpose must weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — WarJeworth. Before tJu castle. 

Eater Nortiiumbeuland, Lady NoiiTiiUMUEULAND, and 
Lady rEiicY. 

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle daughter. 
Give even way unto my rough aflaim: 

Put not you on the visage of the times, 

And bo like them to Percy troublesome. 


Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no more : 
Do what you will; your wisdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at pawn ; 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. O yet, for God's sake, go not to these wars! 
The time was, father, that you broke your word, 

When you were more endear'd to it than now; 

When your own Percy, when my heart’s dear Ifany, 
Threw many a northward look to see his father 
Bring up his powers ; but he did long in vain. 

Who ilien persuaded you to stay at home? 

There were two honours lost, yours and your son's. 

For yours, the God of heaven brighten it! 

For his, it stuck upon him as the .sun 
In the grey vault of heaven, and by liis light 
Did all the chivalry of Engdand inrive 
To do bravo acts: he was indeed the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dre.ss themselves : 

He had no legs that practised not his gait; 

And speaking thick,* which nature made his blemish, 



Became the accents of the valiant; 

For those that could speak low and tardily 
Would turn their own perfection to abuse. 

To seem like him: so that in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of deliglit, 

In military rules, humours of blood, 

Ho was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion'd others. And him, 0 wondrous him I 
0 miracle of men I him did you leave, 

Second to none, unscconded % you, 

To look upon the hideous god of war 
In disadvantage; to abide a field 
Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur's name 
Did seem defensible : so you left him. 

Never, 0 never, do his ghost the wrong 
To hold your honour more precise and nice 
With others than with him! let them alone: 

The marshal and the archbishop are strong: 

Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbera, 
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck. 

Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave. 


North. Beslirew your heart, 

Fair daughter, you do Ji*aw my spirits fiom me 
With new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But I must go and meet with danger there, 

Or it will seek me in another place, 

And find me worse provided. 

Lady N. 0, fly to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of (lie king, 
Then join you with them, like a rib of steel, 

To make strength stronger; but, for all our loves. 

First let them try themselves. So did your son ; 

He was so suffer'd : so came I a widow ; 

And never shall have length of life enough 
To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes, 

That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven, 

For recordation to my noble husband. 

Norih. Come, come, go in with me. ’Tis with my 
mind 

As with the tide swelfd up unto his lioight, 
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That mnkea a still-stand, running neither way: 

Fuiti would I go to meet the archbishop, 

But many thousand reasons hold me back. 

I Avill resolve for Scotland: there am I, 

Till time and vantage crave my company. {Eieeunt. 

Scene IV — London. The Boar's-head Tavern in 
Eastcheap. 

Enter two Drawers. 

First Draw. What the devil hast thou brought there * 
apple-johns? thou knoAvo&t Sir John cannot endure an 
apple-johu. 

Sec Draw. Mass, thou sayest true. The prince once 
set a dish of apple-johns before him, and told him there 
were five more Sir Johns, and, putting off his hat, said, 
‘ I will now take my leave of these six dry, round, old, 
withered knights.’ It angered him to the heart : but he 
hath foigot that. 

First Draw. Why, then, cover, and set them down : 
and see xf thou canst find out Sneak's noise;* 

Mistress Tearsheet Avould fain hear some music. Dispatch : 
the room where they supped is too hot; they’ll come in 
straight. 


Sec. Draw. Sirrah, here will be the prince and Master 
Poins anon ; and they will put on two of our jerkins and 
aprons ; and Sir John must not know of it : Bardolph hath 
brought word. 

FirH Draw. By the mass, hero will be old utis ;* it 
will be an excellent stratagem. iiumiub 

Sec. Draw. I’ll see if 1 can find out Sneak. {Exit. 

Enter Hostess and Doll Teassheet. 

Host, r faith, sweetheart, mcthmks now you are in 
an excellent good tempcrality : your pulsidgc beats as 
extraordinarily as heart would desire; and your colour, 
1 warrant you, is as red as any rose, in good truth, la! 
But, i’ faith, you have drunk too much cnnarics; and 
that’s a marvellous searching wine, and it perfumes the 
blood ere one can say, ‘What’s this How do you now ? 

Dol. Better than I was: hem! 

Host. Why, that's well said ; a good heart’s worth gold. 
Lo, here comes Sir John. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. {Singing ] ‘ When Arthur firet in court ’ — Empty 
the Jordan. {Exit First Drawer]. — [(S'lwytn*;] ‘And was 
a worthy king.' How now. Mistress Doll' 



Host. Sick of a calm;* yea, good faith. 

Fal. So is all her sect; an they be once in a calm, 
they are sick. 

Dol. You muddy rascal, is that all the comfort you 
give me 1 

Fal. You make fat rascals. Mistress Doll. 

Dol. 1 make them ! gluttony and diseases make them; 
I make them not. 

Fal. If the cook hdp to make the gluttony, you help 
to make the diseases, Doll; we catch of you, Doll, we 
catch of you; grant that, my poor virtue, grant that 

Dol. Yea, joy, our chains and our jewels. 

Fal. 'Your brooches, pearls, and ouches:’ for to serve 
bravely is to come halting off, you know; to come off 
the breach with his pike bent bravely, and to surgery 
bravely ; to venture upon the charged chambers bravdy — 

Dol. Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang yourself 1 

Host. By my troth, this is the old fashion; you two 
never meet but you fall to some discord: you are both, 
i’ good truth, as rheumatic as two dry toasts; you caimot 
one bear with another's confirmitics. What the good- 
year! one must bear, and that must be you: you are 
the weaker vessel, as they say, the emptier vessel 


Dol. Can a weak empty vessel bear such a huge full 
hogshead? there’s a whole merchant’s venture of Bour- 
deaux stuff in him; you have not seen a hulk better 
stuff’d in the hold. Come, I’ll be friends with thee. 
Jack: thou art going to the wars; and whether I shall 
ever see thee again or no, there is nobody cores. 


Re-enter First Drawer 

Fird Draw. Sir, Ancient* Pistol's below, and would 
speak with you. iEiMaB. 

Dol. Hang him, swaggering rascal ' let him not come 
hither: it is the foul-mouthed’st rogue in England. 

Hod. If he swagger, let him not come hefe : no, by 
my faith; I must live among my neighboufiB; I’ll no 
swaggerers : I am in good name and fame wit^ the very 
best: shut the door; there comes no swagg^ers hero: 
I have not lived all this while, to have swaggiring now : 
shut the door, I pray you. 

Fal. Dost thou hear, hostess? 

Host. Pray ve, pacify yourself. Sir John : there comes 
no swaggerers here. 

Fal. Doot thou hear 7 it is mine ancient. 

Hott. Tvy*fidly, Sir John, ne’er tell me: your ancient 
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swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was before Master 
Tisick, the debuty, t’other day ; and, as lie said to me— 
*twas no longer ago than Wednesday last—* I* good faith, 
neighbour Quickly,' says he; Master Dumbo, our minister, 
was by then; ‘neighbour Quickly,' says he, 'receive those 
that are civil ; for,' said he, ‘ you are in an ill name : ' 
now a' said so, I can tell whereupon ; * for,’ says he, 

* you are an honest woman, and well thought on ; there- 
fore take heed what guests you receive: receive,' says 
he, ‘ no swaggering companions.' 'fhere comes none here: 
you would Iness you to hear what he said : no. I’ll no 
swaggerers. 

Fal, He's no swaggerer, hostess; a tame cheater,^ i’ 
faith ; you may stroke him as gently as a puppy^ Gumtitcr. 
greyhound : he’ll not swagger with a Tkirbary hen, if her 
feathers turn back in any show of resistance. Call him 
up, drawer. [Exit First Drawer, 

Host, Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honest 
man my house, nor no cheater: but 1 do not love 
swaggering, by my troth; I am the worse, when one 
says swagger: feel, masters, how 1 shake, look you, I 
warrant you. 

Dol, So you do, hostess. 

Host, Do I ? yea, in very truth, do T, an 'twerc an 
aspen leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers. 

Enter Pistol, Baudolpii, and Page. 

Pist, God save you. Sir John ! 

Fal, Welcome, Ancient Pistol. Here, Pi.stol, I charge 
you with a cup of sack : do you discharge upon mine 
hostess. 

Pist. I will discharge upon lier. Sir John, with two 
bullets. 

Fal, She is pistol-proof, sir; you shall hardly offend 
her. 

IFost, Come, I'll drink no proofs nor no bullets: I’ll 
drink no more than will do me good, for no man’s 
plca.suro, T. 

Pist. Then to you, Mistress Dorothy ; I will charge you. 

Dol. Charge me ! I scorn you, scurvy companion. 
What! you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack-lincn 
mate! Away, you mouldy rogue, away! I am meat 
for your master. 

Pist. I know you, Mistress Dorothy. 

Dol. Away, you cut-purse rascal I you fdthy bung, 
away ! by tliis wine, I ’ll thrust my knife in your 
mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy cuttle with mo. 
Away, you bottle-alo rascal I you basket-liilt stale juggler, 
you! Since when, I pray you, sir? God’s light, with 
two points on your shoulder ? much 1“ " ^ 

Pist. God let me not live, but I will murder your 
ruff for this. 

Fal. No more, Pistol; I would not have you go off 
here: discharge yourself of our company, Pistol. 

Host. No, good Captain Pistol ; not liere, sweet captain. 

Dol. Captain! thou abominable dainucd cheater, art 
thou not ashamed to be called captain? An captains 
were of my mind, they would truncheon you out, for 
taking their names upon you before you have earned 
them. You a captain! you slave, for what? for tearing 
a poor whore's ruff in a bawdy-house ? He a captain I 
hang him, rogue! he lives upon mouldy stewed prunes 
and dried cakes. A captain! God’s light, these ■^^ains 
will make the word as odious as the word ‘occupy;’ 
which was an excellent good w'ord before it was ill- 
sorted: therefore captains had need look to’t. 

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient. 

Fal. Hark thee hither, Mistress Doll. 
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Pist. Not I : I tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, I 
could tear her: J'll be revenged of her. 

Page. Pray thee, go dowm 

Pist. I'll see her damned first; to Pluto’s damned 
lake, by iliis hand, to the infernal deep, with Erebus and 
tortures vile also. Hold hook and line, say I. Down, 
down, dogs! down, faitors! Have we not Ilireii here? 

Host. Good Captain Pcesel, be quiet; 'tis very late, 
i’ faith: I beseek you now, aggravate your choler. 

Pist. These be good liuiriourrf, indeed 1 Shall pack- 
horses 

And hollow pamper’d jades of Asia, 

Wliich cannot go but thirty mile a-day, 

Compare with Caf&ars, and with Cannibals, 

And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn lliciii with 
King Cerberus; and let the welkin roar. 

Shall we fall foul for toys? 

Host. Piy my troth, captain, these are very bitter words. 
Bard, lie gone, good ancient; this will grow to a 
brawl anon. 

Pist. Die men like dogs! give crowns like pins! 
Have we not Jlireii here? 

Host. O’ my word, captain, there’s none such liere. 
What the good-year I do you think I would deny her ^ 
For God's sake, be quiet. 

Pist, Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis. 

Come, give's some sack. 

‘ Si fortune me tormente, sperato me contento ' 

Fear we broadsides? no, let the fiend give fire: 

Give me some sack: and, sw'octheart, lie thou there. 

[Faywg down his Kirord 
Come wc to full points here; and are etceteras nothing? 
Fal. Pistol, I would be quiet. 

Pist. Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif: what’ wc have 
seen the seven stars. 

Dol. Fur God’s sake, thrust him down stairs : I can- 
not endure such a fustian rascal 

Pist. Thrust him down stairs ! know w’e not Galloway 
nags ? 

Fal. Quoit® him down, Bardolph, like a shove- 
groat shilling: nay, an a' do nothing but speak nothing, 
a’ shall be nothing here. 

Bard. Come, get you down stairs. 

Pist. What ! shall wc have incision ? shall we imbrue ^ 

[Snatching up his siroi'd 

Tlien death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful days! 
Why, then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
Untwine the sisters three ! Come, Atropos, I say ! 

Host. Here's goodly stuff toward! 

Fal. Give mo my rapier, boy. 

Dol. I pray thee. Jack, I pray thee, do not draw. 
Fal. Get you down stairs. 

[Drawiyig, and driving Pistol out. 
Host. Here's a goodly tumult! I'll forswear keeping 
house, afore I’ll bo in those tirrits and frights. So; 
murder, I warrant now. Alas, alas ’ put up your naked 
weapons, put up your naked weapons. 

[Exctint Pistol and Bardolph. 
Dol. I pray thco, Jack, be quiet; the rascal’s gone: 
Ah, you whoreson, little, valiant villain, you! 

Host. Are you not hurt i' the groin ? methouglit a’ 
made a shrewd thrust at your belly. 

Ite-entcr Bakdolth. 

Fal. Have you turned him out o’ doors? 

Bard. Yea, sir. The rascal’s drunk : you have hurt 
him, sir, i' the shoulder. 

Fal. A rascal! to bravo me! 

14 
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Dol. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you ! Alas, poor ape, 
how thou swcatesti come, let me wipe thy face; come 
on, you whoreson chops : ah, rogxie ! i‘ faith, I love thee: 
tiiou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of 
Agamemnon, and ten times better than the Nino Worthies : 
ah, villain ! 

Fal. A rascally slave ! I will toss the rogue in a 
bhanket. 

Dol. Ho, an thou darest for thy heart : an thou dost. 
I’ll canvass thee between a pair of sheets. 

Enter Music. 

Page. The music is come, sir. 

Fal. Let them play. Tlay, sirs. Sit on my knee, 
Doll. A rascM bragging slave! the rogue fied from me 
hke quicksilver. 

Dol. r faith, and thou followedst him like a church. 
Thou whoreson, little, tidy, Bartholomew boar-pig, when 
wilt thou leave fighting o’ days and foining o’ nights, 
and begin to patch up thine old body for heaven? 


Enter, hehdnd, Prince Henrt and Foins, disguised. 

Fal. Peace, ^ood Doll! do not speak like a death’s- 
head; do not hid me remember mine end. 

Dot. Sirrah, what humour’s the prince of? 

Fal. A ^d shallow young fellow: a’ would have 
made a good pantler, a’ would ha’ chipped bread well. 

Dol. They say Poms has a good wit. 

Fal. He a good wit? hang him, baboon! his wit’s 
os thick as Tewksbury mustard; there’s no more con- 
ceit in him than is in a mallet. 

Dol. Why does the prince love him so, then? 

FaL Because their legs are boUi of a bigness, and 
a’ plays at quoits well, and eats conger and fennel, and 
drinks off candles’ ends for flap-dragons, and ndes the 
wild-mare* with the boys, and jumps upon 
joint-stools, and swears with a good grace, and wears 
his boots very smooth, like unto the sign of the leg, and 
breeds no bate with tdlmg of discreet stories ; and such 
other gambol faculties a’ has, that show a weak mind 



and an able body, for the which the prince admits him : 
for the prince himself is such another; the weight of a 
hair will turn the scales between their avoirdupois. 

Pnnee. Would not this nave of a wheel have his 
ears cut off? 

Pains. I^t’s beat him before his whore. 

Prince. Look, whether the withered elder hath not 
his poll clawed like a parrot. 

Paine. Is it not strange that desire should so many 
years outlive performance ? 

Fal. Kiss me, Doll. 

Prince. Saturn and Venus this year in conjunction! 
what says the almanac to that? 

Paine. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon, his man, 
be not lisping to bis master’s old tables, his note-book, 
his counsd-keeper. 

Fal. Thou dost mve me flattering bosses. 

Dal. By my troth, I kiss thee with a most constant 
heart 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 


Dal I love thee better than 1 love e’er a scurvy young 
boy of them all. 

Fnl. What stuff wilt have a kirtle of ? I shall receive 
money o’ Tliursday : shalt have a cap to-morrow, A merry 
song, come : it grows late ; we’ll to bed. Thou’lt foigct 
roe when I am gone. 

Dol, By my troth, thou’lt set me a-weeping, an thou 
sayest so : prove that 'ever I dress myself haimsome till 
thy return: well, hearken at the end. 

Fal. Some sack, Francis. 

JPrii^cc ^ 

Paine 1 dr. [Camiitg forward. 

Fal. Ha I a bastard son of the king's 7 And art not 
thou Poins his brother? 

Prince. Whv, thou globe of sinful continents, what a 
life dost thou lead! 

Pal. A better than thou : 1 am a gentlemad; thou art 
a drawer. 

Prince. Very true, sir; and T come to draw you out 
by the ears. 
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Host. O, the Lord preserve thy good grace! by my 
troth, welcome to London. Now, the Lord bless that 
sweet face of thine! 0 Jesu, are you come from Wales? 

Fal. Thou whoreson iqad compound of majesty, by this 
light flesh and corrupt blood, tiiou art welcome. 

Dol. How, you fat fool! I scorn you. 

Poins. My lord, he will drive you out of your revenge 
and turn all to a merriment, if you take not the heat. 

Prince. You whoreson candle>inine, you, how vilely did 
you speak of mu even now before this honest, virtrious, 
civil gentlewoman! 

Host, (lod’s blessing of your good heart! and so she 
is, by my troth. 

Fal. Didst thou hear me? 

Prince. Yea, and you knew me, as you did when you 
ran away by Gad's-hill : you knew 1 was at your bock, 
and spoke it on purpose to try my patience. 

Fid. No, no, no ; nut so ; I did not think thou wast 
within hearing. 

Prince. 1 shall drive you then to confess the wilful 
abuse ; and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abuse, Hal, o’ mine honour; no abuse. 

Prince. Not to dispraise me, and call me pantler and 
broad-chipper, and I know not what? 

Fal. No abuse, Hal. 

Poins. No abuse ? 

Fid. No abuse, Ned, i’ the world ; honest Ned, none. 
I dispraised him before the wicked, that the wicked might 
not fall in love with him ; in which doing, 1 have done 
the part of a careful friend and a true subject, and thy 
father is to give me thanks for it No abuse, Hal : none, 
Ned, none: no, faith, boys, none. 

Prince. See now, whether pure fear and entire cowardice 
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman to 
close with us ? IS she of the wicked ? is thine hostess here 
of the wicked ? or is thy boy of the wicked ? or honest 
Birdolph, whose zeal burns in his nose, of the wicked? 

Poins Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 

Fid. Ttie fiend hath pricked down Bardolph irrecover- 
able; and his face is Lucifer’s privy-kitchen, where he 
doth nothing but roast malt-worms. For the boy, there 
is a good angel about him ; but the devil outbids him too. 

Prince. For the women ? 

Fal. For one of them, she is in hell already, and burns 
poor souls. For the other, I owe her money ; and whether 
she be damned for that, I know not. 

Host. No, I warrant you. 

Fal. No, I think thou art not ; 1 think thou art quit 
for til at. Marry, there is another indictment upon thee, 
fur suiTering flesh to be eaten in thy bouse, contrary to 
the law; for the which I think thou wilt howl. 


Host. All victuallers do so : what’s a joint of mutton 
or two in a whole Lent ? 

Prince. You, gentlewoman — 

Dol. What says your grace? 

Fal. His grace says that which his flesh rebels against. 

[Knocking within. 

Host. Who knocks so loud at door ? Look to the door 
there, Francis. 

Elder Pkto. 

Prinu. Peto, how now ! what news ? 

Pdo. The king your father is at Westminster, 

And there are twenty weak and wearied posts 
Come from the north: and, as I came along, 

I met and overtook a dozen captains. 

Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 

And asking every one for Sir John Fai.staff. 

Prince. By heaven, Poins," I feel me much to blame. 
So idly to profane the precious time. 

When tempest of commotion, like the south 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt 
And drop upon our bare unarmed Leads. 

Give me my sword and cloak. Falstaif, good night. 

[Bxewid Prince Henry, Poins, Prto, and Eardoljih 

Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the night, 
and we must hence and leave it unpicked \Knoihvg 
within. "] More knocking at the door! 

Re-etder Babdolpii. 

How now! what’s the matter? 

Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently , 

A dozen captains stay at door for you. 

Fal. [ToihePage!\ Pay the musicians, sirrah. Farc- 
Avell, hostess; farewell, Doll. You see, my good wenches, 
how men of merit are sought after : the undeseivei ma} 
sleep, when the man of action is called on. f'aicwell, 
good wenches: if I be not sent away post, 1 will sec you 
again ere I go. 

Dol. I cannot speak ; if my heart be not reaily to burst 
— well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself. 

Fal. Farewell, farewell [Exeunt FalstaJ} and Bardolph 

Host. Well, fare thee well : I have known thee these 
twenty-nine years, come peascod-tirae ; but an honcstcr 
and truer-hearted man — well, fare thee well. 

Bard. [Within'l Mistress Tearshcct! 

Host. What’s the matter? 

Bard. [Within.'\ Bid Mistress Tearsheet come to my 
master. 

Host. 0, run, Doll, run ; run, good Doll : come [She 
conus blvEbered.] Yea, will you come, Doll ? [Exeunt 





ACT III. 

ScENl! I. — Weatminster. The pdaee. 


Enter the King in his nightgown, with a Page 

JCing. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of Warwick ; 
But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read these letters. 
And well consider of them : make good speed. Page. 
How many thousand of my poorest subjects 
Are at thu hour asleep 1 0 sleep, 0 gentle sleep, 
Nature’s soft nurse, how have 1 frighted thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down 
And steep my senses in forgetfulne-ss ? 

Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs. 

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 

And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber, 
Than in the perfumed chambers of the great. 

Under the canopies of costly state. 

And lull'd with sound of sweetest melody? 

0 thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds, and leavest the Jcingly couch 
A watch-case or a common ’larum-bell? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 


Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude impeiious surge 
And in the visitation of the winds, 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top. 

Curling their monstrous heads and hanging them 
With deafening glamour in the slippery clouds. 

That, with the hurly, death itself awakes ? 

Canst thou, 0 partial sleep, give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude. 

And in the calmest and most stillest night. 

With all appliances and means to bout. 

Deny it to a king ? Then hap])y low, he down ' 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

ErUer Wabwick and Surrey. 

War. Many good moirows to your mojesty ’ 

King. Is it good morrow, lords ? 

War. ’Tis one o’clock, and past. 

King. Why, then, good morrow to you all, my lords. 
Have you tead o’er the letters that I sent you ? 
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ITar. We have, my liege 

King. Then you perceive the body of our kingdom 
How foul it is; what rank diseases grow, 

And with what danger, near the heart of it. 

War. It is but as a body yet* distemper’d; 

Which to his former strength may be restored 
With good advice and little medicine: 

My Lord Northumberland will soon be cool’d. 

King. O God ! that one might read the book of fate. 
And see the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent. 

Weary of solid firmness, melt itself 

Into the sea! and, other times, to see 

The beachy girdle of the ocean 

Too wide for Neptune’s hips; how chances mock, 

And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With divers liquors 1 0, if this were seen, 

'rhe happiest youth, viewing his progress through. 

What penis past, what crosses to ensue. 

Would shut the book, and sit him down and die. 

'Tis not ten years gone 

Since Richard and Northumberland, great friends, 

Did feast together, and in two years after 


Were they at wars : it is but eight years since 
That Percy was the man nearest my soul, 

Who like a brother toil’d in my afilairs. 

And laid his love and life under my foot. 

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by — 

You, cousin Nevil, as 1 may rememlier — [To W arvnxk 
When Richard, with his eye brim-full of tears, 

Then check'd and rated by Noithumberland, 

Did speak these words, now proved a prophecy ^ 
'Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 
My cousin Bolingbrokc ascends my throne;’ 

Though then, God knows, I had no such intent. 

But that ncccs.sity so Iww’d the state 
That I and greatness were compell’d to kiss: 

‘The time shall come,’ thus did he follow it, 

‘The time will come, that foul sin, gatheniig head, 
Shall break into corruption:’ so went on, 

Yoretelling this same time’s condition 
And the division of our amity. 

War. There is a history in all men’s lives. 

Figuring the nature of the times deceased , 

'i’he which observed, a man may prophesy. 



With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
As yet not come to life, which in their seeds 
And weak beginnings lie intreasnred. 

Snell things become the hatch and brood of time; 
And by the necessary form of this 
King Richard might create a perfect guess 
That great Northumberland, then false to him. 
Would of that seed grow to a greater falseness ; 
Which should not find a ground to root upon, 
l^nlcss on you. 

King. Are these things then necessities? 

Then let us meet them like necessities: 

And that same word even now cries out on us : 
They say the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

War. It cannot be, my lord ; 

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo. 

The numbers of the fear’d. Please it your grace 
To go to bed. Upon my soul, my lord. 

The powers that you already have sent forth 
Shall bring tins prize in very easily. 

To comfort you the more, I have received 
A certain instance* that Glendowcr is dead. ’ 


Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill. 

And these unseason’d hours perforce must add 
Unto your sickness. 

King. I will take your counsel • 

And were these inward wars once out of hand 
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land Exfunt 

Scene ll.—GlouctUershtre. Before Justice Sh.vllow’.s 

house. 

Enter Shallow and Silence, meeting ; Mouloy, Shadow, 

Wart, Feebi.e, Bullcalf, a Servant or two with them. 

Shal. Come on, come on, come on, sir ; give me your 
hand, sir, give me your hand, sir; an earljr stirrer, by 
the rood! And how doth my good cousin Silence t 

SU. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bedfellow ? and 
your fairest daughter and mine, my god-daughter Ellen ^ 

Sil. Alas, a black ousel, cousin Shallow I 

SheU. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say my cousin 
William is become a good scholar: he is at Oxford. still, 
is he not? 

SU. Indeed, sir, to my cost. 
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Shai. A’ must, then, to the inns o' court shortly. I 
was once of Clement’s Inn, where I think they will talk 
of mad Shallow yet 

Sil. You were called ‘lusty Shallow* then, cousin. 

Shal. By the mass, I was called any thing; and I 
would have done any thing indeed too, and ronndly 
too. There was I, and littlo John Doit of Staffordshire, 
and black George Barnes, and Francis Pickbone, and 
Will Squele, a Cotswold man; you bod not four such 
swinge-bucklers in all the inns o’ court again: and 1 
may say to you, we knew where the bona*robas were, 
and had the best of them all at commandment. Then 
was Jack I^alstaff, now Sir John, a boy. and page to 
Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 

SU. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon 
about soldiers? 

SluU, The same Sir John, the very same. I saw him 
break Skogan’s head at the court-gate, when a’ was a 
crack not thus high : and the very same day did I light 
with one Sampson Stockfish, a fruiterer, behind Gray’s 
Inn. Jestt, Jesu, the mad days that I have spent ! and 
to see how many of my old acquaintance are dead! 

SU. We shall all foUow, cousin. 

Shai. Certain, 'tis certain ; veiy sure, very sure : death, 
as the Psalmist saith, is certain to all; all .shall die. 
How a good yoke of bullocks at Stamfo^ fair. 

SU. By iny troth, I was not there. 

Shai. Death is certain. Is old Double of your town 
living yet? 

Sil. Dead, sir. 

Shai. Jesu, Jesu, dead! a’ drew a good bow; and 
dead! a’ shot a fine shoot: John a Gaunt loved 
him well, and betted much money on bis head. Dead ! 
a’ would have clapped i’ the clout at twelve score; and 
carried you a forehand shaft a fourteen and fourteen and 
a half, that it would have done a man’s heart good to see. 
How a score of ewes now? 

SU. Thereafter as they be a score of good ewes may 
be worth ten pounds. 4 iecorijM i* qmiiij 

Shai. And is old Double dead? 

SU. Here come two of Sir John Falstaffs men, as 
1 think. 

Enter Bakdolpr, and <me with him. 

Bard. Good morrow, honest gentlemen : I beseech you, 
which is Justice Shallow ? 

Shai. I am Bobert Shallow, sir; a poor esquire of 
this county, and one of the king’s justices of the peace: 
what is your good pleasure with me? 

Bard. My capt^, sir, commends him to you; my 
captain. Sir John Falstafif, a tall gentleman, by heaven, 
and a most gallant leader. 

ShaL He greets me well, sir. I knew him a good 
backsword man. How doth the good knight ; may I ask 
how my lady his wife doth? 

Bard. Sir, pardon; a soldier is better accommodated 
than with a wife. 

It is well said, in faith, sir; and it is well 
said indeed too. Better accommodated ! it is good ; yea, 
indeed, is it : good phrases are surely, and ever were, very 
commendable. Accommodated ! it comes of ‘occommodo:’ 
very good ; a good phrase. 

Bard. Pardon me, sir; 1 have heard the word. Phrase 
call you it ? by^ this good day, I know not the phrase ; 
but I will maintain the wqrd with my sword to be a 
soldier-like word, and a word of exceeding good com- 
mand, by heaven. Accommodated; that is, whmi a man 
is, as they say, accommodated ; or when a man is, being. 
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whereby a* may be thought to be accommodated ; which 
is an excellent thing. 

Shal. It is very just 

Enter Falstaff. 

Look, here comes good Sir John. Give me your good 
hand, give me your worship’s good hand: by my troth, 
you like well and bear your years very well.: welcome, 
good Sir John. 

Fai. I am glad to see you well, good Master Bobert 
Shallow : Master Surecurd, as 1 think ? 

Shed. No, Sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, in com- 
mission with me. 

Fal. Good Master Silence, it well befits you should 
be of the peace. 

Sil. Your good worship is welcome. 

Fal. Fie ! this is hot weather, gentlemen. Have you 
provided me here half a dozen sumcieut men ? 

Shed. Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit? 

Fal. Let me see them, I beseech you. 

Shal. Where’s the roll ? where’s the roll ? where’s the 
roll ? Let me see, let me see, let me see. So, so, so, 
so, so, so, so : yea, marry, sir : Bulph Mouldy I Let 
them appear as I call ; let them do so, let them do so. 
Let me see ; where is Mouldy ? 

Afoul. Here, an’t please you. 

Shed. What think you. Sir John ? a good-limbed fel- 
low; young, strong, and of good friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Afoui. Yea, an’t please you. 

Fed. ’Tis the more time thou wert used. 

<8%a/. Ha, ha, ha ! most excellent, i’ faith ! things that 
are mouldy lack use : very singular good ! in faith, well 
said. Sir John, very well said. 

Fai. Prick him. 

Moul. 1 was pricked well enough before, an you 
could have let me alone: my old dame will he undone 
now for one to do her husbandry and her drudgery: you 
need not to have pricked me ; there arc other men fi^er 
to go out than 1. 

Fed. Go to : peace. Mouldy ; you shall go. Mouldy, 
it is time you were spent. 

Maul. Spent ! 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace ; stand aside : know you 
where you are ? For the other. Sir John : let me see : 
Simon Shadow! 

Fal. Yea, marry, let me have him to sit under : he’s 
like to be a cold soldier. 

Shal. Where’s Shadow ? 

Shad. Here, sir. 

Fal. Shadow, whose sou art thou ? 

Shad. My mother’s son, sir. 

Fal. Thy mother’s son ! like enough, and thy father’s 
shadow : so the son of the female is the shadow of the 
male : it is often** so, indeed ; but much of the father’s 
substance ! 

Shal. Do you like Ipm, Sir John ? 

Fed. Shadow will serve for summer ; prick him, for we 
have a number of shadows to fill up the muster-book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart! 

Fal. Where’s he ? 

Wart. Here, sir. 

Fed. Is thy name Wart? 

Wart. Yea, sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ra^ed wart. 

Shal. Shall I prick him down. Sir John? ' 

Fed. It were superfluous; for his apparel is built 
ujmn bis back, and the whole frame stands upon pins : 
prick him nd more. 





SHAL "the same SIR JOHN THE VERY SAME I SAW HIM BREAK SK06AHS READ AT THE COURT GATE. 
WHEN HE WAS A CRACK NOT THUS HIGH 
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Shal. Ha, ha, ha! you can do it, sir; you can do it: 

I commend you well. Francis Feeble! 

Fee, Here, sir. 

Fal, What trader art thou, Feeble ? 

Fee, A woman’s tailor, sir. 

Shal, Shall I prick him, sir? 

Fal, You may: but if he had been a man’s tailor, 
he’ld ha’ pricked you. Wilt thou make as many holes in 
an enemy’s battle as thou hast done in a woman’s petticoat ? 

Fee, I will do my good will, sir : you can have no more. 

Fai, Well said, good woman's tailor I well said, coura- 
geous Feeble! thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful 
dovo or most magnanimous mouse. Prick the woman’s 
tailor: well. Master Shallow; deep, Master Shallow. 

/V'. I would Wart might have gone, sir. 

Fal, I would thou wert a man's tailor, that thou 
inightst mend him and make him fit to go. I cannot 
put him to a private soldier that is the leader of so 
many thousands: let that suffice, most forcible Feeble. 

Fre, It shall suffice, sir. 

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Who is next? 

Sltal. Peter Bullcalf o' the green! 

Fal. Yea, marry, let’s see Bullcalf. 

Ball. Here, sir. 

Fal. ’Fore God, a likely fellow ! Come, prick me 
Bullcalf till he roar again. 

Ball. 0 Lord! good my lord captain — 

Fal, What, dost thou roar before thou art pricked? 

Ball, O, Lord, sir! I am a diseased man. 

Fal. What disease hast thou? 

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir, a cough, sir, which I 
cjuight with nuging in the king's affairs upon his corona- 
tion-day, sir. 

Fal, Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a gown ; we 
will have away thy cold ; and I will take such order that 
thy friends shall ring for thee. Is here all? 

Shal. Here is two more called than your number; 
you must have but four here, sir: and so, I pray you, 
go in with me to dinner. 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to sec you, by niy troth. Master 
Shallow. 

Shal. 0, Sir John, do you remember since we lay all 
night in the wind-null in Saint George's field? 

Fal. No more of that, good Master Shallow, no more 
of that. 

Shal. Ha ! ’twas a merry night. And is Jane Night- 
work alive ? 

Fal. She lives. Master Shallow. 

Shal, She never could away with me. 

Fal. Never, never; she would always say she could 
not abide Master Shallow. 

Sluil. By the mass, I could anger her to the lic.irt. 
She was then a bnna-voba. Doth she hold her own well ? 

Fal. Old, old. Master Shallow. 

Shal. Nay, she must be old; she cannot choose but 
bo old ; certain she's old ; and had Eobin Nightwork by 
old Nightwork before I came to Clement’s Inn. 

Sil. That’s fifty-five year ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen that 
that this knight and 1 have seen! Ha, Sir Jolin, said 
I well? 

Fal, We have heard the chimes at midnight, Master 
Shallow. 

Shal. That wc have, that we have, that wo have; 
in faith, Sir John, wo have: our watchword was ‘Hem, 
boys!’ Come, let’s to dinner; come, let's to dinner: 
Jesus, the days that we have seen! Come, come. 

[Exeunt Falstaff and the Justices. 


Bull. Good Master Corporate Bardolph, stand my 
friend; and here’s four Harry ten shillings in French 
crowns for you. In very truth, sir, I had as lief be 
hanged, sir, as go: and yet, for mine own part, sir, I 
do not care; but rather, because I am unwilling, and, 
for mine own part, have a desire to stay with my friends; 
else, sir, I did not care, for mine own part, so much. 

Bard. Go to; stand aside. 

Moul. And, good master corporal captain, for my old 
dame's sake, stand my friend : she has nobody to do 
any thing about her when I am gone; and she is old, 
and cannot help herself: you shall have forty, sir. 

Bard. Go to; stand aside. 

Fee. By my troth, I care not ; a man can die but 
once : we owe God a death : I'll ne'er bear a base mind: 
an’t be my destiny, so ; an't be not, so : no man is too 
good to serve’s prince ; and let it go which way it will, 
ho that dies this year is. quit for the next. 

Bard. Well said; thou’rt a good fellow. 

Fee. Faith, 111 bear no base mind. 

Enter Falstaff and the Justices. 

Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have^ 

Shal. Four of which you please. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you : I have three pounds to 
free Mouldy and Bullcalf. 

Fal. Go to; well. 

Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you have ? 

Fal. Do you choose for me. 

Shal. Marry, then. Mouldy, Bullcalf, Feeble, and Shadow 

Fal. Mouldy and Bullcalf : for j on, Mouldy, stay at 
home till you are past service : and for your part, Bull- 
calf, grow till you come unto it: I will none of you 

Shal. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourself wrong : they 
arc your likeliest men, and I would have you served with 
the best. 

Fal. Will you tell me, Master Shallow, liow to choos^o 
a man ? Care I for the limb, the thewes, tlic stature, 
bulk, and big assemblance of a man ! Give me the spint, 
Master Shallow. Here’s Wart; you see what a ragged 
appearance it is: a' shall charge }ou and di&cliargc you 
with the motion of a pcwtercr’s hammer, come off and 
on swifter than he that gibbets on the brewer’s bucket 
And this same half-faced fellow, Sliadow; give me tin's 
man : he presents no mark to the enemy ; the foeman 
may with as great aim level at the edge of a penknife 
And for a retreat; how swiftly will tliis Feeble tlie 
woman's tailor run off! 0, give me the spare men, and 
spare me the great ones. Put me a caliver into Wart's 
hand, Bardoljdi. 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse; thus, thus, thus. 

Fal. Come, manage me your caliver. So : very well : 
go to : very good, exceeding good. O, give me always a 
little, lean, old, cliapt, bald shot. Well said, i’ faith, Wart, 
thou’rt a good scab : hold, there's a tester for tliec. 

Shal. He is not his craft’s master; he doth not do 
it right. I remember at Mile-end Green, when I lay 
at Clement's Inn — 1 was then Sir Dagonet in Arthur’s 
show — there w^as a little quiver * fellow, and a’ ® 
would manage you his piece thus ; and a’ would about 
and about, and come you in and come you in : 'rah, 
tail, tah,’ would a’ say; ‘bounce,’ would a' say; and 
away again would a' go, and again would a’ come: I 
shall ne’er see such a fcUow. 

Fal, These fellows will do well, Master Shallow. God 
keep you, Master Silence: I will not use many words 
with you. Fare you well, gentlemen both: I thank 
you: I must a dozen mile to-uight. Bardolph, give the 
soldiers coats. 
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Shal, Sir John, tho Lord bless you ! God prosper 
your afTaii-s ! God send us peace 1 At your return visit 
our house ; let our old acquaintance bo renewed : per- 
adventure I will with ye to tho court. 

FaL Tore God, I would you would, Master Shallow. 

Slial Go to; I have spoke at a word. God keep 
you. 

Fed. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. [Exeunt Justices.] 
On, Bardolph ; lead the men away. [Exeunt Bardolph, 
BecruitSf <£rc.] As I return, I will fetch off these justices: 
I do see the bottom of Justice Shallow. Lord, Lord, how 
subject we old men are to this vice of lying ! This same 
starved justice hath done nothing but prate to me of the 
wildness of his youth, and the feats ho hath done about 
Turnbull Street ; and every third word a lie, duer paid 
to the hearer than the Turks tribute. I do remember 
him at Clement’s Inn like a man made after supper of 
a cheese-paring : when a* was naked, he was, for all the 
world, like a forked radish, with a head fantastically carved 
upon it with a knife : a’ was so forlorn, that his dimen- 
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sions to any thick sight were invisible : a' was the very 
genius of famine; yet lecherous as a monkey, and the 
whores called him mandrake : a* came ever in the rear- 
ward of the fashion, and sung those tunes to the over- 
scutched huswives that he heard the carmen whistle, and 
aware they were his fancies or his good-nights.® • 

And now is this Vice’s dagger become a squire, and talks 
as familiarly of John a Gaunt os if he hud been sworn 
brother to him; and I’ll be sworn a’ ne’er saw him but 
once in the Tilt-yard ; and then ho burst^ his head ^ 
for crowding among the marshal’s men. I saw it, and 
told John a Gaunt he beat his own name; for you might 
have thrust him and all his apparel into an eel-skin ; the 
case of a treble hautboy was a mansion for him, a court : 
and now has he land and beeves. Well, I’ll be acquainted 
with him, if 1 return; and it shall go hard but I will 
make him a ]^>hilosopher's two stones to me : if the young 
dace be a bait for the old pike, I see no reason in the 
law of nature but I may snap at him. Let time shape, 
and there an cud. [Exit. 
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Enitr the Archbishop of York, Mowbray, llAbiiNGS, 
and others 

Arch Wlut IS this foiest call’d^ 

Hast Tis Grdiiltree Foiest, aii't shall pleobc your gmce 
Alik Here stand, my loids , and send discovereis forth 
To know tlic niimbeis ot our enemies 
Hast We have sent foith already 
Arch Tis well done 

My fi lends and brcthieii in these great atlaiis, 

1 must acquaint you that I ha\e recened 
Ncw-datod letteis fioin Noithumbciland 
Then cold intent tenoui, and substance, Mius 
Heie doth he wish his peison, witli such powers 
As might hold sortance with his quality, 

The which he could not levy, wheieupon 
He IS retired, to ripe Ins growing foi tunes, 

To Scotland and concludes m heaity prayers 
Tiiat vour attempts may overlive the liazard 
And fearful meeting of their opposite 

Mowh Thus do the liopes we have in him touch 
ground, 

And dash themselves to pieces 

Enter a Messenger 

Hast Now, what news? 

Mess West of this forest, scarcely off a mile, 

VOL III 


In goodly form comes on the enemv , 

And, by tlic ground they hide, I judge their number 
Uj>on or near the latc ot thirty thousand 
Moiab The just pioportion that we gave them out 
Let us sway on and face them in the held 

Aich Wliati well-appointed leader front*) ns hen f 

Enter WLbTMORriAND 

Afowb I think it is inv Lord of Westmoreland 
Trtst Health and tan gietting fiom oiu general 
The piince Loul John ami Duke ot Lancastei 

Arth Say on, m\ Lord of Westmoreland, in peace 
What doth concern join coming^ 

Then, rn> loid 

Unto }our giace do I in chief address 

The substance of iny speech If that rebellion 

Came like itself, in base and abject louts, 

Led on by bloody jonth, gunuled with rags, 

And countenanced by bovs and leggarv, 

I say, if damn’d commotion so appeal’d. 

In Ins true, native, and most proper shape, 

You, reverend fathei, and these noble lords 
Had not been here, to diess the ugly form 
Of base and bloody insurrection 
With your fan honours You, loid archbishop, 

Whose see is hv a civil peace maintain’d, 

15 
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Whose beard the silver hand of peace hatli touch’d, 
Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor’d, 
Whose white investments figure innocence, 

The dove and very blessed spirit of peace, 

Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself 
Out of the speech of peace that beai-s such grace, 

Into the harsh and boisterous tongre of war; 

Turning your books to greaves,* your ink to blood. 

Your pens to lances, and your tongue divine •ArmoMr. 
To a loud trumpet and a point of war? 

Arch. Wherefore do I this? so the question stands. 
Briefly to this end: we are all diseased. 

And with our surfeiting and wanton hours 
Have brought ourselves into a burning fever, 

And we must bleed for it; of which disease 
Our late king, Richard, being infected, died. 

But, my most noble Lord of Westmoreland, 

I take not on me here as a physician, 

Nor do I as an enemy to peace 
Troop in the throngs of military men ; 

But rather show awhile like fearful war. 

To diet rank minds sick of happiness. 

And purge the obstructions which begin to stop 
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly. 

I have in equal balance justly weigh'd 

What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we sufler, 

And find our griefs heavier than our offences. 

We see which way the stream of time doth run, 

And arc enforced from our most quiet there 
By the rough torrent of occasion ; 

And have the summary of all our griefs, 

When time shall serve, to show in articles; 

Which long ere this we offer'd to the king. 

And might by no suit gain our audience: 

When we are wrong’d and would unfold our griefs, 

We are denied access unto his person 

Even by those men that most have done us wrong. 

The dangers of the days but newly gone, 

Whose memory is written on the earth 
With yet appearing blood, and the examples 
Of every minute's instance, present now, 

Hath put us in these ilLbescetning arms, 

Not to break peace or any branch of it, 

But to establish here a peace indeed, 

Concurring both in name and quality. 

IFtsi. Wlien ever yet was your appeal denied? 
Wherein have you been galled by the king ? 

What peer hath been suborn'd to grate on you. 

That you should seal this lawless bloody book 
Of forged rebellion with a seal divine, 

And consecrate commotion’s bitter edge ? 

Arck. My brother general, the commonwealth. 

To brother born an household cruelty, 

1 make my quarrel in particular. 

IVest. There is no need of any such redress ; 

Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mbwb. Why not to him in part, and to us all 
That feel the bruises of the days before, 

And suffer the condition of these times 
To lay a heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours ? 

finest. 0, my good Lord Mowbray, 

Construe the times to their necessities. 

And you shall say indeed, it is the time, 

And not the king, that doth you injuries. 

Yet for your part, it not appears to me 
Either from the king or in the present time 
That you should have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on: were you not restored 


To all tlie Duke of Norfolk's signories. 

Your noble and right well remember’d father’s ? 

Jfou>b. What thing, in honour, had my father lost, 
That need to be revived and breathed in me ? 

The king that loved him, as the state stood then, 

Was force perforce compcll'd to banish him: 

And then that Harry Bolingbroke and he, 

Being mounted and both roused in their seats, 

Their neighing coumers daring of the spur. 

Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down 
Their eyes of lire sparkling thiough sights of steel,® 

And the loud trumpet blowing them together, * IIhi vlaor*. 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have stay’d 
My father from the breast of Bolingbroke, 

0, when the king- did throw his warder down, 

Ills own life hung upon the staff he threw ; 

Then threw he down himself and all their lives 
That by indictment and by dint of sword 
Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke. 

Wesi, You speak. Lord Mowbray, now you know not 
what. 

The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman. 

Who knows on whom fortune would then have smiled ? 
But if your father Imd been victor there, 

He ne'er had borne it out of Coventry : 

For all the country in a general voice 

Cried hate upon him ; and all their prayers and love 

Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on 

And bless’d and graced indeed, more than the king. 

But this is mere digression fix>tn rny purpose. 

Here come I from our princely general 
To know your griefs; to tell you from hi.s grace 
That he will give you audience; ami wherein 
It shall appear that your demands are just. 

You shall enjoy them, every thing set off' 

That might so much as think you eneinie-s. 

Mowh, But he hath forced us to compel this offer; 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. ^ 

West, Mowbray, you overween to take it so ; 

This offer comes from' mercy, not from fear: 

For, lo! within a ken our army lies. 

Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 

Our battle is more full of names than your?, 

Our men more perfect in the use of arms, 

Our armour all as strong, our cause the best ; 

Then reason will our hearts should be as good : 

Say you not then our offer is compell’d. 

Mowh, Well, by my will we shall admit no parley. 
West. That argues but the shame of your offence: 

A rotten case abides no handling. 

Hast Hath the Prince John a full commission, 

In very ample vktue of his father, 

To hear and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon ? 

West That is intended' in the general’s name: 

I muse you make so slight a question. > comprtheiideH. 
Arch, Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland, this 
schedule. 

For this contains our general grievances: 

Each several article herein redress'd, 

All members of our cause, both here and hence. 

That are insinew’d to this action. 

Acquitted by a true substantial form 
And present execution of our wills 
To us and to our purposes confined. 

We come awful banks again. 

And knit otr powers to the arm of peace. 
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West This will I show the general Please you, loids, 
In sight of both our battles we may meet , 

And either end in peW, wlucli God so frame* 

Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which must decide it 

Arch My lord, we will do so 

[Exit West 

Mowh There is a thing within my bosom tells me, 
That no conditions of oiii peace can stand 

Hast I ear you not that if wc can make our peace 
Upon such laige teiins and so absolute 
As our conditions shall consist upon, 

Our peace shall stand as firm as locky mount tins 
Moivh Yea, but our valuation shall be smh 


That every slight and false-derived cause, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason 
bhall to the king taste of this action, 

That, wore our loyal faiths maityrs in love, 

We shall be winnow’d with so rough a wind 
Tliat even our corn shall seem as light as chaff, 

And good fiom bad hnd no partition 

Aich No no, my lord Note this, the king is weary 
Of daintj and such picking grievances 
Foi he h ith found to end one doubt by death 
Revives two greater in the hens of life, 

And thciLioie will he wipe his tables clean. 

And kcej) no tell-tale to his memoiy 
That may repeat and histor} his’ loss 
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To new remembrance , for full well ho knows 
He cannot so precisely weed this land 
As his misdoubts present occasion 
His foes are so enrooted with his liitnds 
That, plucking to unfix an enemy, 

He (loth entasten so and shake a fiiend 
So that this land, like an offensive wife 
That hath eniaged liim on to offer stiokcs, 

As he IS striking, holds his infant up 
And hangs resolved coirection in the aim 
That was uprear’d to execution 

Hast, Besides, the king hath w'asted all liis rods 
Oil late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very instruments of chastisement 


So that Ins pow’-er, like to a fanglcss lion, 

May offer, but not hold 

Atch Tis very true 

And therefoie be assured mv good lord marshal, 

If we do now make our atonement well, 

Our peace will, like a broken limb united. 

Grow stionger foi the bieaking 

^fowb Be it so 

Ileie 13 return’d my lord of Westmoreland. 

Re-enter Wfstmoreland 

West The prince is here at hand pleaseth youi lordship 
To meet his giace just distance ’tween our aimies? 
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Mowb. Your grace of York, in God‘s name, then, set 
forward. 

Arch. Before, and greet his grace : my lord, we come. 

[Exeu7iL 

Scene II . — Another part of the forest 

Enter, from one side, Mowbray, attended ; afte^^wards the 
Archbishop, IIastincss, and others : from the other side. 
Prince John of Lancaster, and Westmoreland; Offi- 
cers, and others with them. 

Lan. You are well encounter’d hero, my cousin 
Mowbray : 

Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop; 

And so to you, Lord Hastings, and to all. 

My lord of York, it better show*d with you 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell, 

Encircled you to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text, 

Than now to see you here an iron man, 

Clieering a rout of rebels with your dnim, 

Turning the word to sword and life to death. 

That man that sits within a monarch’s heart, 

And ripens in the sunshine of his favour, 

Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 

Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach 
lu shadow of such greatness! With you, lord bishop, 

It is even so. Who hath not heaixl it spoken 
How deep you were within the books of God? 

To us the speaker in his parliament; 

To us the imagined voice of God himself; 

The very opener and intelligencer* ifnnrpwtw. 

Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven 
And our dull workings. 0, who shall believe 
But you misuse the reverence of your place. 

Employ the countenance and grace of heaven, 

As a false favourite doth his prince’s name, 

In deeds dishonouxuble ? You have ta’ea up, 

Under the counterfeited zeal of God, 

The subjects of his substitute, my father. 

And both against the peace of heaven and him 
Have here up-swarm'd them. 

Arch, Good my lord of Lancaster, 

I am not here against your fathers peace; 

But, as I told my lord of Westmoreland, 

The time misorder’d doth, in common sense. 

Crowd us and crush us to this inonstrou.s form. 

To hold our safety up. I sent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief, 

The which hath been with scorn shoved from the court, 
Whereon tliis Hydro son of war is born ; 

Wliose dangerous eyes may well be charm’d asleep 
With grant of our most just and right desires, 

And true obedience, of this madness cured, 

Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Moxvb. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 

HaM. And though we liere fall down. 

We have supplies to second our attempt: 

If they miscarry, theirs shall second them ; 

And so success of mischief shall be born, 

And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up 
Whiles England shall have generation. 

Lan. You are too shallow, Hastings, much too shallow, 
To sound the bottom of the after-times. 

West. Pleaseth your grace to answer them directly 
How far forth you do like their articles? 

Lan. I like them all, and do allow them well. 

And swear here, by the honour of my blood. 

My father’s purposes have been mistook, 


And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority. 

My lord, these griefs ahull be with speed redress’d; 
Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please .you, 
Discharge your powers unto their several counties, 

As we will ours: and here between the armies 
Let’s diank together friendly and embrace. 

That all their eyes may bear those tokens home 
Of oiu' restored lovo and amity. 

Arch. I take your princely word for these redresses. 
Lan. I give it you, and will maintain my word: 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Hast. Go, captain, and deliver to the army 
This news of pence : let them have pay, and j)ait : 

1 know it will well please them. Hie thee, captain. 

[Exit Officer. 

Arch. To you, my noble lord of We.stmorelaiul. 

West I pledge your grace; and, if you knew what 
pains 

I have bt'stow’d to breed this pi-esent peace, 

You would drink freely: but my love to ye 
Shall show itself more openly hereafter. 

Arch. I do not doubt you. 

West I am glad of it. 

Health to my lord and gentle cousin, Mowbray. 

Mowh. You wish me health in very happy season; 
For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 

Arch. Against ill chances men are ever merry ; 

But heaviness foreruns the good event. 

West Therefore be merry, coz; since sudden sorrow 
Serves to say thus, 'some good thing comes to-morrow.* 
Arch. Believe me, 1 am passing light in spirit. 
Mowb. So much the worse, if your own rule be true. 

[Shoxits xcitliin. 

Lan. The word of peace is render’d: hark, how they 
shout I 

Mawb. This had been cheerful after victory. 

Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest ; 

For then both parties nobly are subdued, 

And neither party loser. 

Lan. • Go, rny lord, 

And let our army be discharged too. [Exit Wcstmorelauil. 
And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains 
March by us, that we may peruse the men 
We should have coped withal. 

Arch. Go, good Lord Hastings, 

And, ere they be dismiss’d, let them march by. 

[Exit Hustings. 

Lan. I trust, lords, we shall lie to-night together. 

BC’Cntcr WESTMORELAND. 

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army still? 

West The leaders, having charge from you to stand, 
Will not go off’ until they hear you speak. 

Lan. They know their duties. 

Re-enter Hastings. 

Hast My lord, our army is dispersed already: 

Like youthful steers unyoked, they take theia courses 
F^st, west, north, south; or, like a school broke up, 
Each hurries toward lus home and sporting-place. 

West Good tidings, my Lord Hastings ; foif the which 
I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason: 

And you, lord archbishop, and you, Lord Mowbray, 

Of capital treason I attach you both. 

Mowb. Is this proceeding just and honourable ? 

West. la your assembly so ? 

Arch. Will you thus break your faith? 
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Imh. I pawn’d tliee none 

I uromised you redress of these same giievances 
Whereof you did complain; which, by mine honour, 

1 will perform with -a most Christian care. 

But for you, rebels, look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion and such acts ns yours. 

Most shallowly did you these arms commence. 

Fondly brought here and foolishly sent hence. 

Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d stray:' *'•>«»»«• 
God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day. 

Some guard those traitors to the block of death. 

Treason's true bed and yielder up of breath. [EjxutU. 

ScEXR III — Anotlur part of the forest. 

Alarum. Excursions. Enter Falstaff and Colevile 
meeting. 

Fed. What’s your name, sir? of what condition are 
you, and of w’hat place, I pray? 

Cole. I am a knight, sir; and my name is Colevile 
of the dale. 

Fal. Well, then, Colevile is your frame, a kniglit is 
your degree, and your place the dale: Colevile shall be 
.still your name, a traitor your degree, and the dungeon 
your place, a place deep enough; so shall you be still 
Colevile of the dale. 

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falstaff? 

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe'er I am. Do 
ye yield, sir < or shall I sweat for you ? If 1 do sweat, 
they are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy 
death: therefore rouse up fear and trembling, and do 
observance to my mercy. 

Cole. I think you are Sir John Falstaff, and in that 
thought yield me. 

Fal. I have a whole school of tongues in this belly 
of mine, and not a tongue of them all speaks any other 
word but my name. An I had but a telly of any in- 
diffcrency, I were simply the most active fellow in Europe: 
my womb, in}-^ womb, my womb, undoes me. Here comes 
our general. 

Enter Pbince Johm OF LANCASTER, Westmoreland, Blunt, 
and others. 

Lan. The heat is past; follow no further now: 

Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland. 

[Exit Westmoreland. 

Now, Falstaff, where have you been all this while? 

When every thing is ended, then you come: 

Those tardy tricks of yours will, on my life. 

One time or other break some gallows’ back. 

Fal. 1 would be sorry, my lord, but it should be 
thus: I never know yet but rebuke and check was the 
I’eward of valour. Do you think me a swallow, an anow, 
or a bullet? have I, in my poor and old motion, the 
expedition of thought ? I have speeded 1 dher with the 
very extremest inch of possibility; I have foundered 
nine score and odd posts: and here, travel-tainted as I 
am, have, in my pure and immaculate valour, taken Sir 
John Colevile of the dale, a most fnrious knight and 
valorous enemy. But what of that? he saw me and 
yielded; that I may justly say, with the hook-nosed 
fellow of Itome, T came, saw, and overcame.' 

Lan. It was more of his courtesy than your deserving. 

Fal. I know not : here he is, and here I yield him : 
and I beseech your grace, lot it be booked with the rest 
of this day’s deeds ; or, by the Lord, I will have it in a 
particular ballad else, with mine own picture on the top 
on’t, Colevile kissing my foot : to the which course if I 
be enforced, if you do not all show like gilt twopences 
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to me, and I, in the clear sky of fame, o'ershinc you as 
much as the full moon doth the cinders of the element^ 
which show like pins’ heads to her, believe not the word 
of the noble : therefore let me have right, and let desert 
mount. 

Lan. Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Fal. Let it shine, then. 

Lan. Thiue’.s too thick to shine. 

Fal. lAit it do something, my good lord, that may 
do me good, and call it what you will. 

Lan. Is thy name Colevile? 

Cole. It is, my lord. 

Lan. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Fal. And a famous true subject took him 
Col. I am, my lord, but as my betters are 
That led me hither : had they been ruled by me. 

You should have won them dearer than you have. 

Fal. 1 know not how they sold themselves: but thou, 
like a kind fellow, gavest thyselt away gratis; and I 
thank thee for thee. 

Be-enter WEST.MORELAND. 

Lan. Now, have you left pursuit* 

West. Ketreat is made and execution stay’d 
Lan. Send Colevile with his confederates 
To York, to present execution : 

Blunt, lead him hence; and see you guard him sure 

[Exeunt Blunt and others with Colciile. 
And now dispatch we toward the court, my lords: 

I hear the king my father is sore sick : 

Our news shall go before us to his majesty, 

'Which, cousin, you shall tear to comfort him. 

And we with sober speed will follow you. 

Fed. My lord, I breech you, give me leave to go 
Through Glouccstcrsliire : and, when you come to couit, 
Stand my good lord,* pray, in your good report * 

Lan. Fare you well, Falstaff : I, in my condition. 
Shall better speak of you than you deserv-e. 

[Exeunt all hut Fahiaff 
Fal. 1 would you had but the wit : ’twere better than 
your dukedom. Good faith, this same young sober-blooded 
boy doth not love me; nor a man cannot make him 
laugh; but that’s no marvel, he drinks no wine. There’s 
never none of these demure boys come to any proof, 
for thin drink doth so over-eool their blood, and making 
many fish-meals, that they fall into a kind of male 
green-sickness; and then, uhen they many, they get 
wenches: they are generally fools and cowards; Avhich 
some of us should be too, but for inflammation A good 
sherris-sack hath a two-fold operation in it. It ascends 
me into the brain ; dries me there all the foolish and 
dull and cnidy vapours which environ it; makes it 
apprehensive, quick, forgetive, * full of nimble, * 
fiery, and delectable shapes ; which, delivered o’er to the 
voice, the tongue, which is the birth, becomes excellent 
wit. The second property of your excellent sherris is, 
the warming of the blood ; which, before cold and settled, 
left the liver white and pale, which is the badge of pusil- 
lanimity and cowardice ; but the sherris warms it, and 
makes it course from the inwards to the parts extreme: 
it illumiucth the face, which as a beacon gives warning 
to all the rest of this little kingdom, man, to arm; and 
theu the vital commoners and inland petty spirits muster 
me all to their captain, the heart, who, great and puffed 
up with this retinue, doth any deed of courage; and 
this valour comes of sherris. So that skill in the weapon 
is nothing without sack, for that sets it a-work; and 
learning a mere hoard of gold kept by a devil, till 
sack commences it and sets it in act and use. Hereof 
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comes it that Prince Harry is valiant; for the cold 
blood he did naturally inherit of his father, he hath, like 
lean, sterile, and bare land, manured, husbanded, and 
tilled with excellent endeavour of drinking good and 
good store of fertile sherris, that he is become very hot 
and valiant. If 1 had a thousand sons, the hrat humane 
principle I would teach them should be, to forswear 
thin potations, and to addict themselves to sack. 

Enter Bxrdolph. 

How now, Bardolph ? 

Bard. The army is discharged all and gone. 

Fat. I/jt them go. I’ll through Gloucestershii'c, and 
there will I visit Master Robert Shallow, cscpiirc : I 
have him already tcinjpering between ray finger and my 
thumb, and shortly will I seal with him. Come away. 

[^Exeunt. 


Scene IV. — WestminsUr. The Jerusedem Chaniber. 

Enter the King, the PitiNCES Thomas of Clarence and 
Humphrey of Gloucester, Warwick, and others. 

King. Now, lords, if God doth give successful end 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors. 

We will our youth lead on to higher fields 
And draw no swords but what are sanctified. 

Our navy is address'd,* our power collected, * 

Our substitutes in alrsence well invested. 

And every thing lies level to our wish : 

Only, we. want a little personal strength ; 

And pause us, till these rebels, now afoot. 

Come underneath the yoke of government. 

War. Both which we doubt not but your majesty 
Shall soon enjoy. 



King. Humphrey, my son of Gloucester, 

Where is the prince your brother? 

Glpu. I think he's gone to hunt, my lord, at Windsor. 
King. And how accompanied? 

Glou. I do not know, my lord. 

King. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, with 
him ? 

Glou. No, my good lord, he is in presence here. 

Clar. What would my lord and father? 

King. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. 
How chance thou art not with the prince thy brother? 
He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, Thomas; 
Thou hast a better place in his affection 
Than all thy brothers : cherish it, my boy. 

And noble offices thou may’st effect 
Of mediation, after I am dead. 

Between his greatness and thy other brethren : 

Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love. 

Nor lose the good advantage of his grace. 

By seeming cold or careless of his will; 

For he is gracious, if he be obsen'ed : ^ trwM. 


He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
0|)en as day for melting charity; 

Yet notwithstanding, being incensed, he’s flint, 

As humorous as winter and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 

His temper, therqforo, must be well observed : 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently. 

When you perceive liis blood inclined to mirth; 

But, being moody, give him line and scope. 

Till that his passions, like a whale on ground, 

Confound * themselves with working. Learn thil, Tlioinas, 
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends; * 

A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in. 

That the united vessel of their hlood, 

Mingled with venom of suggestion — • tT.«puu<». 

As, force perforce, the age will pour it in — 

Shall never leak, though it do work as strong 
As aconitum or rash gunpowder. 

Clar. I shall observe him with all care and love. 
King. Why art thou not at Windsor with him, Thomas ? 
Clar. Ho is not there to-day; he dines in London. 
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King. And how accompanied? canst thou tell that? 
Clar. With Poina, and other his continual follower. 
King. Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds; 

And he, the noble iuiage of my youth, 
la overspread with them : therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death : 

The blood weeps from my heart when I do shape 
In forms imaginary the unguided days 
And rotten times that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 

For when his headstrong riot hath no curb, 

When rage and hot blood are his couiibellors. 

When means and lavish manners meet together, 

0, with what wings shall his aifections fly 
Towards fronting peril and opposed decay ! 

War. My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite: 
1'he prince but studies his companions 
Like a strange tongue, wherein, to gain the language, 
Tis needful that the most immodest word 


Be look'd upon and learn’d: which once attain'd. 

Your highness knows, comes to no further use 
But to be known and hated. So, like gross terms, 

The prince will in the perfectness of time 
Cast off his followers ; and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live, 

By which his grace must mete the lives of others. 
Turning past evils to advantages. 

King. 'Tis seldom-when * the bee doth leave her comb 
In the dead cairion. ' **^'*''' 

Enter Westmoheland. 

Who’s here ^ Westmoreland ^ 

West. Health to my sovereign, and new happiness 
Added to that that I am to deliver I 
Prince John your son doth kiss your grace’s liand 
Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings and all 
Are brought to the correction of your law ; 

There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheath’d, 



But Peace puts forth her olive every where. 

The manner how this action hath been borne 
Here at more leisure may your highness read. 

With every course in his particular. 

King. 0 Westmoreland, thou art a summer bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter sing.> 

The lifting up of day. 

Enter Harcouut. 

Look, here*s more news. 

Har. From enemies heaven keep your majesty; 
And when they stand against you, may they fall 
As those that I am come to tell you of! 

The Earl Northumberland and the Lord Bardolph, 
With a great power of English and of Scots, 

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown : 

The manner and true order of the fight 
This packet, please it you, contains at laige. 


King. And wherefore should these good news make 
me sick ? 

Will Fortune never come with both liand.s full, 

But write her fair words still in foulest letteis ? 

She either gives n stomach end no food ; 

Such are the poor, in health; or else a feast 
And takes away the stomach , such are the lich, 

That have abundance and enjoy it not. 

I should rejoice now at tliis happy news; 

And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy: 

O me! come near me; now I am much ill. 

Glou. Comfort, your majesty I 
Clar. 0 my royal father! 

West. My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself, look up. 
War. Be patient, princes; you do know, these fits 
Are with his highness very ordinarv. 

Stand from him, give him air; he’ll stmight be well. 

Clar. No, no, he cannot long hold out these pangs: 
Tlie incessant care and labour of his mind 
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Hath wroaght the mure* that should confine it in * 

So thin that life looks through and will break out. 

Olou. The people fear me; for they do observe* 
Unfather’d heira and loathly births of nature : * 

The seasons change their manners, as the year 
Had found some months asleep and leap'd them over. 

Clar. The river hath thrice flow’d, no ebb between ; 
And the old folk, time’s doting chronicles, 

Say it did so a little time before 

That our great>grandsire, Edward, sick’d and died. 

War. Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers. 

Glou. This apoplexy will certain be his end. 

King. I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence 
Into soiqe other chamber: softly, pray. 


SCSKS V . — AwAhtr ehamler. 

TJu Kino lying on a led: Clasence, Gloocester, War- 
wick, and others in attendance. 

King. Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends; 
Unless some dull* and favourable hand *'*'*' 

Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 

Wot. Call for the music in the other room. 

King. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 

Clar. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 

War. Less noise, less noise! 

Knter Prince Henry. 

Prince. Who saw the Duke of Clarence? 



Clar. I am here, brother, full of lieaviness. 

Prince. How now ! rain within doors, and none abroad! 
How doth the king? 

Glou. Exceeding ilL 

Prince. Heard he the good news yet? 

Tell it him. 

GUm. He alter’d much upon the hearing it 
Prince. If he be sick with joy, he’ll recover without 
physic. 

War. Not so much noise, my lords: sweet prince, 
B^k low; 

The king your father is disposed to sleep. 

Clar. Let us withdraw into the other room. 

War. Will’t please your grace to go along with ns? 


Pnnee. No; I will sit and watch hero by the king, 

[Exeunt all but the Prince 
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow. 

Being so troublesome a bedfellow? 

0 polish’d perturbation ! golden care I 
That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide^ 

To many a watchful night! sleep with it now! 

Yet not so sound and half so deej^ly sweet 
As he whose brow with homely biggen* boiii|d 
Snores out the watch of night. 0 majesty! 

When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 

That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather which stirs not: 
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KING HENRY 

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perfoice must move. My gracious lord ! my father ! 

This sleep is sound indeed; this is a sleep 
That from this nolden rigol* hath divorced •circut. 

So many English kings. Thy due from me 
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood, 

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness. 

Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously: 

My due from thee is this impeded crown. 

Which, as immediate from thy place and blood. 

Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits. 

Which God shall guard: and put the world’s whole 
strength 

Into one mant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me : this from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as ’tis left to me. [Exit 

King. Warwick! Gloucester! Clarence! 

Ite-enter Warwick, Gloucester, Ciarence, and tJu rest. 
Clar. Doth the king call? 

War. What would your majesty? How fares your 
grace? 

King. Why did you leave me here alone, my lords? 
Clar. We left the prince my brother here, my liege. 
Who undertook to ait and watch by you. 

King. The Prince of Wales! Where is he! let me 
see him: 

He is not here. 

War. This door is open; he is gone this way. 

Olou. He came not through the chamber where vre 
stay'd. 

King. Where is the crown ? who took it from my 
pUlow ? 

War. When wo withdrew, my liege, we left it here. 
King. The prince hath ta’en it hence : go, seek him out. 
Is he so hasty that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death? 

Find him, my Lord of Warwick; chide him hither. 

[Exit Warwick. 

This part of his conjoins with my disease, 

And helps to end me. See, sons, what things you are! 
IIow quickly nature falls into revolt 
When gold becomes her object! 

For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brains with 
care. 

Their bones with industry; 

For this they have engrossed and piled up 
The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold; 

For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts and martial exercises : 

When, like the bee, culling from every flower 
The virtuous sweets. 

Our thighs pack’d with wax, our mouths with honey. 

We bring it to the hive, and, like the bues, 

Are murdered for our pains. This bitter taste 
Yield his engrossments to the ending father. 

Et-t/nitr Warwick. 

Now, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determined me? 

War. My lord, I found the prince in the next room, 
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks. 

With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow 
That tyranny, which never quaflTd but blood. 

Would, by beholding him, have wash'd his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 

King. But wherefore did he take away the crown? 
VOL. m. 
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Re-enter pRiNCE Henry. 

Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry. 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

[Exeunt Warwick and the rest. 
Prince. I never thought to hear you speak again. 
King. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that thought. 
I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 

Dost thou so hunger for mine empty chair 

That thou wilt needs invest thee with my honours 

Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth 1 

Thou seek'st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 

Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 

Is held from falling with so weak a wind 

That it will quickly drop: my day is dim. 

Thou hast stolen that which after some iew hours 
Were thine without ofience ; and at my death 
Thou hast seal’d up my expectation: 

Thy life did manifest thou lovedst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 

Thou hidest a thousand daggers in thy thoughts. 

Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 

To stab at half an hour of iiiy life. 

What! const thou not forbear me half an hour? 

Then get thee gone and dig my grave thyself, 

And bid the merry bells ring to thine car 
That tliou art crowned, not that I am dead. 

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse 
Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head: 

Only compound me with forgotten dust; 

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms, 

Pluck down my officers, break ray decrees; 

For now a time is come to mock at form: 

Harry the Fifth is crown'd: up, vanity! 

Down, royal state 1 all you sage counsellore, hence ! 

And to the English court assemble now, 

From every region, apes of idleness! 

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum : 
Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance, 

Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more; 

England shall double gild his treble guilt, 

England shall give him office, honour, might; 

For the fifth Harry from curb’d license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and tlie wild dog 
Shall flesh his tooth on every innocent 

0 my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows! 

When that my care could not withhold thy riots. 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? 

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again, 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants! 

Prince. O, pardon me, my liege! but for my tears, 
The moist impediments unto my speech, 

1 had forestall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 

Ere you with grief had spoke and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown; 

And He that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours I If I affect it more 
Than as your honour and as your renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience rise, 

Wiich my most inward-true and duteous spirit 
Teacheth, this prostrate and exterior bending. 

God witness with me, when I here came in, 

And found no course of breath within your majesty, 
How cold it strack my heart ! If I do feign, 

0, let me in my present wildness die 
And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble charge that I have purposed! 

16 
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Coming to look on yon, thinkinff you dead, 

And dead almost, my liege, to tnink you were,. 

I srake unto this crown as having sense, 

And thus upbraided it : * The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the body of my father; 

Therefore, thou best of gold art worst of gold ; 

Other, less fine in carat, is more precious, 

Preserving life in medicine potable; 

But thou, most fine, most honour'd, most renown’d 
Hast eat thy bearer up.* Thus, my most i*oyal liege, 
Accusing it, I put it on my head, 

To try with it, as with an enemy 

That had before my face murder’d my father. 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infect my blood with joy. 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride; 

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did with the least affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it, 

Let God for ever keep it from my head. 

And make me as the poorest vassal is 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it! 

King. O my son, 

God put it in thy mind to take it hence, 

That thou mightst win the more thy father’s love, 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it! 

Come hither. Hairy, sit thou by my bed; 

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breatlic. God knows, my son. 

By w’hat by-paths and indirect crook’d ways 
I met this crown; and I myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head. 

To thee it shall descend witli better quiet. 

Better opinion, better confirmation ; 

For all the soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem’d in me 
But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous hand. 

And I had many living to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances; 

Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed, 
Wounding supposed peace: all these bold fears' 

Thou sce’st with peril I have answered ; ' PormWaLu aiomi. 

For all my reign hath been but as a scene 
Acting that argument: and now my death 
Changes the mode; for what in me was x)urchasecl* 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort ; • 


So thou the garland wear'st successively. 

Yet, though thou stand'st more sure than I could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green; 

And all my friends, which thou must make thy friends, 
Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en .out; 

By whose fell workings I was fimt advanced, 

And by whose power I well might lodge a fear 
To be again displaced : which to avoid, 

I cut them off; and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Laud, 

Lest rest and lying still might make them look 
Too near unto iny state. Therefore, my Harry, 

Be it thy course to busy giddy minds 

With foreign quarrels; that action, hence borne out. 

May waste the memory of the former days. 

More would I, but my lungs are wasted so, 

That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 

How I came by the crown, O God forgive ; 

And grant it may with thee in true peace live! 

Jhnnee. My gracious liege. 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 

Then plain and right must my possession be : 

Which 1 with more than with a common pain 
'Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

Enter Lord John of Lancaster. 

Khig. Look, look, here comes my John of I^ncaster. 
Lan. Health, peace, and happiness to my royal father ! 
King. Thou bring’st mo happiness and peace, son John ; 
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare wither’d trunk : upon thy sight 
My worldly business makes a period. 

Where is my Lord of Warwick 7 

Prince. My Lord of Warwick I 

Enter Warwick, and others. 

King. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I first did swoon ? 

War. 'Tis call’d Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

King. Laud be to* God ! even there my life must end. 
Tt hath been prophesied to me many years, 

T should not die but in Jerusalem ; 

Which vainly I supposed the Holy Land : 

But bear me to that chamber; there I’ll lie; 

In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. [Exeunt. 
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Scene I —Gloucestershire. Shallow’s hmse. 


Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph, and Page. 

Shal. By cock and pie, sir, you shall not away to-night 
"What, Davy, I say! 

Fal. You must excuse me, Master Bohert Shallow. 

Shal. 1 will not excuse you ; you shall not bo excused ; 
excuses shall not be admitted; there is no excuse shall 
serve; you shall not be excused. Why, Davy! 

EnUr Davy. 

Davy. Here, sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy, let me see, Davy; 
let me see, Davy ; let me see : yea, marry, William cook, 
bid him come hither. Sir John, you shall not be excused. 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus ; those precepts* cannot ’ 
be served: and, again, sir, shall wo sow the headland 
with wheat 

Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But for William cook : 
are there no young pigeons ? 

Uavy. Yes, sir. Here is now the smith’s in te for 
shoeing and plough-irons. 

Shal. Let it be cast and paid. Sir .Tohn, you shall 
not be excused. 

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket must needs 
be had : and, sir, do you mean to stop any of William’s 
wages, about the sack he lost the other day at Hinckley 
fair ? 

Shal. A’ shall answer it. Some pigeons, Davy, a 
couple of short-legged hens, a joint of mutton, and any 
pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell William cook. 

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, sir ? 

S/uu. Yea, Davy. 1 will use him well : a friend i’ the 
court is better than a penny in pursa U.se his men 
well, Davy ; for they are arrant knaves, and will backbite. 

Davy. No worse than they are backbitten, sir; for 
they have marv^ous foul linen. 


Shed. Well conceited, Davy : about thy business, Da^ y 
Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance William Visor 
of Woncot against Clement Perkes of the bill 
Shal. There is many complaints, Davy, against that 
Visor: that Visor is an arrant knave, on my kowledge 
Davy. I grant your w'orship that he is a knave, sir, 
but yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should have some 
countenance at his friend’s request An honest man, sir, 
is able to speak for himself, when a knave is not 1 
have served your wor.<ihip truly, sir, this eight years , 
and if I cannot once or twice in a quarter bear out a 
knave against an honest man, I have but veiy' little 
credit with your worsliip. The knave is mine honest 
friend, sir; therefore, I be.seech your worship, let him 
be countenanced. 

Shal. Go to; I say he shall have no wrong Look 
about. Davy, [Ent Davy] Where are you. Sir John? 
Come, come, come, off with your boots Give me your 
hand. Master Bardolph 
Bard. I am glad to see your worship 
Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind Master 
Bardolph : and welcome, my tall fellow \to the Faye] 
Come, Sir John 

Fal. I'll follow you, good Master Bobeit Shallow 
[Exit Shallow] Bardolph, look to our horses. [Exeunt 
Bardolph and Faye!\ If I were sawed into quantities, I 
should make four dozen of such bearded hermits’ staves 
ns Master Shallow It is a wonderful thing to see the 
semblable coherence of his men’s spirits and his : they, 
by observing of him, do bear themselves like foolish justices , 
he, by conversing with them, is turned into a justice- 
like serving-mail : their spirits are so married in con- 
junction with the participation of society that they dock 
together in consent, like so many wild-geese. If I had 
a suit to Master Shallow, I would humour his men with 
the imputation of being near their master : if to his men. 
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I would curry with Master Shallow that no man could 
better command his servants. It is certain that either 
wise bearing or ignorant carriage is caught, as men take 
diseases, one of another: therefore let men take heed 
of their company. I will devise matter enough out of 
this Shallow to keep Prince Hany in continual laughter 
the wearing out of six fashions, which is four terms, or 
two actions, nod a' shall laugh without intervaUums. O, 
it is much that a lie with a slight oath and a jest with 
a sad brow will do with a fellow that never hod the 
ache in his shoulders! 0, you shall see him laugh till 
his face be like a wet cloak ill laid up! 

Shal. [Within.'] Sir John! 

Fal. I come. Master Shallow ; I come, Master Shallow. 

[Exit. 

Scene II. — Westmimier. Hu palaee. 

Efnitr Warwick ani the Loro Chief-Justice, meeting. 

War. How now, my lord chief-justice ! whither away ? 

Ch. Just. How doth the king? 

War. Exceeding well ; his cares are now all ended. 

Ch. Just. 1 hope, not dead. 


War. He’s walk’d the way of nature ; 

And to our purposes he lives no more. 

Ch. Just. I would his migesty had call’d me with him : 
The service that I truly did his life 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War, Indeed I think the young king loves you not. 
Ch. Just. I know he doth uot, and do arm myself 
To welcome the condition of the time. 

Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 

Enter Lancaster, Clarence, Gloucester, Westmoreland, 
and others. 

War. Here comes the heavy issue of dead Hariy: 

0 that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen I 
How many nobles then should hold their places. 

That must strike sail to spints of vile sort! 

Ch. Just. 0 God, I fear all will be overturn’d! 

Lan. Good morrow, cousin Warwick, good morrow. 

morrow, cousin. 

Lan. We meet like men that had forgot to speak. 



War. We do remember; but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath made us heavy ! 
Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest wc be heavier' 

Clou 0. good my lord, you have lost a friend indeed , 
And I dare swear you borrow not that face 
Of seeming sorrow, it is sure your own. 

Lan. Though no man be assured what grace to find, 
You stand in coldest expectation : 

I am the sorrier; would ’twere otherwise. 

Clar. Well, you must now speak Sir John Falstaff fair ; 
Which swims against your stream of quality. 

Ck Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in honour. 
Led by the impartial conduct of my soul: 

And never shall you see that I will beg 
A ragged* and forestall’d remission. 

If truth and upright innocency fail me, 

I’ll to the king my master that is dead, 

And tell him who hath sent me after him. 

War. Here comes the prince. 

Enter Kino Henry the Fifth, attended. 

Ch. Jutt. Good morrow ; and God save your majesty ! 


Kxng, This new and gorgeous garment, majesty. 

Sits not so easy on me as you think. 

Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear: 

This is the English, not the Turkish court, 

Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds. 

But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothers. 

For, by my faith, it very well becomes you: 

Sorrow so royally in you appears 

’That I will deeply put the fashion on 

And wear it in my heart : why then, be sad ; 

But entertain no more of it, good brothers. 

Than a joint burden laid upon us all. 

For me, by heaven, I 'bid you be assured. 

I’ll be your father and your brother too; 

Let me but bear your love. I'll bear your caies: 

Yet weep that Harry’s dead ; and so will I , 

But Hariy lives, that shall convert those teait 
By number into hours of happiness. 

Princes. We hope no other from your majisty. 

King. You all look stran^ly on me : and you most; 
You are, I think, assured I love you not. 

Ch. Just. I am assured, if I be measured tightly. 
Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

King. l|o I 
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How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
So great indignities you laid upon me ? 

What! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
The immediate heir, of England I Was this easy? 

May this bo wash’d in Lethe, and forgotten? 

Ch, Just. I then did use the person of your father • 
The image of his power lay then in me: ’ 

And, in the administration of his law, 

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth. 

Your highness pleased to forget my place. 

The majesty and power of law and justice, 

The image of the king whom I presented. 

And struck me in my very scat of judgment ; 

Whereon, as an offender to your father, 

I gave bold way to my authority. 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill. 

Be you contented, wearins now the garland. 

To have a son set your decrees at nought, 

To pluck down justice from your awful bench. 

To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 
That guards the peace and safety of your person ; 

Nay, more, to spurn at your moat royal image. 

And mock your workings in a second body. 

Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours; 

Be now the father and propose a son. 

Hear your own dignity so much profaned, 

See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 

Behold yourself so by a son disdain’d; 

And then imagine mo taking your part 
And in your power soft silencing your son: 

After this cold considerance, * sentence me ; ’ oomiamtion. 
And, as you' *ro a king, speak in your state 
What I have done that misbecame my place. 

My person, or my liege’s sovereignty. 

King. You are right, justice, and you weigh this well ; 
Therefore still bear the balance and the sword: 

And I do wish your honours may iucreasn, 

Till you do live to see a son of mine 
Offend you and obey you, as 1 did. 

So shall I live to speak my father’s words ; 

'Happy am I, that have a man so bold. 

That dares do justice on my proper son; 

And not less happy, having such a son. 

That would deliver up his greatness so 

Into the hands of justice.’ You did commit me:- 

For which, I do commit into your hand 

The unstained sword that you have used to bear; 

With this remembrance, that you use the same 
With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit 
As you have dona ’gainst me. There is my hand. 

You shall be as a father to my youth: 

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear, 

And I will stoop and humble my intents 
To your well-practised wise directions. 

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech vou; 

My father is gone wild into his grave. 

For in his tomb lie my affections; 

And with his spirit sadly I survive. 

To mock the expectation of the world. 

To frustrate prophecies, and to raze out 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my seeming. The tide of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow’d in vanity till now: 

Now doth it turn and ebb back to the sea. 

Where it shall mingle with the state of floods. 

And flow henceforth in formal majesty. 

Now call wo our high court of parliament : 

And let us choose such limbs of noble counsel. 

That the great body of our state may go 
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In equal rank with the best govern’d nation; 

That war, or peace, or both at once, nsay be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us; 

In which you, father, shall have foremost hand. 

Our coronation done, we will accite, 

As I before remember’d, all our state: 

And, God consigning to iny good intents. 

No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say, 

God shorten Harry’s happy life one day! \Extwnt. 

Scene III. — Glmcestershire. Shallow’s orchard. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Davy, Bakdolfh, 
and the Page. 

SIuil. Nay, you shall see my orchard, where, in an 
arbour, we will eat a last year’s pippin of my own 
grafling, with a dish of caraways, and so forth : come, 
cousin Silence: and then. to bed. 

Fal. ’Fore God, you have here a goodly dwelling and 
a rich. 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all, beggars all. 
Sir John : marry, good air. Spread, Davy ; spread, Davy : 
well said, Davy. 

Fal. Tliis Davy serves you for good uses ; he is your 
serving-man and your husband. 

Shed. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good varlet. 
Sir John : by the mass, I have drunk too much sack at 
supper : a good varlet. Now sit down, now sit down : 
come, cousin. 

Sil. Ah, sirrah I quoth-a, we shall [Singing. 

Do nothing but eat, and make good cheer. 

And praise God for the merry year; 

When flesh is cheap and females dear. 

And lusty lads roam here and there 
So merrily. 

And ever among so merrily. 

Fal. There’s a merry heart! Good Master Silence, 
I’ll give you a health for that anon. 

Shal. Give Master Bardolph some wine, Davy. 

Davy. Sweet sir, sit; I’ll be with you anon; most 
sweet sir, sit. Master page, good master page, sit Pro- 
face !* "What you want in meat, we’ll have in ’ 
drink : but you mu.st bear ; the heart’s all. [Exit. 

Shal. Be merry. Master Bardolph; and, my little 
soldier there, be meriy. 

Sil. [Singing.] 

Be merry, be meriy, my wife has all; 

For women arc shrews, both short and tall: 

’Tis merry in hall when beards wag all. 

And welcome merry Shrove-tide. 

Be merry, be merry. 

Fal. 1 did not think Master Silence had been a man 
of this mettle. 

Sil. Who, I ? I have been merry twice and once ere 
now. 

Ee-enter Davy. 

Davy. There’s a dish of leather-coats for you. 

[To Bardolph. 

Shal. Davy! 

Davy. Your worship ! I ’ll be with you straight [to 
Bardolph]. A cup of wine, sir? 

Sil. [Singing.] 

A cup of wine that’s brisk and fine. 

And drink unto the leman mine; 

And a merry heart lives long-a. 
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Fal. 'Well said. Master Silence. 

Sil. An we shall be merry, now comes in the sweet 
o' the night 

Fed. Health and long life to you. Master Silence. 

SU. 

Fill the cup, and let it come; 

I’ll pledge you a mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome ; if thou wantest any 
thing, and wilt not call, beshrew thy heart Welcome, 
my little tiny thief [to the FVtye], and welcome indeed, 
too. I’ll drink to Master Bardolph, and to all the cav- 
aleros about London. 

Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 

Biard. An I might eee you tlicre, Davy — 

Shal, By the mass, you’ll crack a quart together, ha! 
will you not. Master Bardolph ? 

Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot. 

Shal. By God's liggens, I thank thee: the knave will 
stick by thee, I can assure thee that. A’ will not out ; 
he is true bred. 

Bard. And I’ll stick by him, sir. 

Shal. Why, there spoke a king. Lack nothing : be 
merry. [Knockaty within.'\ Ix>ok who's at door there, 
ho! who knocks? [Exit Davy. 

Fal. Why, now you have done me right. 

[To Silence, seeing him take off a bumper. 

Sil. [Singing.] Do me right. 

And dub me knight: 

Samingo. 

Is't not so? 

Fal. 'Tis so. 

Sd. Is’t so? Why then, say an old man can do 
somewhat. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. An’t please your worship, there’s one Pistol 
come from the court with news. 

Fed. From the court! let him come in. 

Enter Pistol. 

How now, Pistol! 

Fist. Sir John, God save you ! 

Fal. What wind blew you hither. Pistol ? 

Fist. Hot the ill wind which blows no man to good. 
Sweet knight, thou art now one of the greatest men in 
this realm. 

Sil. By’r lady, I think a’ 'be, but* goodman Pufif 
of Barson. ‘ 

Fist. Puff! 

Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward base! 

Sir John, I am thy Pistol and thy friend. 

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee, 

And tidings do X bring and lucky joys 
And golden times and happy news of price. 

Fal. I pray thee now, deliver them like a man of 
this world. 

Fist. A foutre for the world and wordlings base ! 

I speak of Africa and golden joys. 

Fed. 0 base Assyrian knight, what is thy news? 

Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof. 

Sil. And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John. [Singing. 
Fist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons? 

And shall good news be baffled ? 

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies’ lap. 

Honest gentleman, I know not your breeding. 
Fist. Why then, lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir: if, sir, you come with 


news from the court, I take it there’s but two ways, 
either to utter them, or to conceal them. I am, sir, 
under the king, in some auriiority. 

FM. Under which king, Besonian?' speak, or die. 

Shed. Under King Harry. »iu«ai 

Fist. Harry the Fourth? or Fifth? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth. 

Fist. A foutre for thibe office! 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king; 

Harry the Fifth’s the man. I speak tlie tmth : 

When Pistol lies, do this; and ng me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fal. What, is the old king dead? 

Fist. As nail in door : the things I speak are just. 

Fal. Away, Bardolph ! saddle my horse. Master 
Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in the land, ’tis 
thine. Pistol, I will double-chaige thee with dignities. 

Bard. O joyful day ! 

I would not take a knighthood for my fortune. 

Fist. What! I do bring good news. 

Fal. Carry Master Silence to bed. Master Shallow, 
my Lord Shallow — be what thou wilt ; I am fortune’s 
steward — get on thy boots : we’ll ride all night. 0 sweet 
Pistol ! Away, Bardolph ! [Exit Bard.] Come, Pistol, 
utter more to me; and withal devise something to do 
thyself good. Boot, boot. Master Shallow : 1 know the 
young king is sick for me. Let us take any man’s 
horses; the laws of England are at my commandment. 
Blessed are they that have been my friends; and woe 
to my lord chief-justice? 

Fid. Let vultures vile seize on his lungs also! 
‘Where is the life that late 1 led?’ say they: 

Why, here it is; welcome these pleasant days! [Exesmt. 

Scene IV. — London. A street. 

Enter Beadles, dragging in Hostess Quickly ami Doll 
Teahsueet. 

ITost. No, thou arrant knave; I would to God that 
I might die, that I might have tliee hanged ; thou hast 
drawn my shoulder out of joint. 

First Bead. The constables have delivered her over 
to me; and she shall have whipping-cheer enough, 1 
warrant her : there hath been a man or two lately killed 
about her. 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come on; I’ll tell 
thee what, thou damned tripe-visaged rascal, an the child 
I now go with do miscarry, thou wert better thou hadst 
struck thy mother, thou paper-faced villain. 

Host. 0 the Lord, that Sir John wore come! he 
would make this a bloody day to somebody. But I 
pray God the fruit of her womb miscarry ! 

First Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen of cushions 
again ; you havo but eleven now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me ; for the man is dead that you and Pistol 
beat amongst you. 

Dol. rfi teU you what, you thin man in a censer, I 
will have you as soundly swinged for this — you blue-bottle 
rogue, you filthy famished correctioner, if jfou be not 
swinged. I’ll forswear half-kirlles. 

First Bead. Come, come, you she knight-d^nt, come. 

Host. 0 God, that right would thus overcome might ! 
Well, of sufferance comes ease. ' 

Dol. Come, you rogue, come; bring me to a justice. 

Host. Ay, come, you starved blood-houud." 

Dol. Goodman death, goodman bones! 

Host. Thou atomy, thou! 

Dol. Come, you thin thing; come, you rascal 

First Bead. Very well [Exeunt. 
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Ac?r V.] 

Scene V. — A jmbltc place near Westminster Abbey. 

JEnter two Grooms, strewing rushes. 

First Groom. Moje rushes, more rushes. 

Sec. Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice. 

First Groom. 'Twill be two o'clock ere they come from 
the coronation: dispatch, dispatch. {Exeunt. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bardolph, and Page. 

Fal. Stand hero by me. Master Robert Shallow; 1 
will make the king do you grace : I will leer upon him 
as a' conies by; and do but mark the countenance that 
he will give me. 

Fist. God bless thy lungs, good knight. 

Fal. Come here, Pistol; stand behind me. O, if I 
had had time to have made new liveries, 1 would have 
bestowed the thousand pound I borrowed of you. But 
'tis no matter; this poor show doth better: this doth 
infer the zeal I had to sec him. 

Shal. I doth so. 

Fal. It shows my earnestness of affection — 

Shal. It doth so. 

Fal. My devotion — 

Shal. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night ; and not to de* 
liberate, not to remember, not to have patience to shift me — 
Shal. It is best, certain. 

Fal. But to stand stained with travel, and sweating 
with desire to see him ; thinking of nothing else, put- 
ting all affairs else in oblivion, as if there were nothing 
else to be done but to see him. 

Pist. 'Tis ‘semper idem,' for ‘obsque hoc nihil est:* 
'tis all in every part. 

Shal. 'Tis so, indeed. 

Pid. My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver. 

And make thee rage. 

Thy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts, 

Is in biuse durance and contagious prison : 

Haled thither 

By most mechanical and dirty hand: 

Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Alecto's snake, 
For Doll is in. Pistol speaks nought but truth. 

Fal. I will deliver her. 

within, and the trumpets sound 
Pist. There roar'd the sea, and trumpet-clangor sounds. 

Enter the KiNO and his train, the Lord Chief- Justice 
among them. 

Fal. God save thy grace. King Hal ! my royal Hal ! 
Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most royal 
imp of fame! 

Fal. God save thee, my sweet boy ! 

King. My lord chief-justice, speak to that vain man. 
Ch. Just. Have you your wits? know you wlial 'cis 
you speak? 

Fnl. My king ! my Jove! I speak to 'me, my heart! 
Kiny. I know thee not, old man : fall to thy prayers ; 
How ill white hairs become a fool and jester ! 

I have long dream’d of such a kind of man 
So surfeit-swell’d, so old, and so profane; 

But, being awaked, I do despise my dream. 

Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace: 


Leave gormandizing; know the grave doth gape 
For thee thrice wider than for other men. 

Reply not to me with a fool-born jest : 

Presume not that I am the thing I was; 

For God doth know, so shall the world perceive, 

That I have turn'd away my former self; 

So will I those that kept me company. 

When thou dost hear I am as I have been. 

Approach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast. 

The tutor and the feeder of my riots: 

Till then, 1 banish tliee, on pain of death, 

As I have done the rest of my misleaders, 

Not to come near our person by ten mile. 

For competence of life I will allow you, 

That lack of means enforce you not to evil: 

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves. 

We will, according to your strengths and qualities, 

Give you advancement. Be it your charge, my lord, 

To see perform’d the tenour of our word. 

Set on. [Exeunt King, &c. 

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand pound. 
Shal. Yea, marry, Sir John ; which I beseech you to 
let me have home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, Master Shallow. Do not 
you grieve at this ; I shall be sent for in private to him : 
look you, he must seem thus to the world : fear not 
your advancements; I will be the man yet that shall 
make you great. 

Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unless you should 
give me your doublet and stuff me out with straw'. I 
beseech you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred 
of my thousand. 

Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word : this that 
you heard w’as but a colour. 

Shal. A colour that I fear you will die in, Sir John. 
Fal. Fear no colours: go with me to dinner: come. 
Lieutenant Pistol; come, Bardolph: I shall be sent fur 
soon at night. 

Re-enter Prince John, the Lord Chief-Justice; Ofticers 
vnth them. 

Ch. Just. Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the Fleet: 
Take all his company along with him. 

Fal. My lord, my lord — 

Ch. Just. J cannot now speak : I will licar you soon. 
Take them away. 

Pist. Si fortuna me tormenta, spero contenta. 

[Exeunt all but Prince John and the Chief -Justice. 
Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the king’s: 

He hath intent his wonted lollowers 
Shall all be very well provided for; 

But all are bariisli’d till their conversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ch. Just. And so they are. 

Lan. Tlie king bath call'd his parliament, my lord. 
Ch. Just. He hath. 

Lan. I will lay odds that, ere this year expire, 

We bear our civil swords and native fire 
As far as France: I heard a bird so sing, 

^Vlloso music, to my thinking, pleased the king. 

Come, will you hence? [Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 

My fear is, your displeasure; my courtesy, mv duty; 
and my speech, to beg your pardons. If you look for 
a good speech now, you undo me : for what I have to 


Spoken by a Dancer. 

First my fear; then my courtesy; last my speech. 
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say is of mine own making; and what indeed I should 
say will, I doubt, prove mine own marring. But to the 
purpose, and so to the venture. Be it known to you, 
as it is very well, I was lately here in the end of a 
displeasing play, to pray your patience for it and to 
promise you a better. 1 meant indeed to pay you 
with this ; which, if like an ill venture it come 
unluckily home, I break, and you, my gentle creditors, 
lose. Here I promised you I would be, and here I 
commit my body to your mercies: bate me some and 
I will pay some, and, as most debtors do, promise you 
infinitely. 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will 
you command me to use my legs? and yet that were 
but light payment, to dance out of your debt. But a 


[Act V. 

good conscience will make any possible satisfaction, and 
BO would I. All the gentlewomen here have forgiven 
me: if the gentlemen will not, then the gentlemen do 
not agree with the gentlewomen, which was never seen 
before in such an assembly. 

One word moi-e, I beseech you. If you be not too 
much cloyed with fat meat, our humble author will 
continue the story, with Sir John in it, and make you 
merry with fair Katharine of France : where, for any 
thing I know, Falstaff shall die of a sweat, unless 
already a' be killed with your hard opinions; for Old- 
castle died a martyr, and this is not the man. My tongue 
is weary; when my legs are too, I will bid you good 
night: and so kneel down before you; but indeed, to 
pray for the queen. 









DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Kinu IIenky tho Fifth. 

Duke of Quoucester,) 

Dukb op Bedpord, / irothtrt to iko Kinj. 

Duke of Exeter, uncU to the King* 

Duke of York, eounn to the King. 

Earls of SAUSBuiir, Westmoreland, ami 
Warwick. 

Arciiuisuoi* OF Canterbury. 

Bishop of Ely. 

Earl of Cambridqe. 

Lord Ecroof. 
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MORRIS, Jamy, offiufiin King Henry's army. 
Bates, Court, Williams, eddiere in the same. 
Pistol, Ktm, Barooltr. 
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A Herald. 

Charles the Sixth, King of France. 

Lewis, the Dauphin. 

Dukes of Buboundy, Orleans, and Bourbon. 
The Constable of France. 
llAMBURES and Grandfre, French Lords. 
QoTsmor of Harfleor. 


Montjoy, a French Herald 
Ambassadors to the King of England 
Isabel, Queen of France. 

Katharine, daughter to Charles and Isabel 
Alice, a lady attending on her. 

Hostess o/a tavern in Eastcheap formtAy Misti ps^ 
Quickly, and new married to ^l^tul. 

LordSf LadieSt OJicers, Soldiers^ Cituetis, Jfeeeen- 
gertf and Attendants, 

Chorus. 

SCENE England ; a/Unoards France 


PROLOGUE. 


JEnter Chorus. 

Chor. 0 for a muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention, 

A kingdom for a stage, princes to act, 

And monarchs to behold the swelling scene! 

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself. 

Assume the port of Mars, and at his heels. 

Leash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword, and fire 
Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles all, 

The flat unraised spirits that have dared 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth 
So great an object: can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France ? or may we cram 
Within this wooden 0 the very casques 
That did affright the air at Agincourt? 

0, pardon! since a crooked figure may 
Attttt in little place a miUion; 

VOL HI. 


And let us, ciphers to this great accompt. 

On your imaginary forces work. 

Suppose within the girdle of these walls 
Aro now confined two mighty monarchies, 

Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
Tho perilous narrow ocean parts asunder: 

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts; 

Into a thousand parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puissance; 

Think, when we talk of horbes, that you see them 
Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth ; 

For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings, 
Carry them hero and there; jumping o’er times, 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour>glass: for the which supply, 

Admit me Chorus to this history; 

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 

Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. [ExU. 





ACT I. 


Scene I. — London. An ante-<dumber in the King’s palace. 


Enter the Abchbishop OF Cantebbuby and the BlSHOP 

OF Ely. 

Cant. My lord, I'll tell you; that self bill is urged, 
Which in the eleventh year of the last king's reign 
Was like, and had indeed against us pass’d. 

But that the scambling^ and unquiet time istirrin*. 

Did push it out of farther question. 

Ely. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now? 

Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass against us, 
We lose the better half of our possession : 

For all the temporal lands which men devout 
By testament have given to the church 
Would they strip from us ; being valued thus : 

As much as woiud maintain, to the king's honour. 

Full fifteen earls smd fifteen hundred knights. 

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires; 

And, to relief of lazars and weak age, 

Of indent faint souls i^ast coTporal toil, 

A hunued almshouses right well supplied; 

And to the coffers of the king beside, 

A thousand pounds by the year : thus runs the bill 
Ely. This would drink deep. 

Cant. 'Twomd drink the cup and alL 


jS/y. But what prevention? 

Cant. The king is full of grace and fair regard 
Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 

Cant. The courses of his youth promised it not 
The breath no sooner left his father’s body. 

But that his wildness, mortified in him. 

Seem’d to die too; yea, at that very moment 
Consideration, like an angel, came 
And whipi^’d tho offending Adam out of him. 
Leaving his body as a paradise. 

To envelope and contain celestial spirits. 

Never was such a sudden scholar made; 

Never came reformation in a flood. 

With such a heady currance, scouring Aults ; 

Nor never Hvdra>headed wilfulness 
So soon did lose his seat^ and all at onte, 

As in this king. 

Ely. We are blessed in the change. 

Cant. Hear him but reason in divinUy, 

And all-admiring with an inward wish 

You would desire the king were made B prelate : 

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs, 

You would say it hath been all in all his study: 
List his discourse of war, and you ^all hear 
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A fearful battle render'd you iu music: 

Turn liiui to any cause of policy, 

The Gordian knot of it he will un loose, 

Familiar as his garter: that, when he speaks. 

The air, a charter’d libertine, is still. 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men's ears, 

To steal his sweet and honey’d sentences; 

Ho that the art and practic part of life 
Must be the mistress to this theoric: 

Which is a wonder how his grace should glean it. 
Since his addiction was to courses vain, 

His companies unletter’d, rude and shallow. 

His hours fill’d up with riots, banquets, sports, 

And never noted in him any study. 

Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 

Jily. The strawberry gi-ows underneath the nettle. 
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen beat 
Neighbour’d bjr fruit of baser quality : 

And so the prince obscured his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness; which, no doubt, 


Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night. 
Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty. 

Cant. It must be so ; for miracles are ceased ; 
And therefore we must needs admit the means 
How things are perfected. 

£ly. But, my good lord, 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urged by the commons? DoUi his majesty 
Incline to it, or no? 

Cant, He seems indifferent. 

Or rather swaying more upon our part 
Than cherishing the exliibiters against us; 

For I have made an offer to his majesty. 

Upon our spiritual convocation 
And ill regard of causes now in hand. 

Which I have open’d to his grace at large. 

As touching France, to give a greater sum 
Than ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessors part withal. 

Ely. How did this offer seem received, my lord? 

Cant. With good acceptance of his majesty; 



Save that there was not time enough to hear. 

As I perceived his grace would fain have done, 

'The severals and urmidden passages 

Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms. 

And generally to the crown and seat of France, 

Derived firom Edward, his great-grand&ther. 

Ely. ^^at was the impediment that oroke this off? 

Cant. The French ambassador upon that instant 
Craved audience; and the hour, I think, is come 
'To give him healing: is it four o’clock? 

Ely. It is. 

Cant. Then go we in, to know his embassy ; 

Which I could with a ready guess declare. 

Before the Frenchman speak a woi^d of it 

Ely, I’ll wait upon you, and 1 long to hear it [Exeuni. 

SCKNE II . — The eame. The Presenu chamber. 

Enter Kino Henrt, Gloucester, Bbdtord, Exeter, 
Warwick, Westmobelaot), and Attendants. 

K. Een. Where is my gracious lord of Canterbury ? 


Exe. Not here in presence. 

JC. Hen. Send fur him, good uncle. 

West. Shall we call in the ambassador, my liege? 

K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin : we would be resolved. 
Before we bear him, of some things of weight 
That task our thoughts, concerning us and France. 

Enter the Archbishop of Cartekbury, and the Bishop 

OF Ely. 

Cant. God and his angels guard your sacred throne. 
And make you long become it! 

K. Hen. Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to pi'oceed 
And justly and religiously unfold 
Why the law Salique that they have in France 
Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim : 

And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your reading. 
Or nicely charge your understanding soul 
With opening titles miscreate, whose right 
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Suits not in native colours with the truth; 

For Ood doth know how many now in heidth 
Shall drop their blood in approbation 
Of what your reverence shall incite us to. 

Therefore take heed how you impawn our person, 

How you awake our sleeping sword of war: 

We charge you, in the name of God, take heed; 

For never two such kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of blood; whose guiltless drops 
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint 
'Gainst him whose wrong gives edge unto the swords 
That make sdch waste in brief mortality. 

Under this conjuration speak, my lord; 

For we will hear, note, and believe in heart 
That what you speak is in your conscience wash’d 
As pure as sin with baptism. 

Cant. Then hear me, gracious sovereign, and you peers. 
That owe yourselves, your lives, and services. 

To this imperial throne. There is no bar 
To make against your highness* claim to France 
But this, which they produce from Pharainond, 

‘In terram Salicam mulieres ne succedant:’ 

‘ No woman shall succeed in Salique land 
Which Salique land the French unjustly gloze 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar. 

Yet their own authors faithfully affirm 
Tliat the land Salique is in Germany, 

Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe; 

Where Charles the Groat, having subdued the Saxons, 
There left behind and settled certain French; 

Who, holding in disdain the German women 
For some dislionest maimers of their life, 

Establisli’d then this law; to wit, no female 
Should be inheritrix in Salique land: 

Which Salique, as I said, 'twixt Elbe and Sala, 

Is at this day in Germany call’d Meisen. 

'fhen doth it well appear the Salique law, 

Was not devised for the realm of France : 

Not did the French possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of King Pharamond, 

Idly supposed the founder of this law; 

Who died within the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty-six; and Charles the Great 
Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the French 
Beyond the river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred hve. Besides, their writers say. 

King Pepin, which deposed Cbilderic, 

Did, os heir general, being descended 

Of Blithild, which was daughter to King Clothair, 

Make claim and title to the crown of France. 

Hugh Capet also, who usurp’d the crown 
Of Charles the Duke of Lorraine, sole heir male 
Of the true line and stock of Charles the Great, 

To fine* his title with some shows of truth, ***” 
Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught. 
Convey’d himself as heir to the Lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son 
To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son 
Of Charles the Great. Also King Lewis the Tenth, 
Who was sole heir to the usurpet Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in his conscience, 

Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied 
That fair Queen Isabel, his grandmother, 

Was lineal of the Lady Ermengare, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid Dqke of Lorraine: 

By the which marriage the line of Charles the Great 
Was re-united to the crown of France. 


So that, as dear as is the summer's sun. 

King Pepin’s title and Hugh Capet’s claim. 

King Lewis his si^ihction, all appear 
To hold in right and title of the female: 

So do the kings of France unto this day; 

Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law 
To bat your highness claiming from the female. 

And rather choose to hide them in a net ' 

Than amply to imbar their crooked titles 
Usurp’d from you and your progenitors. 

K. Hen. May I with right and conscience make this 
claim? 

Card. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign 1 
For in the book of Numl^rs is it writ. 

When the man dies, let the inheritance 
Descend imto the daughter. Gracious lord. 

Stand for your own; unwind your bloody flag; 

Look back into your mighty ancestors : 

Go, my dread lord, to your great-grandsire’s tomb, 
From whom you claim; invoke his warlike spirit. 

And your great-unde’s, Edward the Black Prince, 

Who on the French ground play’d a tragedy. 

Making defeat on the full power of France, 

Whiles his most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling to behold his lion’s whelp 
Forage in blood of French nobility. 

0 noble English, that could entertain 

With half their forces the full pride of France 

And let anotlier half stand laughing by. 

All out of work and cold for action ! * ’ 

Ely. Awake remembrance of these valiant dead, 

And with your puissant arm renew their feats : 

You are their heir ; you sit upon their throne : 

The blood and courage that renowned them 
Runs in your veins; and my thrice-puissant liege 
Is in the very May-morn of his youth. 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarclis of the earth 
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself, 

As did the former lions of your blood. 

West. They Imow your grace hath cause and means 
altd might; 

So hath your highness; never king of England 
Had nobles richer and more loyal subjects, 

^Vhose hearts have left their bodies here in England, 
And lie pavilion’d in the fields of France. 

Cant. O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege. 

With blood and sword and fire to win your right, 

In aid whereof we of the spiritualty 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum 
As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

Jt. Hen. We must not only arm to invade the French, 
But lay down oitr proportions to defend 
Against the Scot, who will make road upon us 
mth all advantages. 

Cant. They of those marches, gracious sovereign. 
Shall be a wall sufficient to defend 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. 

K. Hen. We do not mean the coursing snatchers only. 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, i 
Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to ui: 

For you shall read that my great-mrandfather. 

Never went with his forces into Frence 
But that the Scot on his unfiimish'd kingdoib 
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach, 

With ample and brim fulness of his force. 

Galling the, gleaned land with hot assays, 

Girding with grievous siege castles and towns; 



Aot l] 


KING HENRY V. 


133 


That Englaud, being empty of defence, 

Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbourhood. 

Cant. She hath been then more fear’d than harm’d, 
my liege ; 

For hear her but exampled by herself: 

When all her chivalry hath been in France 
And she a mourning widow of her nobles, 

She Imth herself not only well defended 

Blit taken and impounded as a stray 

'rhe King of Scots; whom she did send to France, 

To fall King Edward’s fame with prisoner kings, 


And make her chronicle as rich with praise 
As is the ooze and bottom of the sea. 

West. But there’s a saying very old and true, 

‘If that you will Fianie win, 

Then with Scotland lirst begin ’ 

For once the eagle England being in prey, 

'fo her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 
Comes sneakmg and so sucks her piinccly eggs, 
Flaying the mouse in absence of the cat. 

To tear and havoc more than she can eat 



Jixe. It follows then the cat must stay at home : 
Yet that is but a crush’d necessity. 

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries. 

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves 
While that the armed hand doth fight abroad. 

The advised head defends itself at home , 

For government, though high and low and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one consent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural close, 

Like music 

Cant. Therefore doth heaven divide 
Tlie state of man in divere functions. 

Setting endeavour in continual motion; 

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt. 

Obedience: for so work the honey-bees. 

Creatures that by a rule in nature teach 


'Fhe act of order to a peopled kingdom 
They have a king and officers of sorts; 

Where some, like magistrates, correct at homo, 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad, 
Others, like soldiers, amed in their stings. 

Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds. 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royal of thei emperor , 

Who, busied in his maiesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold. 

The civil citizens kneading up the honey. 

The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate. 

The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum. 

Delivering o’er to executors pale 

The lazy yawning drone. I this infer. 
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That many things^ having full refeTence 
To one consent, may work contrariously : 

As many arrows, loosed several ways. 

Come to one mark ; as many ways meet in one town ; 
As many fresh streams meet in one salt sea; 

As many lines close in the dial’s centre; 

So may a thousand actions, once afoot» 

End in one purpose, and ^ all well borne 
Without defeat Therefore to France, my liege. 

Divide your happy England into four; 

Whereof take you one quarter into France, 

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 

If we, with thrice such powers left at home. 

Cannot defend our own doors from the dog. 

Let us be worried, and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 

K. Htn. Call in the messengers sent from the Dauphin. 

[Exeunt som Attendants. 

Now are we well resolved; and, by God’s help. 

And yours, the noble sinews of our power, 

France being ours, we’ll bend it to our awe, 

Gr break it all to pieces: or there we’ll sit, 

Ituling in laige and ample empery 

O’er France and all her almost kingly dukedoms. 

Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn. 

Tombless, with no remembrance over them: 

Either our history shall with full mouth 
Speak freely of our acts, or else our grave. 

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongudess mouth. 

Not worahipp’d with a waxen epitaph. 

Enter Ambassadors 0 / France. 

Now are wo well prepared to know the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin Dauphin; for we hear 
Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 

First Ami. May’t please your majesty to give ns leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge; 

Or shall we sparingly show you far off 
The Dauphin’s meaning and our embassy ^ 

AT. Hen. Wo are no tyrant, but a Christian king; 
Unto whose grace our passion is as subject 
As are our wretches fetter’d in our prisons: 

Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plainness 
Tell us the Dauphin’s mind. 

First Ami. Thus, then, in few. 

Your highness, lately sending into France, 

Did claim some certain dnkedoms, in the right 
Of your great predecessor. King Edward the Third. 

In answer of which claim, the prince our master 
Says that you savour too much of your youth. 

And bids you be advised there’s nought in Fiance 
That can be with a nimble galliard won; 

You cannot revel into dukedoms there. 

He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit. 

This tun of treasure ; and, in 'lieu of this. 

Desires you let the dnkedoms that you claim 
Hear no more of yon. This the Dauphin speaks. 


if. Sen. What treasure, uncle? 

Exe. Tennis-balls, my liege. 

AT. Sen. We are glad the Dauphin is so pleasant 
with us; 

His present and your pains we thank you for: 

When we have match’d our rackets to these balls. 

We will, in France, by God’s gnme, play a set 
Shall strike his father’s crown into the hazard. 

Toll him he hath made a match with such a wrangler 
That all the courts of France will be disturb’d 
With chaces. And wo understand him well. 

How he comes o’er us with our wilder days. 

Not measuring what use wo made of tlieni. 

We never valued this poor seat of England , 

And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 
To barbarous license; as 'tis ever common 
That men are merriest when they arc from home. 

But tdl the Dauphin I will keep my state. 

Be like a king and show my sail of greatness 
When I do rouse me in my throne of France: 

For that I have laid by my majesty 
And plodded like a man for working-days. 

But 1 will rise there with so full a glory 
That I will dazzle all the eyes of France, 

Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on n.s. 

Aind tell the pleasant prince this mock of his 
Hath turn’d his balls to gun-stones; and his sonl 
Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful vengeance 
That shall fly with them : for many a thousand widuus 
Shall this his mock mock out of their dear husbands ; 
Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles down ; 

And some are yet ungotten and unborn 

That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin's scorn 

But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom I do appeal; and in whose name 
Tell you the Dauphin I am coming on. 

To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow’d cause. 

So get you hence in peace; and tell the DnuphiiT 
His jest will savour but of shallow wit, 

Wheq thousands weep more than did laugh at it. 
Convey them with sue conduct. Fare you well 

[Exeunt Amhassadin s 

Exe. This was a merry message. 

K. Sen. We hope to make the sender blush at it. 
Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour 
That may give furtherance to our expedition; 

For we have now no thought in us W France, 

Save those to God, that run before our business. 
Therefore let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon collected and all things thought upon. 

That may with reasonable swiftness add 
More feathers to our wings; for, God before, 

We'll chide this Dauphin at his father’s dom. 

Thereforo let evei^ man now task his thought. 

That this fair action may on foot be brought. 

[.EcfimA Flourish. 





PROLOGUE. 


Enter Chorus. 

Cho}\ Nmw all the youth of England are on fire. 
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies : 

Now thrive tlie armourers, and honour’s thought 
Reigns solely m the breast of every man : 

They sell the pasture now to buy the horse. 
Following the mirror of all Christian kings, 

With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 

Fur now sits Expectation in the air, 

And hides a sword from hilts unto the point 
With crowns imperial, crowns and coronets, 
Promised to Harry and his followers. 

The French, advised by good inteUJgence 
01 this most dreadful preparation. 

Shake in their fear, and with pale policy 
Seek to divert the English purposes. 

O England I model to thy inward greatness, 

Like little body with a mighty heart, 

What mightst thou do, that honour would tliee do. 
Were all thy children kind and natural ! 

But see thy fault! France hath in thee found out 


A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills 

With treacherous crowns; and three corrupted men. 

One, Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the becond, 

Henry Lord Scroop of Masham, and the third, 

Sir Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberland, 

Have, for the gilt of France — O guilt indeed' — 
Confirm'd conspiracy with fearful France; 

And by their hands this gitice of kings must die, 

If hell and treason hold their promises, 

Ere he take sliip for Franco, and in Southampton. 
Linger your patience on; and we’ll digest 
The abuse of distance ; force a play : 

The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king is set from London ; and the scene 
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton; 

There is the playhouse now, there must you sit : 

And thence to France shall we convey you safe, 

And bring you back, charming the narrow seas 
To give you gentle pass; for, if we may, 

We’ll not offend one stomach with our play. 

But, till the king come forth, and not till then. 

Unto Southampton do wo shift our scene. \ExU, 




ACT II 

Sc£M£ I. — Jandon. A sinet. 


Ent«r Coiporal Nr&i and Lieutenant Babdolfii. 

Bard. 'Well met, Corpotal Nym. 

Nym. Qood morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. What, are Ancient Pistol and you friends yet? 

Nyn. For my part, 1 care not : I say little ; but when 
time shall serve, there shall be smiles ; but that shall bo 
as it may I dare not fight; but 1 will wink and hold 
out mine iron: it is a simple one; but what though? 
it will toast cheese, and it will endure cold as anower 
man's sword will: and there’s an end. 

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast to make you friends; 
and well be all three sworn brothers to France: let it 
be so, good Corporal Nym. 

Bym. Faith, I will live as long as 1 may, that’s the 
certain of it ; and when I cannot live any longer, 1 will 
do- as I may: that is my rest, that is the rendezvous 
of it. 

Bard It is certain, corporal, that he is married to Nell 
Quickly : and certainly she did you wrong ; for you were 
troth-plight to her. 

Bym. I cannot tell : things must be as they may : 
men may sleep, and they may have their throats about 
them at that time; and some say knives have edges. 
It must be as it may: though patience be a tired mare, 
yet she will plod. There must be conclusions. Well, 
I cannot tell. 

Enter Pistol and Hostess. 

Bard. Here comes Ancient Pistol and his wife : good 
corporal, be patient here. How now, mine host Pistol ! 

Bist. Bom tike, call’st thou me, host? 

Now, 1^ this hand, I swear, I scorn the term; 

Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers. 


/lost. No, by my troth, not long ; for we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteen gentlewomen that live 
honestly by the prick of their needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a bawdy house straight. 

[iVym and Ptsiol drawl 

0 well a day. Lady, if he be not drawn now ! we shall 
see wilful adultery nnd murder committed. 

Bard. Good lieutenant! good corporal' offci nothing 
here. 

Nym. Pish I 

Pist. Pish for thee, Iceland dog! thou prick-cai’d lur 
of Iceland! 

Ho^. Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour, and put 
up your sword. 

Nym. WiU you shog off? I would have you solus. 
Pist. 'Solus,’ egregious dog? 0 viper vile! 

The 'solus* in thy most mervailous face; 

The 'solus' in thy teeth, end m thy throat. 

And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in tliy maw, perdy. 

And, which is jyorse, within thy nasty moutii ! 

1 do retort the 'solus' in thy bowels; 

For I can take, and Pistol’s cock is up. 

And flashing fire will follow. 

Nym. I am not Barbason ; you cannot conjure me 
I have an humour to knock you indifferently well. If 
you grow foul with me. Pistol, I will scour you with my 
rapier, as I may, in fair terms : if you would walk off, 
I would prick your guts a little, in good terms, as I may : 
and that's the humour of it. 

Pitt. 0 braggart vile and damned furious wight! 

The grave doth gape, and doting death is near; 
Therefore exhale. 

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say : he that strikes 
the first stroke. I'll run him up to the hilts, as 1 am 
a soldier, i [Bram 
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Pist. An oath of mickle might ; and fury shall abate. 
Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give: 

Thy spirits are most tall. 

Nym. I will cut thy throat, one time or other, in 
fair terms: that is the humour of it. 

Pi^. ‘Coupe le gorge!’ 

That is the word. I thee defy again. 

0 hound of Crete, think’st thou my spouse to get? 

No; to the spital 

And from the powdering-tub of infamy 
Fetch forth the lozar kite of Cressid’s kind, 

Doll Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse: 

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 
For the only she; and — pauca, there’s enough. 

Go to. 

Pnier (he Boy. 

Boy. Mine host Pistol, you must come to iny master, 
and you, hostess: he is very sick, and would to bed. 


Good Bardolph, put thy face between his sheets, and do 
the office of a warming-pan. Faith, he’s very ill. 

Bard. Away, you rogue! 

JSbst. By my troth, he’ll yield the crow a pudding 
one of these days. The king has killed his heart. Good 
husband, come home presently. \ExmrU Hostess and Boy 

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends ? We must 
to France together : why the devil should we keep knives 
to cut one another’s throats? 

Pist. Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food howl on ! 

Nym, You’ll pay me the eight shillings 1 won of 
you at betting? 

put. Base is the slave that pays. 

Nym. That now I will have : that’s the humour of it 

Put. As manhood shall compound : push home. 

[77tey draw 

Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first thrust. 
I’ll kill him; by this sword, I will. 

put. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have their 
course. 



Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends, be 
friends: an thou wilt not, why, then, be enemies with 
me too. Prithee, put up. 

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings I won of you 
at betting? 

A noble shalt thou have, and present pay; 

And liquor likewise will I give to thee, 

And friendship shall combine, and brotherhood. 

I’ll live by Nym, and Nym shall live by me; 

Is not this just ? for I shall sutler be 
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue. 

Give me thy hand. 

Nym. 1 shall have my noble? 

P^. In cash most justly paid. 

Nym. Well, then, that’s the humour of’t 

Re-tnJttT Hostesa 

Host. As ever you came of women, come in quickly 
to Sir John. Ah, poor heart! he is so shaked of a 
burning quotidian tertian, that it is most lamentable 
to behold. Sweet men, come to him. 

VOL. in. 


Nym. The king hath run bad humours on the kmght , 
that’s the even of it. 

put. Nym, thou hast spoke the right ; 

His heart is fiacted * and corroborate. * 

Nym. The king is a good king : but it must be as 
it may; he passes some humours and careers. 
put. Let us condole the knight; for, lambkins, we 
win live. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — SovUhampton. A council-chamber. 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Westmoreland. 

Bed. ’Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust these 
traitors. 

Exe. They snail be apprehended by and by. 

WeH. How smooth and even they do bear themselves ' 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat. 

Crowned with faith and constant loyalty 
Bed. The king hath note of all that they intend. 

By interception which they dream not of. 

18 
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Exe» Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious favours, 
That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
His sovereign's life to death and treachery. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Kmo Henby, Scroop, Cambridoe, 
Grey, and Attendants. 

K. Hen, Now sits the wind fair, and we will aboard. 
My Lord of Cambrid^, and my kind Lord of Masham, 
And you, my gentle knight, give me your thoughts: 
Think you not that the powers we bear with us 
Will cut their passage through the force of France 
Doing the execution and the act 
For which we have in head assembled them? 

Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man do his best. 
K, Am. 1 doubt not that; since wo are well per- 
suaded 

We carry not a heart with us from hence 
That grows not in a fair consent with ours. 

Nor leave not one behind that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us. 

Cam, Never was monarch better fear’d and loved 
Than is your majesty : there’s not, I think, a subject 
That sits in heart-grief and uneasiness 
Under the sweet shade of your government 
Orty, True: those that were your father's enemies 
Have steep’d their galls in honey, and do serve you 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. 

K. Hen. W'c therefore have great cause of thank- 
fulness ; 

And shall forget the office of our hand, 

Sooner than quittance of desert and merit 
According to the weight and worthiness. 

Scroop. So service shall with steeled sinews toil, 

And labour shall reft^esh itself with hope. 

To do your grace incessant services. 

K, Hen. We judge no less. Uncle of Exeter, 
Enlarge the man committed yesterday. 

That rail'd against our person: we consider 
It was excess of wine that set him on; 

And on his more advice wo pardon him. 

Scroop. That’s mercy, but too much security 
Let him be punish'd, sovereign, lest example 
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a Kind. 

K. Hen. O, let us yet be merciful. 

Cam, So may your highness, and yet punish too. 
€hey. Sir, 

You show great mercy, if you give him life. 

After the taste of much correction. 

JT. Hen. Alas, your too much love and care of me 
Are heavy orisons 'gainst this poor wretch! 

If little faults, proceeding on distemper. 

Shall not be wink'd at, how shall we stretch our eye 
When capital crimes, chew'd, swallow'd, and digested. 
Appear before us? We'll yet enlarge that man, 

Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their dear care 
And tender preservation of our person. 

Would have him punish’d. And now to our French 
causes: 

Who are the late commissioners? 

Cam. 1 one, my lord: 

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day. 

Scroop. So did you me, my liege. 

Orty. And I, my royal aovereim. 

K. Hen. Then, Kicluffd earl of Cambridge, there is 
yours; 

There yours. Lord Scroop of Masham; and, sir knight. 
Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours: 


Read them; and know, I know your worthiness. 

My lord of Westmoreland, and uncle Exeter, 

We will aboard to-night. Why, how now, gentlemen! 
Wliat see you in those papers that you lose 
So much complexion ? l/>ok yo, how they change 1 
Their cheeks are paper. Why, what read you there. 
That hath so cowarded and chased your blood 
Out of appearance? 

Cam, I do confess my fault; 

And do submit me to your highness' mercy. 

I To which we all appeal. 

K, Hen. The mercy that was quick in us but late, 
By your own counsel is suppress’d and kill'd : 

You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy ; 

For your own reasons turn into your bosoms, 

As dogs upon their masters, worrving you. 

See you, my princes and my noble peers, 

These English monsters! My Lord of Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 
To furnish him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour; and this man 
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspircLl, 

And sworn unto the practices of Fi'ancc, 

To kill us here in Hampton : to the which 
This knight, no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewi.se sworn. But, O. 

What shall I say to thee, Lord Scroop? thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature ! 

Thou that didst bear the key of all my counsels. 

That knew'st the very bottom of my soul, 

That almost mightst have coin’d me into gold, 

Wouldst thou have practised on mo for thy use. 

May it be possible, that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil 
That might annoy my finger? ’tis so strange, 

That, though the truth of it stands off as gross 
As black and white, my eye will scarcely see it. 
Treason and murder’ ever kept together, 

As two yoke-devils sworn to cither's purpose. 

Working so grossly in a natural cause, 

That^ admiration did not whoop at them : 

But Ihou, 'gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder to wait on treason and on murder: 

And whatsoever cunning fiend it was 
That wrought upon tliee so preposterously 
Hath got the voice in hell for excellence : 

All other devils that suggest by treasons 
Do botch and bungle up damnation 
With patches, colours, and with forms being fetch'd 
From glistering semblances of piety; 

But he that temper'd® thee baae theo stand up, 

Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do treason, 
Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor. 

If that same (Rmon that hath gull'd thee thus 
Should with his lion gait walk the whole world, 

He might return to vasty Tartar® back, eTwurui. 

And the legions, ' I can never win 
A soul so easy as that Englishman's.* 

O, how hast thou with jealousy infected 
The sweetness of affiance! Show men dutiffil? 

Why, so didst thou : seem they grave and ^rned ? 
Why, so didst thou : come they of noble fiubily ? 

Why, so didst thou; seem they religious? 

Why, so didst thou: or are the}r spare in diet. 

Free firom gross passion or of mirth or angw. 

Constant in spirit, not swerving with the bloo^ 
Garnish'd and dec^d in modest complement,’ ~ 

Not work^g with the eye without the ear. 
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And but in purged judgment trusting neither? 

Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To mark the full-fraught man and best indued 
With some suspicion. 1 will weep for thee; 

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like 
Another fall of man. Their faults are open: 

Arrest them to the answer of the law ; 

And God acquit them of their practices! 

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Richard Earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the iiiiiae of Henry 
Lord Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, knight, of Northumberland. 

Scroop, Our purposes God justly hath discover’d ; 
And I repent my fault more than my death; 

Which I beseech your highness to forgive, 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam. For me, the gold of Franco did not seduce; 
Although I did admit it as a motive 
The sooner to effect what I intended : 

But God be thanked for prevention; 

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice, 

Beseeching God and you to pardon me. 

Orey. Never did faithful subject more rejoice 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason, 

Than I do at this hour joy o’er myself, 

Prevented from a damned enterprise : 

My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign. 

K. Hen. God quit you in his mercy I Hear your 
sentence. 

You have conspired against our royal person, 

Join’d with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his coffers 
Received the golden earnest of our death; 

Wherein you would have sold your king to slaughter, 
His princes and his peers to servitude. 

His subjects to oppression and contempt, 

And his whole kingdom into desolation. 

Touching our person seek wc no revenge ; 

Bub we our kingdom’s safety must so tender, 

Whose mill you have sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 

Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 

The taste whereof, God of his mercy give 
You patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear offences ! Bear them hence. 

[Exeicnt Cainbridgr, Scivop, and Grey ytuirdcd. 
Now, lords, for France; the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war. 

Since God so graciously hath brought to light 
This dangerous treason lurking in our way 
To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now 
Bub every rub is smoothed on our way 
Then forth, dear countrymen : let us deliver 
Our puissance into the hand of God, 

Putting it straight in expedition. 

Choerly to sea ; the signs of war advance : 

No king of England, if not king of France. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — London. Before a tavern. 

Enter Pistol, Hostess, Nym, Bardotjui, and Boy. 

Host. Prithee, honey-sweet husband, let me bring thee 
to Staines. 

Pist, No; for my manly heart doth yearn. 

Bardolph, be blithe : Nym, rouse thy vaunting veins : 


Boy, bristle tby courage up ; for Falstaff he is dead, 
And we must yearn therefore. 

Bard. Would 1 were with him, wheresome'er he is, 
cither in heaven or in hell! 

Host. Nay, sure, he's not in hell: he's in Arthur’s 
bosom, if ever man went to Arthur's bosom. A' made 
a finer end and went away an it had bceu any christom 
child ; a’ parted even just between twelve and one, even 
at the turning o’ the tide: for after I saw him fumble 
with the sheets and play with flowers and smile upon 
his fingers* ends, I knew there was but one way; for 
his nose was as sharp as a pen, an<l a' babbled of green 
fields. ‘How now, Sir John!’ quoth I: ‘what, man! he 
o' good cheer.' So a' cried out ‘God, God, God!' three 
or four times. Now I, to comfort him, hid him a’ should 
not think of God; I hoped there was no need to trouble 
himself with any such thoughts yet. So a' bade me lay 
more clothes on his feet.: I put my hand into the bed 
and felt tliem, and they were as cold as any stone ; tlien 
I felt to his knees, and they were as cold as any stone, 
and so upward and upward, and all was as cold as any 
stone. 

Nym. They say he cried out of sack. 

Host. Ay, that a' did. 

Bard. And of women. 

Host. Nay, that a’ did not. 

Boy. Yes, that a' did; and said they were devil.s 
incarnate. 

Host. A' could never abide carnation , 'twas a colour 
he never liked. 

Boy. A' said once, the devil would have him about 
women. 

Host. A' did in some sort, indeed, handle W'omen; 
but then he w^as rheumatic,® aud talked of the whore 
of Babylon. 

Bot/. Do you not remember, a' saw a flea stick upon 
Bardolph’s nose, and a’ said it was a black soul burning 
in hell- fire ? 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintained that fire : 
that’s all the riches 1 got in his service 

Nym. Shall we shog^ the king will be gone fnun 
Southampton. 

Pist. Come, let’s away. My love, give me thy lii).s. 
Look to my cliattels ancl my movables : 

I^et senses rule ; the word is ' Pitch aud pay 
Trust none; 

For oaks are straws, men’s faiths are wafer-cakes, 

And liold-iast is the only dog, my duck. 

Therefore, Caveto be thy counsellor. 

Go, clear thy crystals. Yoke-fellows in arms, 

I^t us to France; like horse-leeclies, my boys; 

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck! 

Boy. And that’s but unwholesome food, they say. 

Fist. Touch her soft mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewell, hostess. [A'l/tSiV?/; her. 

Ni/rti. I cannot kiss, that is the humour of it: but, 
adieu. 

Pist. I-et housewifery appear: keep close, I thee 
command. 

Host. Farewell ; adieu. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — France. The King's palace. 

Flourish. Enter the French King, the Dauphin, the Dukes 

OF Bkuui and Bretagne, the Constable, and others. 

Fr. King. Thus comes the English witli full power 
upon us ; 

And more Ilian carefully it us concerns 
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To answer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the Dukes of Berri and of Bretagne, 

Of Brabant and of Orleans, shall make forth. 

And you. Prince Dauphin, with all swift dispatch. 
To line and new repair our towns of war 
With men of courage and with means defendant; 
For England his approaches makes as fierce 
As waters to the sucking of a gulf. 

It fits us then to be as provident 
As fear may teach us out of late examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected English 
Upon our fields. 

.Dau. My most redoubted father. 

It is most meet we arm us 'gainst the foe; 

For peace itself should not so dull a kin^om, 
Though war nor no known quarrel were in question. 
But that defences, musters, preparation.^, 

Should be maintain’d, assembled, and collected, 

As were a war in expectation. 

Therefore, I say, 'tis meet we all go forth 
To view the sick and feeble parts of France : 

And let us do it with no show of fear; 

No, with no more than if we heard that England 
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance: 

For, my good liege, she is so idly king’d. 

Her sceptra so fantastically borne 

By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous vouth. 

That fear attends her not. 

Con. O peace, Prince Dauphin ! 

You are too much mistaken in this king: 

Question your grace the late ambassadors. 

With what great state he heard their embassy. 

How well supplied with noble counsellors. 

How modest in exception, and withal 
How terrible in constant resolution. 

And you shall find his vanities forespent 
Were but the outside of the Boman Brutus, 

Covering discretion with a coat of folly; 

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shall first spring and be most delicate. 

Dau. Well, ’tis not so, my lord high constable ; 
But though we think it so, it is no matter: 

In cases of defence 'tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems: 

So the proportions of defence are fill’d; 

Which of a weak and niggardly projection 
Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat with scanting 
A little cloth. 

Fr. King. Think we King Harry strong ; 

And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet him. 
The kindred of him hath been flesh’d upon us; 

And he is bred out of that bloody strain 
That haunted us in our familiar paths: 

Witness our too much memorable shame 
When Creasy battle fatally was struck. 

And all our princes captived by the hand 
Of that black name, Edward, Black Prince of Wales; 
Whiles that his mountain sire, on mountain standing. 
Up in the air, crown’d with the golden sun. 

Saw his heroical seed, and smiled to see him. 

Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns that by God and by French fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 
Of that victorious stock; and let us fear 
The native mightiness and fate of him. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mob. Ambassadors from Harry King of England 
Do crave admittance to your majesty. 


[Act II. 

Fr. King. We’ll give them present audienca Go and 
bring them. [Eceunt Messenger and certain Lords. 
You see this chase is hotly follow’d, friends. 

Dan. Turn head, and stop pursuit ; for coward dogs 
Most spend their mouths when what they seem to tlireaten 
Buns far before them. Good my sovereign. 

Take up the English short, and let them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head : 

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-neglecting. 

Re-enter Lords, with Exetek and train. 

Fr. King. From our brother England ? 

Exe. From him; and thus he greets yuur majesty. 
He wills you, in the name of God Almighty, 

That you divest yourself, and lay apart 
The borrow’d glories that by gift of heaven. 

By law of nature and of nations, ’lung 
To him and to his hen's; namely, the crown 
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain 
By custom and the ordinance of times 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know 
’Tis no sinister nor no awkward* claim, 

Pick’d from the worm-holes of long-vanish’d days. 

Nor from the dust of old oblivion raked, 

He sends you this most memorable line,‘ 

In every branch truly demonstrative; 

Willing you overlook this pedigree : 

And when you find liim evenly derived 
From his most famed of famous ancestors, 

Edward the Third, he bids you then resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and true challenger. 

Fr. King. Or else what follows ? 

Exe. Bloody constraint; for if you hide the crown 
Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 
Therefore in fierce tempest is he coming, 

In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove, 

That, if requiring fail, he will compel; 

And bids you, in thg bowels of the Loul, 

Deliver up the crown, and to take mercy 
On the poor souls for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws; and on your head 
Turning the widows’ tears, the orphans’ cries. 

The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens' groans, 

For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers, 

That shall be swallow’d in this controversy. 

This is his claim, his threatening, and my message; 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here. 

To whom expressly I bring greeting too. 

FV. King. For us, we will consider of this further : 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau. * For the Dauphin, 

I stand here for him : what to him from England ? 

Exe. Scorn and defiance; slight regard, contempt. 
And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at. 

Thus says my king ; an if your father’s highness 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large. 

Sweeten the bitter mock you sent bis majesty. 

He’ll call you to so hot an answer of it. 

That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespass and return your mock 
In second accent of his ordnance. 

Dau. Say, if mjr father render fair return. 

It is againrt my will; for 1 desire 
Nothing buj^ odds with England: to that end. 
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As matching to his youth and vanity, 

I did present him with the Paris bi^s. 

JSxe. He’ll make your Paris Louvre shake for it, 
Were it the mistress^court of mighty Europe: 

And, be assured, you'll find a dilfeiencc. 

As we his subjects have in wonder found 
Between the promise of his greener days 
And these he masters now: now he weighs time 
Even to the utmost ^‘ain : that you shall read 
In your own losses, if he stay in France. 


Fr. King, To-morrow shall you know our mind at 
full. 

Kxe. Dispatch us with all speed, lest that our king 
Come here himself to question our delay ; 

For he is footed in this loud already. 

Fr. King. You shall be soon dispatch’d with fair con- 
ditions : 

A night is but small breath* and little pause 
To answer matters of this consequence. 

[Flourish. Exeunt 





PROLOGUE. 


Enter CHORUS. 

Clwr, Thus with imagined wing our swift scene 
Hies 

In motion of no less celerity 

Than that of thought Suppose that you have seen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phoebus fanning; 

Play with your fancies, and in them behold 
Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing; 

Hear the shrill whistle which doth order give 
To sounds confused ; behold the threaden sails, 

Borne with the invisible and creeping wind. 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow’d sea, 
Breasting the lofty surge: O, do but think 
You stand upon the rivage* and behold sshow. 

A city on the inconstant billows dancing; 

For so appears this fleet raajestical. 


Holding due course to Ilarfleur. Follow, follow: 

Grapple your minds to sternage^ of this navy, *Th«coum. 
And leave your England, as dead midnight still, 

Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old women, 

Either past or not arrived to pith and puissance ; 

For who is he, whose chin is but enrich’d 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
These cull’d and choice-drawn cavaliers to France ? 
Work, work your thoughts, and therein sec a siegJT; 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages, 

With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur. 

Suppose the ambassador from the French conies back ; 
Tells Harry that the king doth offer him 
Katharine his daughter, and with her, to dowry, 

Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms. 

The offer likes not: and tho nimble gunner 
With linstock now the devilish cannon touches, 

[Alarum^ and chamhera go off. 
And down goes all before them. Still be kind, 

And eke out our performance with your mind. [Exit. 



ACT III. 


Scene I — France, Before Harflev-r. 


f Port bolofk 


• Jot out 


Alarum. Enter Kino IIenry, Exeter, Bedford, Glou- 
cester, and Soldiers, wUh sedliny-ladders. 

K Hen. Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once 
more; 

Or close the wall up with our English dead. 

In peace Iheie’s nothing so becomes a man 
As modest stillness and humility: 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears. 

Then imitate the action of the tiger; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage; 

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect; 

I^t it pry through the portage* of the head 
Like the brass cannon; let the brow o'erwhelm it 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 
O’erhang and jutty* his confounded base, 

•Swill'd with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide, 

Hold hard the breath and bend up eveiy spirit 
To his full height. On, on, you noblest English, 

Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof! 

Fathers that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have in these parts from morn till even fought 
And sheathed their swords for lack of aigument : 
Dishonour not your mothers; now attest 
That those whom you call'd fathers did beget you. 

Be copy now to men of grosser blood. 

And teach them how to war And you, good yeomen. 
Whose limbs were made in England, s’nw us here 
The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding; which I doubt not; 
For there is none of you so mean and base, 

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes, 

I see you stand like greyhouuas in the slips. 

Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot: 

Follow your spirit, and upon this charge 

Cry, ‘God for Harry, England, and Saint George!’ 

[Exeunt. Alarum and chambers go off. 

Scene TI — The same . 

Enter Ntm, Babdolph, Pistol, and Boy. 

Beard. On, on, on, on, on I to the breach, to the breach! 


Nym. Pray lliee, corporal, stay • the knocks are too 
hot; jnd, for mine own part, I have not a case’ 
of lives: the humour of it is too hot, that is the vciy 
plain-song of it. 

Fist. The plain-song is most just; for humours do 
abound : 

Knocks go and come; God's vassals drop and die; 

And sword and shield. 

In bloody field. 

Doth win immortal fame. 

Boy. Would I wore in an alehouse in I/indon ' T 
would give all my fame for a pot of ale and safety 

Fist. And I : 

If wishes would prevail with me, 

My purpose should not fail with me. 

But thither would I hie. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly. 

As bird doth sing on bough. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Up to the breach, you dogs ! avaunt, you cullions' 

[Dnmng them forward. 

Fist. Be merciful, great duke,* to men of mould. 
Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage, 

Abate thy rage, great duke ! 

Good bawcock, bate thy rage; use lenity, sweet chuck! 

Nym. These be good humours ! your honour wins bad 
humours. [Exeunt all hut Boy. 

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these three 
swashers. I am Boy to them all three : but all they 
three, though they would serve mo, could not be man to 
me; for indeed three such antics do not amount to a 
man. For Bardolph, he is white-livered and red-faced; 
by the means whereof a’ faces it out, but fights not. 
For Pistol, he hath a killing tongue and a quiet sword; 
by the means whereof a’ breaks words, and keeps whole 
weapons. For Nym, he hath heard that men of few 
words are the best men ; and therefore he scorns to say 
his prayers, lest a’ should be thought a coward : but his 
few had words are matched with as few good deeds; for 
a’ never broke any man’s head but his own, and that 
was against a post when he was drunk. They will steal 
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any thing, and call it purchase. Bardolph stole a lute* 
cose, bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for three half* 
pence. Nym and Bardolph are sworn brothers in filching, 
and in Calais they stole a fire-shovel: 1 knew by that 
iece of service the men would carry coals. They would 
ave me as familiar with men's pockets as their gloves 
or their handkerchers . which makes much against my 
mauhood, if I should take from another’s pocket to put 
into mine; for it is plain pocketing up of wrongs. I 
must leave them, and seek some Mtter service: their 
villany goes agaiust my weak stomach, and therefore 1 
must cast it up. [Exit. 

Re-enter Floellem, Gower following. 

Oow. Captain Fluellen, you must come presently to 
the mines ; the Duke of Gloucester will speak with you. 

Flu. To the mines! tell you the duke, it is not so 
good to come to the mines ; for, look you, the mines is ' 
not according to the disciplines of the war : the concavities 
of it is not sufficient ; for, look you, th* athversary, you 
may discuss unto the duke, look you, is digt himself four 
yaMs under the countermines: by Cheshu, I think a’ 
will plow up all, if there U not better directions. 


Oow. The Duke of Gloucester, to whom the order of 
the siege is given, is altogether directed by an Irishman, 
a very valiant gentleman, i’ faith. 

Flu. It is Captain Macmorris, is it not> 

Oow. I think it be. 

Flu. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the woild : I will 
verify as much in bis beard c he bos no more directions 
in the true disciplines of the wars, look you, of the Bomaii 
disciplines, than is a puppy-dog. 

Enter Macmorris and Captain Jamy. 

Oow. Here a’ comes ; and the Scots captain, Captain 
Jamy, with him. 

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous fulorous gentleman, 
that is certain; and of great expedition and knowledge 
in th’ aunchient wars, upon my particular knowledge of 
his directions : 1^ Cheshu, he will maintain his aigument 
as well as any military man in the world, in the discip- 
lines of the pristine warn of the Romans 

Jamy, 1 say gud-day. Captain Fluellen. 

Flu. God-den to your worship, good Captain James. 

Oow. How now, Captain Maemorns' have you quit 
the mines ? have the pioners given o’er ( 



Mow. By Chrish, la I tisb ill done : the work ish give 
over, the trompet sound the retreat By my hand, 1 swear, 
and my father’s soul, the work ish ill done ; it ish give 
over: 1 would have blowed up the town, so Chrish save 
me, la! in an hour: 0, tish m done, tish dl done; by 
my hand, tish ill done! 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I beseech you now, will you 
voutsafe me, look you, a few disputations with you, as 
partly touching or concerning the disciplines of the war, 
the ^man wars, in the way of argument, look you, and 
friendly communications; partly to satisfy my opinion, 
and partly for the satisfaction, look you, of my mind, as 
touching the direction of the military discipline ; that is 
the point. 

Jamy. It sail be vary gud, gud feith, gud captains 
bath : and I sail quit you with gud leve, as I may pick 
occasion; that sail I, marry. 

Mow. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish save me: 
the day is hot, and the weather, and the wars, and the 
king, and the dukes: it is no time to discourse. The 
town is beseeched, and the trumpet calls us to the breach; 
and we talk, and, be Chrish, do nothing : ’tis shame for 
os all : so God sa’ me, ’tis shame to stand still ; it is shame. 


by my hand ; and there is throats to be cut, and works 
to be done; and there ish nothing done, so Chrish sa’ 
me, la! 

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine take them- 
selves to slomber, ay’ll do gud ser\’ice, or ay’ll lig i’ the 
grund for it ; ay, or go to death ; and ay'll pay ’t as 
valorously as I may, that sail I suerly do, that is the 
breff* and the long. Marry, I wad full fain hear some 
question ’tween jl’ou tway. •short. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, under your 
correction, there is not many of your nation— 

Mac. Of my nation! What Ish my natimi? Ish a 
villain, and a l^stard, and a knave, and a rascal What 
ish my nation ? Who talks of my nation ? 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter oth|irwise than 
is meant. Captain Macmorris, peradventure I ^all think 
you do not use mo with that affability as in discretion 
you ought to use me, look you, being as gdod a man 
as yourself, both in the disciplines of war, and in the 
derivation of my birth, and in other particularities. 

Mow. I do not know you so good a man as myself: 
so Chrish save me, I will cut off your head. 

Oow. O^tlemen both, yon will mistake each other. 
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Janiy. An ! that's a foul fault. \A parley aownded, 
Oaw. The town sounds a parley. 

Flu. Captain Mactnorris, when there is more better 
opportunity to be required, look you, I will be so bold 
as to tell you I know the disciplines of war; and there 
is an end. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The same. Before the gates. 

The Governor and some Citizens on the walls ; the English 
forces below. Enter King Henry and his train. 

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor ot* the town ? 
This is the latest parle we will admit: 

ITierefore to our best mercy give yourselves: 

Or like to men proud of destruction 

Defy us to our worst : for, as 1 am a soldier, 

A name that in my thoughts becomes me best, 

If I begin the battery once again, 

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur 


Till in her ashes she lie buried. 

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up, 

And the flesh'd soldier, rough and hard of heart. 
In liberty of bloody hand shall range 
With conscience wide as hell, mowing like grass 
Your fresh-fair virgins and your flowering infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious war, 

Array’d in flames like to the prince of fiends. 

Do. with his smirch’d complexion, all fell feats 
Enlink'd to waste and desolation? 

What is’t to me, when you yourselves are cause. 
If your pure maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing violation? 

What rein can hold licentious wickedness 
When down the hill he holds his fierce career? 
We nmy as bootless spend our vain command 
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil. 

As send precepts to the leviathan 
1 To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur. 



Take pity of your to.wn and of your people, 

Wliiles yet my soldiers are in my command; 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
O'erblows the filthy and contagious clouds 
Of heady murder, spoil, and villany. 

If not, why, in a moment look to see 
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters; 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards, 

And their most reverend heads dash'd to the walls. 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes. 

Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confused 
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 
At Herod’s bloody-hunting slaughtermen. 

What say you? will you yield, and this avoid, 

Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy'd? 

Ooo. Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dauphin, whom of succours we entreated, 
Betums us that his powers are yet not ready 
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, great king, 
VOL ur. 


We yield our town and lives to thy soft mercy. 

Enter our gates; dispose of us and ours; 

For we no longer are defensible. 

K. Hen. Open your gates. Come, uncle Exeter, 

Go you and enter Harfleur; there remain, 

And fortify it strongly 'gainst the French; 

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle, 

The winter coming on and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers, we will retire to Calais. 

To-night in Harfleur we will be your guest; 

To-morrow for the march are we addrest. 

[Flouri^ The King and his train enter the town. 

Scene Vf.—The French King’s palace. 

Elder KATHARINE and Alice. 

Kath. Alice, tu as en Angleterre, et tu paries bien 
le langagc. 

Alice. Un peu, inadama 

Kath. Jo te prie, m'enseignez ; il faut que j'apprenne 
k parler. Comment appelez-vous la main en Anglois? 
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Alice. La main ? elle est appel4e de hand. 

Kath. De hand. Et les doigts? 

Alice. Les doigts? ma foi, j’oublie les doigts; mais 
je me souviendrai. Les doigts? je pense qu’ils soiit 
appel^s de fiugres; oiii, de fingres. 

Kath. La main, de hand; les doigts, de fingres. Je 
pense que je suis le bon dcolier; j’ai gagnd deux mots 
d'Anglois vttement. Comment appelez-vous les ongles ? 

Alice. Lea ongles? nous les appelons de nails. 

Kath. De nails. Eooutez ; dites-moi si je parle bien : 
de hand, de fingres, et de nails. 

Alice. C’est bien dit, madame ; il est fort bon Anglois. 

Kath. Dites-moi I'Anglois poor le bras. 

Alice. De arm, madame. 

Kath. Et le coude? 

Alice. De elbow. 

Kath. De elbow. Je m’en fais la rdpdtition de toua 
les mots que vous m’avez appris d^ k present. 

Alice. Il est trop difficile, madame, comme je pense. 

Kath. Excusez-moi, Alice; dcoutez: de hand, de fingres, 
de nails, de arma, de bilbow. 

Alice. De elbow, madame. 

Kath. 0 Seigneur Dieu, je m'eu oublie! de elbow. 
Comment appelez-vous le col? 

Alice. De neck, madame. 

Kath. De nick. Et le menton? 

Alice. De chin. 

Kath. De sin. Le col, de nick; de menton, de sin. 

Alice. Oui. Sauf votre honneur, en verite, vous pro- 
noncez les mots aussi droit que les natifs d’Angleterre. 

Kath. Je ne doute point d’apprendre, par la grace de 
Dieu, et en peu de temps. 

Alice. N’avez vous pas ddjk oublid ce que je vous 
ai enseign4? 

Kath. Kon, je recitcrai k vous promptement : de hand, 
de fingres, de mails — 

Alux. De nails, madame. 

Kath. De nails, de arm, de ilbow. 

Alice. Sauf votre honneur, de elbow. 

Kath. Ainsi dis-je; de elbow, de nick, et de ain. 
Comment appelez-vous le pied et la robe? 

Alice. De foot, madame ; et de conn. 

Kaih. De foot et de coun! 0 Seigneur Dieu! ce 
sont mots de son mauvais, corruptible, gros, et impudiqn^ 
et non pour les dames d’honneur d’user: je ne voudrais 
prononcer ces mots devant les seigneurs de France pour 
tout le monde. Fob ! le foot et le coun I Ndanmoins, 
je reciterai une autre fois ma lecon en.semble: de hand, 
de fingres, de nails, de arm, de elbow, de nick, de sin, 
de foot, de coun. 

Alice. Excellent, madame 1 

Kath. C’est assez poor une fois : allons-nous k diner. 

[Exeunt. 

ScENB V . — The same. 

Enter the King OF Fkancf., the DaUPHIN, the DUKB OF 
Boukbon, the Constable of Feance, and others. 

Ft. King. Tis certain he hath pass’d the river Somme. 

Con. And if he be not fought withal, my lord, 

Let us not live in France ; let us quit till. 

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 

Dau. O Dieu vivant! shall a few sprays of us. 

The emptying of our fathers’ luxury. 

Our scions, put in wild and savage stock. 

Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds, 

And overlook their grafters? 

Bout. Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman bastards ! 
Mort de ma viel if they march along 
TJnfought withal, but I will sell my dukedom. 


To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotten isle of Albion. 

Con. Dieu de batailles t where have they this mettle ? 
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull. 

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale. 

Killing their fruit with frowns? Con sodden water, 

A drench for sur-rein’d* jades, their barley broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant lieat? » 

And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine, 

Seem frosty? 0, for honour of our laud, 

Let us not hang like roping icicles 

Upon our houses' thatch, whiles a more frosty people 

Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields ! 

Poor we may cidl them in their native lords. 

Dau. By faith and honour. 

Our madams mock at us, and plainly say 
Our mettle is bred out, and they will give 
Their bodies to the lust of English youth 
To new-store France with bastard wamors. 

Bout. They bid us to the English dancing-schools, 
And teach lavoltas high and swift corantos; 

Saying our grace is only in our heels. 

And that we are most lofty runaways. 

Fr. King. Where is Montjoy the herald ? speed him 
hence : 

Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. 

Up, princes! and, with spirit of honour edged 
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field : 
Charles Delabreth, high constable of France; 

You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berri, 

Alencon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy; 

Jaques Cbatillon, Bambures, Yaudemont, 

Beaumont, Grandprd, Boussi, and Fauconberg, 

Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois; 

High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and knight.s. 
For your great seats now quit you of groat shames. 

Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land 
With pennons painted in the blood of Kartleur. 

Bush on his host, as doth the melted snow 
Upon the valleys, whose low vassal seat 
The Alps doth spitr and void his rheum upon ; 

Go down upon him, you have power enough. 

And in a captive chariot into Bouen 
Bring him our poisoner. 

Con. This becomes the great. 

Sorry am I his numbers are so few. 

His soldiers sick and famish'd in their marcli. 

For I am sure, when he shall see our army. 

He’ll drop his heart into the sink of fear. 

And for achievement offer us his ransom. 

Fr. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste on Montjoy, 
And let him say to England that we send 
To know what willing ransom he will give. 

Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Bouen. 

Dau. Not so, I do beseech your majesty. 

Fr. King. Be patient, for you shall remain with us. 
Now forth, lord con^able and princes all, '' 

And quickly bring us word of England's fall [Exeunt. 

a 

Scene VI. — TIte English camp in Pice^y. 

Enter Gower and Flcellkn, meeti^. 

Cow. How now. Captain Fluellenl comi you from 
the bridge? S’ 

Flu. 1 assure you, there is very excelUnt services 
committed at the bridge? 

Otw. Is the Duke of Exeter safe ? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 
Agamemnon; and a man that I love and honour with 
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my soul, and my heart, and my duty, and my life, and 
my living, and my uttermost power: ho is not— God 
be praised and blessed!— any hurt in the world- but 
keeps the bridge most valiantly, with excellent discipline 
There is an aunchient lieutenant there at the pridce 
I think in my very conscience he is as valiant a man 
as Mark Antony ; and he is a man of no estimation in 
the world ; but I did see him do as gallant service. 

Ooio. What do you call him? 

Flu. He is called Aunchient Pistol. 

Goto. I know him not. 

Entci ' Pistol. 

Flu. Here is the man. 

Pisl. Captain, I thee beseech to do me favours: 

The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu. Ay, I praise God; and I have merited some 
love at his hands. 

Fist. Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of heart, 
And of buxom valour, hatli, by cruel htte, 

And giddy Fortune’s furious fickle wheel. 

That goddess blind, 

That stands upon the rolling restless stone— 

Flu. By your patience, Aunchient Pistol. Fortune is 
painted blind, with a muffler afore her eyes, to signify 
to you that Fortune is blind; and she is painted"^ also 
with a wheel, to signify to you, whicli is the moral of 
it, that she is turning, and inconstant, and mutability, 
and variation: and her foot, look you, is fixed upon a 
spherical stone, which rolls, and rolls, and rolls : in good 
truth, the poet makes a most excellent description of it: 
Fortune ia an excellent moral. 

Fist. Fortune is Bardolph’s foe, and frowns on him; 
For he hath stolen a pax, and hanged must a* be: 

A damned death! 

JjQt gallows gape for dog; let man go free, 

And let not hemp his wind-pipe suHbeate : 

But Exeter hath given the doom of death 
For pax of little price. 

Therefore, go speak : the duke will hear thy voice 
And let not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut 
With edge of penny cord and vile reproach: 

Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Aunchient Pistol, I do partly understand you: 
meaning. 

Fist. Why then, rejoice therefore. 

Flu. Certainly, aunchient, it is not a thing to rejoice 
at: for if, look you, he were my brother, 1 would desire 
the duke to use his good pleasure, and put him to exe- 
cution; for discipline ought to be used. 

Fist. Die and be damn'd ! and figo for thy friendship I 

Flu. It is well. 

Fist. The fig of Spain ! [Exit. 

Flu. Very good. 

Ooio. Why, this is an arrant counts • foil rascal ; I 
remember him now ; a bawd, a cutpurse. 

Flu. I'll assure you, a* uttered as brave words at 
the bridge as you shall see in a summer's day. But it 
is very well; what he has spoke to me, that is well, I 
warrant you, when time is serve. 

Oow. Why, 'tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that now and 
then goes to the wars, to grace himself at his return 
into London under the form of a soldier. And sucli 
fellows are perfect in the great commanders' names : and 
they will learn you by rote where services were done; 
at such and such a sconce, at such a breach, at such a 
convoy; who came off bravely, who was shot, who dis- 
graced, what terms the enemy stood on ; and this they 
con perfectly in the phrase of war, which they trick up 


with new-tuned oaths : and what a beard of the general's 
cut and a horrid suit of the camp will do among foaming 
bottles and ale-washed wits, is wonderful to be thought 
on. But you must learn to know such slanders of the 
age, or else you may be marvellously mistook. 

Flu. I tell you what, Captain Gower; I do perceive 
he is not the man that he would gladly make show to 
the world he is: if I find a hole in his coat, I will 
tell him my mind. [Drum heard,] Hark you, the king 
is coming, and I must speak with him from the pridge. 

Drum and colours. Enter King Henry, Gloucester, 
and Soldiers. 

God plcss your majesty! 

AT. lien. IIow now, Fluellen I earnest thou from the 
bridge ? 

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The Duke of Exeter 
has very gallantly maintained the pridge : the French is 
gone oft‘, look you : and there is gallant and most prave 
I)assag (:3 ; marry, th' athversary was have possession of 
the pridge ; but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of 
Exeter is master of the pridge : I can tell your majesty, 
the duke is a prave man. 

K. Hen. What men have you lost, Fluellen? 

Flu. The ijerdition of th' athversary hath been very 
great, reasonable great : marry, for my part, I think the 
duke hath lost never a man, but one that is like to be 
executed for robbing a church, one Bardolph, if your 
majesty know the man : his face is all bubukles, and 
whelks, and knobs, and flames o’ fire: and his lips 
blows at his nose, and it is like a coal of fire, some- 
times plue and sometimes red ; but his nose is executed, 
and his fire's out. 

K. Hen. We would have all such ofTenders so cut 
off: and we give express charge, that in our marches 
through the country, there be nothing compelled from 
the villages, nothing taken but paid for, none of the 
French upbraided or abused in disdainful language; for 
when lenity and cruelty play for a kingdom, the gentler 
gamester is the soonest winner. 

Tucket. Enter Montjoy. 

Mont. You know me by my habit. 

K. Hen. Well, then, I know thee : what shall I know 
of thee? 

Mont. My master’s mind. 

K. Hen. Unfold it. 

Mont. Thus says my king: Say thou to Harry of 
England: Though we seemed dead, we did but sleep: 
advantage is a tetter soldier than rashness. Tell him we 
could have rebuked him at Harfleur, but that we thought 
not good to bruise an injury till it were full ripe: now 
we speak upon our cue, and our voice is imperial : Eng- 
land shall repent his folly, see his weakness, and admire 
our sufferance. Bid him therefore consider of his ransom ; 
M^hich must proportion the losses we have borne, the sub- 
jects wc have lost, the disgrace we have digested ; which 
in weight to re-answer, his pettiness would bow under. 
For OUT losses, his exchequer is too poor ; for the effusion 
of our blood, the muster of his kingdom too faint a number; 
and for our disgrace, his own person, kneeling at our 
feet, but a weak and worthless satisfaction. To this add 
defiance: and tell him, for conclusion, he hath betrayed 
his followers, w'hose condemnation is pronounced. So far 
my king and master; so inucii my office. 

K. Hen. What is thy name? 1 know thy quality. 

Mont. Montjoy. 

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee back, 
And toll thy king I do not seek him now; 
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But could bo willing to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment :* for, to say the sooth, * 
Though 'tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage, 

My people are with sickness much enfeebled, 

My numbers lessened, and those few 1 have 
Almost no better than so many French; 

Who when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 

I thought upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet, forgive me, God, 
That I do brag thus! This your air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me; I must repent. 

Go therefore, toll thy master here I am; 

My ransom is this ^il and worthless trunk. 

My army but a weak and sickly guard; 

Yet, God before, tell him we will come on, 

Though France himself and such another neighbour 
Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour, Montjoy. 

Go, bid thy master well advise himself : 

If wo may pass, we will; if we bo hinder'd. 

We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well. 

The sum of all our answer is but this: 

We would not seek a battle, as we are; 

Nor, as we are, we say we will not shun it : 

So tell your master. 

MotU. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your highness. 

[Ei'it. 

Glou. I hope they will not come upon us now. 

AT. Hen. We are in God’s hand, brother, not in theii* 
March to the bridge ; it now draws toward night : 
Beyond the river we’ll encamp ourselves. 

And on to-morrow bid them march away. {Exewvt. 

Scene VII . — The French camp, near Agincourt. 

Enter (lu CONSTABLE of France, the Lord Rambdres, 
Orleans, Dauphin, viUh others. 

Con. Tut I I have the best armour of the world. Would 
it were day ! 

Orl. You have an excellent armour ; but let my horse 
have his due. 

Con. It is the best horse of Europe. 

Orl. Will it never be morning? 

Dan. My Lord of Orleans, and my lord high constable, 
you talk of horse and armour? 

Orl. You are as well provided of both as any prince 
in the world. 

Dau. What a long night is this! I will not change 
my horse vrith any that treads but on four pasterns, ^a, 
ha ! he bounds from the earth, as if his entrails were 
liairs ; le cheval volant, the Pegasus, chez les narines de 
feu! When I bestride him, I soar, 1 am a hawk: he 
trots the air; the earth sings when he touches it; the 
basest horn of lus hoof is more musical than the pipe of 
Hermes. 

Orl. He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Dau. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beast 
for Perseus : he is pure air and fire ; and the dull ele- 
ments of earth and water never appear in him, but only 
in patient stillness while his rider mounts him: ho is 
indeed a horse ; and all other jades you may call beasts. 

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and excel- 
lent horse. 

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is like 
the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance enforces 
homage. 

Orl. No more, cousin. 

Dau, Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot, from 
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the rising of the lark to the lodging of the lamb, vary 
deserved praise on my palfrey: it is a theme os fluent 
as the sea: turn the sands into eloquent tongues, and 
my horse is argument for them all: 'tis a subject for a 
sovereign to reason on, and for a sovereign’s sovereign to 
ride on ; and for the world, familiar to us and unknown, 
to lay apart their particular functions and wonder at him. 
I once writ a sonnet in his praise and began thus : 
‘Wonder of nature ’- 

Orl. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one’s mistress. 

Dau. Then did they imitate mat which I composed 
to my courser, for my horse is my mistress. 

Orl. Your mistress bears well. 

Dau. Me well ; which is the prescript praise and per- 
fection of a good and particular mistress. 

Con. Nay, for methought yesterday your mistress 
shrewdly shook your back. 

Dau. So perhaps did yours. 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Dau. O then belike she was old and gentle ; and you 
rode, like a kem of Ireland, your French hose off, and in 
your strait strossers. 

Con. You have good judgment in horsemanship. 

Dau. Be warned by roe, then : they that ride so and 
ride not warily, fall into foul bogs. I had rather have 
my horse to my mistress. 

Con. I had as lief have my mistress a jade. 

Dau. I tell thee, constable, my mistress wears his 
own hair. 

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, if I had 
a sow to my mistress, 

Dau. ' Le chien est retournd k son propre vomissement, 
et la truie lav^e au bourbier:’ thou makest use of any 
thing. 

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my mistress, or 
any such proverb so little kin to the purpose. 

Earn. My lord constable, the armour that I saw in 
your tent to-night, are those stars or suns upon it? 

Con. Stars, my lord. 

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Con. And yet my sky shall not want. 

Dau. That may be, for you bear a many superfluously, 
and ’twere more honour some were away. 

CoTi. Even as your horse bears your praises ; who would 
trot as well, were some of your brags dismounted. 

Dau. Would I were able to load him with his desert ! 
Will it never be day ? I will trot to-morrow a mile, and 
my way shall be paved with English faces. 

Con, I will not say so, for fear 1 should be faced out 
of my way : but I would it were morning ; for 1 would 
fain be about the ears of the English. 

Earn. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty 
prisoners ? 

Con. You mjgst first go yourself to hazard, ere you 
have them. 

Dau. ’Tis midnight; I’ll go arm myself. [Ent. 

Orl. The Dauphin -longs for morning. 

Earn. He longs to eat the English. 

Con. I think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he’f a gallant 
prince. ' 

Con. Swear by her foot^ that she may tread out the 
oath. 

Orl. He is simply the most active gentleman of France. 

Con. Doing is activity; and he will still tie doing. 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow : he will keep that 
good name, still. 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 
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Oort, I was told that hy one that knows him better 
than you. 

Orl, What’s he ? 

Con. Marry, he .4;old me so himself ; and he said he 
cared not who knew it. 

Orl. He needs not; it is no hidden virtue in him. 

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is ; never any body saw 
it but his lackey : 'tis a hooded valour ; and when it 
appears, it will bate. 

Orl. Ill will never said well. 

Con. I will cap that proverb with ‘There is flattery 
in friendship.' 

Orl. And I will take up that with ‘Give the devil 
his due.' 

Con. Well placed : there stands your friend for the 
devil ; have at the very eye of that proverb with ' A pox 
of the devil.* 

Orl. You arc the better at proverbs, by how much 
‘A fool's bolt is soon shot.' 

Con. You have shot over. 

Orl. *Tis not the first time you were overshot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord high constable, the English lie within 
fifteen hundred paces of your tents. 

Con. Who hath measured the ground ? 

Mess. The Lord Grandpre. 


Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman. Would 
it were day! Alas, poor Harry of England! he longs 
not for the dawning as we do. 

Orl. What a wretched and peevish fellow is this king 
of England, to mope with bis fat-brained followers so far 
out of his knowledge! 

Con. If the English had any apprehension, they would 
run away. 

Orl. That they lack; for if their heads had any in- 
tellectual armour, they could never wear such heavy head- 
pieces. 

Raw. That island of England breeds very valiant 
creatures; their mastiffs arc of unmatchable courage. 

Orl. Foolish curs, that run winking into the mouth of 
a Russian bear, and have their heads crushed like rotten 
apples! You may as well say, that's a ^allant flea that 
dare eat his breakfast on the lip of a lion. 

Con. Just, just ; and the men do sympathize with the 
mastiffs in robustious and rough coming on, leaving their 
wits with their wives; and then give them great meals 
of beef and iron and steel, they will eat like wolves and 
fight like devils. 

Orl. Av, but these English are shrewdly out of beef 

Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they liave only 
stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
arm: come, shall w’^e about it? 

Orl. It is now two o'clock: but, let me see, by ten 
We shall have each a hundred Englishmen {E.r:eunt. 



PROLOGUE. 


Enter CuORUS. 

Chor. Now entertain conjecture of a time 
When creeping murmur and the poring dark 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe, 

From camp to camp through the foul worn of night 
The hum of either army stilly sounds. 

That the fixed sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other’s watch : 

Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other's umber’d* face ; * shtd0Wfd. 

S^ed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
Piercing the night’s dull ear, and from the tents 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 

With busy hammers closing rivets up. 

Give dreadful note of preparation : 

The country cocks do evow, the clocks do toll. 

And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 

Proud of their numbers and secure in soul. 

The confident and over-lusty French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 

And chide the cripple, tardy-gaited night 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 

Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The morning’s danger, and their gesture sad, 


Investing lankdean cheeks and war-worn coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid ghosts. O now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin’d band 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, ^ 
I^t him cry, * Praise and glory on his head!’ 

For forth he goes and visits all his host. 

Bids them good morrow with a modest smile, 

And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen. 

Upon his royal face there is no note 
How dread an army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all- watched night. 

But freshly looks and over-bears attaint 
With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty; 

That every wretcli, pining and pale before. 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks.* 

A largess universal like the sun 
His liberal eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fejr. Then mean and gentle all 
Behold, as may unworthiness define, 

A little touch of Harry in the night. 

And BO our scene must to the battle fly; 

Where — O for pity I — we shall much disgrace*— 

With four or five most vile and ragged foil^ 

Right ill-disposed, in brawl ridiculous — 

The name of Agin court. Yet sit and see, 

Minding true things by what ttieir mockeries be. [Exit, 



ACT IV. 

Scene I. — I'ht English camp at Agincourt, 


Enter Kino Henry, Bedford, and Gloucester. 

IC Hen Gloucester, 'tis true that we are in great 
danger ; 

The greater therefore should our courage bo. 

Good morrow, brother Bedford. God Almighty 1 
There is some soul of goodiiees in things evil, 

Would men observingl} distil it out. 

For our bad neighbour makes ns early stirrers, 

Which is both healthful and good husbandry: 

Besides, they are our outward consciences, 

And preachers to ua all, admonishing 

That we should dress” us fairly for our end. •rww. 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed. 

And make a moi-al of the devil himself. 

Enter Erfingham. 

Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham: 

A good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churlish turf of France. 

Erp, Nob so, my liege : this lodging likes me better. 
Since I may say, 'Now lie I like a king* 

K Hen ’Tis good for men to love their present pains 
Upon example; so the spirit is eased: 

And when tlie mind is quicken’d, out of doubt. 

The organs, though defunct and dead before. 

Break up their drowsy grave and newlv move, 

With casted slough and fresh legerity. 

Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas. Brothers both, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp; 

Do my good morrow to them, and anon 
Desire them all to my pavilion. 

Olou. We shall, my liege. 

Erp, Shall I attend your grace? 

K, Hen No, my good knight ; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England: 

I and my bosom must debate a while, 

And then I would no other company. 

Brp. The Lord in heaven- bless thee, noble Harrv ! 

[Exeunt all hut King. 
K, Hen God-a-mercy, old heart ^ thou speakest cheer- 
fuUy. 


Enter Pistol. 

Pist. Qui va li^ 

K. Hen. A friend. 

Pist. Discuss unto me; ait thou oflicei ? 

Or art thou base, common, and popular? 

K. Hen I am a gentleman of a company. 

Pist. Trail’st thou the puissant pike? 

K. Hen. Even so. What art thou? 

IhsL As good a gentleman as the emperor 
K. Hen. Then you are a better than the king. 

Pist. The king’s a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 

A lad of life, an imp of fame; 

Of parents good, of fist most valiant: 

I kiss his dirty shoe, and from licart-stiing 
I love the lovely bully. What is thy name ? 

K. Hen. Harry le Roy. 

Pist. Le Roy! a Cornish name: art thou of Cornish 
crew? 

K. Hen No, I am a Welshman 
Pist. Know'st lliou Fluelleii? 

K. Hen. Yes. 

Pist. Tell him. I’ll knock his leek about his pate 
Upon Saint Davy's day. 

K. Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in your cap 
that day, lest he knock that about yours. 

Pist. Art thou his friend? 

K Hen And his kinsman too. 

Pist The figo for thee, then I 
K Ren. I thank you: God be with you^ 

Pist. My name is Pistol call'd. [Exit. 

K. Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Oov). Captain Fluellen! 

Flu. So* in the name of Jesu Christ, speak lower. 
It is the greatest admiration in the universal world, when 
the true and aunchient prerogatifes and laws of the wars 
is not kept: if you would take the pains but to examine 
the wars of Pompey the Great, you shall find, I warrant 
you, that there is no tiddle taddle nor pibble pabble in 
Pompey’s camp, I warrant you, you shall find the cere- 
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monies of the wars, and the cares of it, and the forms 
of it, and the sobriety of it, and the modesty of it, to 
be otherwise. 

Oow. Why, the enemy is loud: you hear him all night. 

Flu. If the enemy is an ass and a fool and a prat- 
ing coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we should also, 
look you, be an ass and a fool and a prating coxcomb? 
in your own conscience, now 7 

Gow. I will speak lower. 

Flu. I pray you and beseech you that you will. 

[Exeunt Gower and Fhullm. 

K. Hen. Though it appear a little out of fashion. 
There is much care and vidour in this Welshman. 

Enter three soldiers, JoHK Bates, Alexander Court, 
and Michael Williams. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morning 
which breaks yonder? 

Bates. I think it be: but we have no great cause 
to desire the approach of day. 

Will. We see yonder the beginning of the day, but 
I think we shall never see the end of it. Who goes 
there. 

K. Hen. A friend. 

Will. Under what captain serve you? 

K Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good old commander and a most kind gen- 
tleman: I pray you, what thinks he of our estate? 

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that 
look to be washed off the next tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the king? 

K. Hen. No; nor it is not meet he should. For, 
though I speak it to you, I think the king is but a 
man, as I am: the violet smells to him as it doth to 
me; the element shows to him as it doth to me; all 
his senses have but human conditions . bis ceremonies 
laid by, in his nakedness he appears but a man; and 
though his affections arc higher mounted than ours, yet, 
when they stoop, they stoop with the like wing. There- 
fore when he sees reason of fears, as we do, his fears, 
out of doubt, be of the same relish as ours are: yet, in 
reason, no man should possess him with any appearance 
of fear, lest he, by showing it, should dishearten bis army. 

Bates. He may show what outward courage he will; 
but I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could wish him- 
self in Thames up to the neck ; and so I would he were, 
and 1 by him, at all adventures, so we were quit here. 

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my conscience 
of the king: I think he would not wish himself any 
where but where he is. 

Bates. Then I would he were here alone; so should 
he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men’s 
lives saved. 

K. Hen. I dare say you love him not so ill, to wish 
him here alone, howsoever you speak this to feel other 
men’s minds: methiuks I conld not die any where so 
contented as in the king’s company; his cause being 
just and his quarrel honourable. 

WUi. That’s more than" we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after; for 
we know enough, if we know we are the king's subjects: 
if his cause be wrong, our obedience to the king wipes 
the crime of it out of us. 

Will. But if the cause be not good, the king himself 
hath a heavy reckoning to make, when all those legs and 
arms and heads, chopped off in a battle, shall join together 
at the latter day and ciy all, ‘We died at such a place; 
some swearing, some crying for a surgeon, some upon 
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their wives left poor behind them, some upon the debts 
they owe, some upon their children rawly left, I am 
afeard there are few die well that die in a battle; for 
how can they charitably dispose of any thing, when 
blood is their aigument? Now, if these men do not 
die well, it will be a black matter for the king that led 
them to it ; whom to disobey were against all proportion 
of subjection. 

K. Hen. So, if a son that is by his father sent about 
merchandise do sinfully miscarry upon the sea, the impu- 
tation of his wickedness, by your rule, should be imposed 
upon his father that sent him : or if a servant, under 
his master's command transporting a sum of money, be 
assailed by robbers and die in many irreconciled iniqui- 
ties, yon may call the business of the master the author 
of the servant’s damnation : but this is not so : the king 
is not bound to answer the particular endings of his 
soldiers, the father of his son, nor the master of his 
servant; for they purpose not their death, when they 
purpose their services. Besides, there is no king, bo his 
cause never so spotless, if it come to the arbitrement of 
swords, can try it out with all unspotted soldiers: some 
peradventure have on them the guilt of premeditated 
and contrived * murder ; some, of beguiling virgins ' 
with the broken seals of perjury ; some, making the wars 
their bulwark, that have Mfore gored the gentle bosom of 
peace with pillage and robbery. Now, if these men have 
defeated the law and outrun native punishment, though 
they can outstrip men, they have no wings to fly from 
God ; war is his beadle, war is his vengeance ; so that 
here men ore punished for before-breach of the king’s 
laws in now the king’s quaiTel: where they feared the 
death, they have borne life away; abd where they would 
be safe, they perish : then if they die unprovided, no 
more is the king guilty of their damnation than he was 
before guilty of those impieties for the which they are 
now visited. Every subject’s duty is the king’s; but 
every subject's soul is his own. Therefore should every 
soldier in the wars do as every sick man in hiS*1jed, 
wash every mote out of his conscience; and dying so, 
death is to him advantage; or not dying, the time was 
blessedly lost wherein such preparation was gained : and 
in him that escapes, it were not sin to think that, 
making God so free an offer. He let him outlive that 
day to see His greatness and to teach others how they 
should prepare. 

Will, "iis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill 
upon his own head, the king is not to answer it. 

Bates. 1 do not desire he should answer for me; and 
yet I determine to fight lustily for him. 

K. Hen. I myself heard the king say he would not 
be ransomed. 

Witl. Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully: 
but when our throats are cut, he may be ransomed, and 
we ne’er the wiser. 

K. Hen. If 1 live to see it, I will never trust his 
word after. 

WUI. You pay him then. That's a perilous shot out 
of an elder-gun, that a poor and private displeasure can 
do against a monarch! you may as well gp about to 
turn the sun to ice with fannmg in his ^ce with a 
peacock's feather. You'll never trust his 4rord after! 
come, 'tis a foolish saying. 

E. Hen. Your reproof is something too round: I should 
be angry with you, if the time were convenient 

WUI. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live. 

K. Hen. I embrace it 

Will, ^ow shall 1 know thee a^ain? 

K. Hen, Give me any gage of thine, and I will wear 
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it ia xny bonnet ; then, if ever thou darest acknowledge 
it^ I will make it my quarrel. 

WUl. Here’s my glove : give me another of thine. 

K. Hen. There. , 

WUl. This will I also wear in my cap ; if ever thou 
come to me and say, after to-morrow, ‘This is my glove,’ 
by this hand, 1 will take thee a box on the ear. 

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it, 1 will challenge it. 

Wm. Thou darest as well be hanged. 

K. Hen. Well, I will do it, though I take thee in 
the king’s company. 

Will. Keep thy word : fare thee well. 

Bates. Be fiiends, you English fools, be friends: we 
have French quarrels enow, if you could tell how to 
leckon. 

K. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French 


crowns to one, they will beat us; for they bear them 
on their shoulders : but it is no English treason to cut 
French crowns, and to-morrow the king himself will be 
a clipper. [Exeunt Soldiers. 

Upon the king! let us our lives, our souls. 

Our debts, our careful wives. 

Our children, and our sins lay on the king! 

We must bear all. O hard condition. 

Twin-born with greatness, subject to the breath 
Of every fool, whose sense no more can feel 
But his own wringing! What infinite hcart’s-ease 
Must kings neglect, that private men enjoy! 

And what have kings, that privates have not too. 

Save ceremony, save general ceremony 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

What kind of god art thou, that sufler’st more 



Of mortal griefs than do thy worshippers ? 

What are thy rents 1 what are thy comings in ? 

0 ceremony, show me but thy worth! 

What is thy soul, O adoration? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form. 
Creating awe and fear in other men ? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear’d 
Than they in fearing. 

What drink’st thou oft, instead of homage sweet. 

But poison’d flattery? 0, be sick, great greatness. 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure! 

Think'st thou the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

Canst thou, when thou command’st the beggar’s knee 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud dream. 
That play’st so subtly with a king’s repose; 
voi* nr. 


I am a king that find thee, and I know 
’Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball, 

The sword, the mace, the crown imperial. 

The intertissued robe of gold and pearl, 

The farced title ninning ’fore the king. 

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high shore of this world. 

No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony. 

Not all these, laid in bod majestical. 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave. 

Who with a body fill’d and vacant mind 

Gets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread ; 

Never sees horrid night, the child of hell. 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set 
Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 
Sleeps in Elysium; next day after dawn. 

Doth rise and help Hyperion to his horse, 

20 
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And follows so the ever-ranning year, 

With profitable labour, to his grave : 

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch. 

Winding up days with toil and nights with sleep. 

Had the fore*hand and vantage of a king. 

The slave, a member of the country's peace. 

Enjoys it; but in gross brain little wots 

What watch the king keeps to maintain the peace. 

Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 

Enter Erpingium. 

Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your absence. 
Seek through your camp to find you. 

AT. Hen. Good old knight. 

Collect them all together at my .tent : 

I'll be before thee. 

Erp. I shall do't, my lord. [Exit. 

K. Hen. O God of battles ! steel my soldiers' hearts ; 
Possess them not with fear; take from them now 


[Act IV. 

The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to-day, O Lord, 

O, not to-day, think not upon the fault 
My father made in compassing the crown ! 

I Richard's body have interred new; 

And on it have bestow'd more contrite tears 
Than from it issued forced drops of blood : 

Five hundred poor 1 have in yearly pay. 

Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold up 
Toward heaven, to pardon blood I and I have built 
Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests 
Sing still for Richard's soul. More will 1 do; 

Though all tliat 1 can do is nothing worth. 

Since that my penitence comes after all, 

Imploring pardon. 

Enter Gloucesteh. 

Glou. My liege ! 

K. Hen. My brother Gloucester's voice t Ay ; 



I know thy errand, I will go with thee: 

The day, my friends, and all things stay for me. [Exennt. 

Scene II . — The French camp. 

Enter the Dauphin, Obleans, Rambubes, and others. 

Orl. The sun doth gild our armour; up, my lords I 
Dan. Montez h chevm ! My horse ! varlet ! laquais I ha ! 
Orl. 0 brave spirit ! 

Dan. Vial les eaux et la terre. 

Orl. Rien puis ? I'air et le feu. 

Dan. Ciel, cousin Orleans. 

Enter Constable. 

Now, my lord constable! 

(^n. Hark, how our steeds for present service neigh I 
J)an. Mount them, and make incision in their hi^, 
^at their hot blood may spin in English eyes. 

And douf them with superfluous courage, ha ! ^ saias***' 


Earn. What, will you have them weep our horses’ blood 
How shall we, then, behold their natural tears ? 

Enter Messenger. 

Mess. The ^glish are embattled, you French peers. 

Con. To horse, you gallant princes ! straight to horse ' 
Do but behold yon poor and starved band, 

And your fair show shall suck away their souls. 
Leaving them but the shales and busks of men. 

There is not work enough for all our hands'^ 

Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veini 
To give each naked curtle-sxe a stain, 

That our French gallants shall to-day draw 4at, 

And sheathe for lack of sport: let us but blow on them. 
The vapour of our valour will o'erturn them; 

'Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, lords, 

That our superfluous lackeys and our peasaiAs, 

Who in unnecessary action swarm 
About our squares of battle, were enow 
To purge ihis field of such a hilding foe. 
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Though we upon thie mountain’s himis by 
Took stand for idle speculation: 

But that our honours must not. What’s to say ? 

A very little little let us do, 

And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound 
The tucket sonance and the note to mount; 

For our approach shall so much dare the field 
That England shall couch down in fear and yield. 

EiUer Gramdpre. 

Qrand. Why do you stay so long, my lords of France ? 
Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones, 
111-favouredly become the morning field: 

TIteir ragged curtains poorly are let loose, 

And our air shakes them passing scornfully : 

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar’d host. 

And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps : 

The horsemen sit like fixeil candlesticks, 

With torch-staves in their hand ; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips. 

The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes. 

And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit**"““*“‘- 
Lies foul with chew’d grass, still and motionless ; 

And their executors, the knavish crows, 

Fly o’er them, all impatient for their hour. 

Description cannot suit itself in words 
To demonstrate the life of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. They have said their prayers, and they stay for 
death. 

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners and fiesh suits, 
And give, their fasting horses provender. 

And after fight with them ? 

Con. I stay but for my guidon: to the field! 

1 will the banner from a trumpet take. 

And use it for my haste. Come, come, away ! 

'I'he sun is high, and we outwear the day. \^Exeant. 

Scene III. — The English cam^. 

Enter Gloucester, Bedford, Exeter, Ekfingham, wUE 
all his host : SALISBURY and Westmoreland. 

Glou. Where is the king ? 

Bed. The king himself is rode to view their battle 
West. Of fighting men they have full three score 
thousand. 

Exe. There’s five to one ; besides, they all are fresh. 
Bal. God’s arm strike with us! ’tis a fearful odds. 
God be wi' you, princes all; I’ll to my cluuge: 

If we no more meet till we meet in heaven, 

Then, joyfully, my noble Loi'd of Bedford, 

My dear Lord Gloucester, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind kinsman, warriors all, adieu! 

Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury; and good luck go 
with thee! 

Exe. Farewell, kind lord ; fi§ht valiantly to-day : 

And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it. 

For thou art framed of the firm truth of valour. 

\Eocit Salidrurg. 

Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindness; 

Princely in both. 

Enter the King. 

West. 0 that we had now here 

But one ten thousand of those men in England 
That do no work to-day! 

K. Sen. What’s he that wishes so ? 

My cousin Westmoreland ? No, my fair cousin : 

If wo are mark’d to die, we are enow 


To do our country loss; and if to live. 

The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 

God’s will! 1 pray thee, wish not one man more. 

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold. 

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost; 

It yearns me not if men my garments wear; 

Such outward things dwell not in my desires: 

But if it be a sin to covet honour, 

1 am the most offending soul alive. 

No, faith, my coz, wish nut a man from England: 

God’s peace! I would not lose so great an honour 
As one man more, methinks, would share from me 
For the best hope I have. 0, do not wish one more! 
liather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host. 
That he which hath no stomach to this fight, 

I.et him depart; his passport shall be made. 

And crowns for convoy put into his purse : 

We would not die in that man’s company 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is call’d the feast of Crispian : 

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home. 

Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He that shall live this day, and see old age. 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours, 

And say, ''fo-raorrow is Saint Crispian:’ 

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, 

And say, * These wounds I had on Crispin's day.’ 

Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot. 

But he’ll remember with advantages 

What feats he did that day: then shall our names. 

Familiar in his mouth as household words, 

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester, 

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d. 

This story shall the good man teach his son; 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by. 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it shall be remembered; 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers ; 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 
Shall be my brother ; be he ne’er so vile, 

This day shall gentle his condition:* • iuim wm » nut. 
And gentlemen in England now a-lted 
Shall think themselves accursed they were not here. 
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day. 

Be-enter Salisbury. 

Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with speed : 
The French are bravely in their battles set, 

And will with all expedience charge on us. 

K. Sen. All things are ready, if our minds be so. 
West. Perish the man whose mind is backward now! 
K. Sen. Thou dost not wish more help from England, 
coz? 

West. God’s will ! my liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help, could fight this royal battle! 

AT. Sen. Why, now thou hast unwish’d five thousand 
men; 

Which likes me better than to wish us one. 

You know your places : God be with you all ! 

Tucket. Enter Montjoy. 

SofU. Once more I come to know of thee. King Hany, 
If for thy ransom thou wilt now compound. 

Before thy most assured overthrow: 

For certainly thou art so near the gulf 

Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy. 
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The constable desires thee thou wilt mind 

Thy followers of repentance; that their souls 

May make a peaceful and a sweet retire 

From off these fields, where, wretches, their poor bodies 

Most lie and fester. 

AT. Hen, Who hath sent thee now ? 

Mont. The Constable of France. 

K. Hen. I pray thee, bear my former answer back : 
Bid them achieve me, and then sell my bones. 

Good God I why should they mock poor fellows thusl 

The man that once did sell the lion’s skin 

While the beast lived, was killed with hunting him. 

A many of our bodies shall no doubt 
Find native graves; upon the which, I trust, 

Shall witness live in brass of this day’s work: 

And those that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills. 

They shall be famed ; for there the sun shall greet them. 
And draw their honours recking up to heaven; 

Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clime. 

The smell whereof shall breed a plague in France. 

Mark, then, abounding valour in our English, 

That being dead, like to the bullet’s grazing, 


Break out into a second course of mischief. 

Killing in relapse of mortality. 

Let me speak proudly: tell the constable 
We are but warriors for the working-day; 

Our gayness and our gilt are all besmirch’d 
With rainy marching m the painful field; 

There’s not a piece of feather in our host — 

Good argument, I hope, we will not fly — * 

And time hath worn us into slovenry: 

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim; 

And my poor soldiers tell me, yet ere night 
They'll be in fresher robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o’er the French soldiers’ heads, 

And turn them out of service. If they do this — 

As, if God please, they shall — my ransom then 
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour; 
Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald: 

They shall have none, I swear, but these iiiy joints ; 
Which if they have as I will leave 'em them. 

Shall yield them little, tell the constable. 

Mont. I shall. King Harry. And so fare thee well: 
Thou never shalt hear herald any more. {Exit. 

K. Hen. I fear thou’lt once more come again for ransom. 



Enier York. 

York. My lord, most humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the Yawaixl. 

K. Hen. Take it, brave York. Now, soldiers, march away : 
And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day ! [Exeunt. 

Scene lY.—The field of battle. 

Alarum. Exeuraiom. Enter Pistol, French Soldier, 
and Boy. 

Plat. Yield, cur 1 

Fr.Sol. Jepense que vous ites gentilhomme de bonne 
qualitd. 

Plat. Qualtitie calmie custure me ! Art thou a gentle- 
man ? what is thy name ? discuss. 

Fr. Sol. 0 Seigneur Dieu ! 

Plat. 0, Signieur Dew should be a gentleman: 
Perpend my words, O Signieur Dew, and mark ; 

0 Signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox,‘ is"rt- 
Excep^ 0 signieur, thou do give to, me 
Egregious ransom. 

Fr. Sol. 0, prenez misdricorde 1 ayez pitid de moi ! 


Plat. Moy shall not serve; I will have forty moys; 
Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat 
In drops of crimson blood. 

Fr. Sol. Est-il impossible d'dcliapper la force de ton bras 7 
Fiat. Brass, cur ' 

Thou damned and luxurious mountain goat, 

Offer’st me brass? 

Fr. Sol. 0 pajidonnez moi ! 

Pist. Say’st thou me so? is that a ton of moys? 
Come hither, boy : ask me this slave in French 
What is his name. 

Aoy. Ecoutez: comment dtes-vous appeld? 

Fr. Sol. Monsieur le Fer. 

Boy. He says his name is Master Fer. 

Fiat. Master Fer ! I’ll fer him, and firk him; and ferret 
him: discuss the same in Fronoh unto him. 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, ftud ferret, 
and iirk. 

Plat. Bid him prepare; for I will cut his throat. 

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, monsieur ? 

Boy. II me commande de vous dire que tons faites 
vous prfit ; car ce soldat ici est disposd tout k oette heure 
de couper ttotre gorge. 


KING HENRY V. 


157 


Act IV.] 

P«<. Owy, cuppele gorge, permafoy, 

PeMftnt, unless thou give ine crowns, brave crowns ; 

Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword. 

Ft. Sol. 0, je vous supplie, pour I’amour de Dieu, 
me pardonner! Je suis gentilhonime de bonne raaison: 
gnrdez ma vie, et je vous donnerai deux cents dcus. 

Fist. What are his words? 

Buy. He prays you to save his life: he is a gentle- 
man of a good house; and for his ransom he will give 
you two hundred crowns. 

Fist. Tell him my fury shall abate, and I 
The crowns will take. 

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur, que dit-il ? 

Boy. Encore qu’il est contre son jurement de pardonner 
aucun prisonnier, ndanmoins, pour les dcus que vous I'avez 
promis, il est content de vous donner la liberty, le fran- 
chisement. 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux je vous donne mille reiner- 
cimens ; et je m’estirne heureux que je suis tomb4 entre 
les mains d'un chevalier, je pense, le plus brave, vuillant, 
et tiis distingud seigneur d’Angleterre. 

Fist. Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you, upon his knees, a thousand thanks; 
and he esteems himself happy that he hath fallen into 
the hands of one, as he thinks, the most brave, valorous, 
and thrice-worthy signieur of England. 

Fist. As I suck blood, 1 will some mercy show. 
Follow me! 

Boy. Suivez-vous le grand capitainc. [Exeujit FUtol, 
and French SMier.'\ 1 did never know so full a voice 
issue from so empty a heart: but the saying is true, 
'The empty 'Vessel makes the greatest sound.’ Bardolph 
and Nyin had ten times more valour than this roaring 
devil i' the old play, that every one may pare his nails 
with a wooden dagger ; and they are both hanged ; and so 
would this be, if he durst steal any thing adventurously. 1 
must stay with the lackeys, with the luggage of our camp: 
the French might have a good prey of us, if he knew 
of it; for there is none to guard it but boys. [Exit. 

Scene V. — Another part of the field. 

Enter Constable, Orleans, Bourbon, Dauphin, and 
Rahbures. 

Con. O diable 1 

Orl. 0 seigneur! le jour est perdu, tout est perdu! 

Dan. Mort de ma vie ! all is confounded, all ! 
Keproach and everlasting shame 
Sits mocking in our plumes. 0 mdchante fortune 
Do not run away. [A short alarum. 

Con. Why, all our ranks are broke. 

Dau. O perdurable shame! let’s stab ourselves. 

Be these the wretches that we play'd at dice for? 

Orl. Is this the king we sent to for his ransom ? 

Bour. Shame and eternal shame, nothing but shame ! 
Let us die in honour: once more back again; 

And ha that will not follow Bourbon now. 

Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand, 
lake a base pander, hold the chamber-door 
Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog. 

His fairest daughter is contaminated. 

Con. Disorder, that hath spoil’d us, friend ns now ! 
Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. 

Orl, We are enow yet living in the field 
To smother up the English in our throngs. 

If any order might be thought upon. 

Bow. The devil take order now ! I’ll to the throng : 
Let life be short; else shame will be too long. [Exeunt. 


Scene VI. — Another part of the field. 

Alarums. Enter King Henry and forces, Exeter 
and others. 

K. Hen. Well have we done, thrice valiant countrymen: 
But all’s not done; yet keep the French the field. 

Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your majesty. 
K. Hen. Lives he, good uncle ? thrice within this bour 
I saw him down; thrice up again, and fighting; 

From helmet to the spur all mood he was. 

Exe. In which array, brave soldier, doth he lie. 
Larding the plain; and by his bloody side. 

Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds. 

The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies. 

Suffolk first died : and York, all haggled over. 

Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteep’d. 

And takes him by the .beard ; kisses the gashes 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face. 

And dies aloud, * Tarry, dear cousin Suffolk ! 

My soul shall thine keep company to heaven; 

Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fiy abreast. 

As in this glorious and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our chivalry!’ 

Upon these words 1 came and cheer’d him up : 

He smiled me in the face, raught me his hand. 

And, with a feeble gripe, says, ‘Dear my lord. 

Commend my service to my sovereign.’ 

So did he turn, and over Suffolk’s neck 
He threw his wounded arm and kiss’d his lips; 

And so espoused to death, with blood he seal'd 
A testament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forced 
Those waters from me which T would have stopp’d; 

But I had not so much of man in me. 

And all my mother came into mine eyes 
And gave me up to tears. 

K. Hen. I blame you not ; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce corapoimd 

With mistful eyes, or they will issue too. [Alarum. 

But, hark! what new alarum is this same’ 

The French have reinforced their scatter’d men: 

Then every soldier kill his prisoners; 

Give the word through. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — Another part of the field. 

Enter Flueixen and Gower. 

Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage! 'tis expressly 
against the law of arms : ’tis as arrant a piece of knavery, 
mark you now, as can be offer’t ; in your conscience, now, 
is it not? 

Gow. Tis certain there’s not a boy left alive ? and 
the cowardly rascals that ran from the battle ha’ done 
this slaughter: besides, they have burned and carried 
away all that was in the king’s tent; wherefore, the 
king, most worthily, hath caused every soldier to cut 
his prisoner’s throat. 0, ’tis a gallant king! 

Flu. Ay, he was pom at Monmouth, Captain Gower. 
What call you the town’s name where Alexander the 
Pig was bom! 

Gow. Alexander the Great. 

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig great ? the pig, or 
the great, or the m^hty, or the huge, or the magnwi- 
mous, are all one reckonings, save the phrase is a little 
variations. 

Gmo. I think Alexander the Great was born in 
Macedon; his father was called Philip of Macedou, as 
I take ik 
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Fl/V.. I think it is in Macedon where Alexander is 
pom. I tell you, captain, if you look in the maps of the 
'orld, I warrant you sail find, in the comparisons between 
Idacedon and Monmouth, that the situations, look you, 
is both alike. There is a river in Macedon; and there 
is also moreover a river at Monmouth : it is called Wye 
at Monmouth; but it is out of my prains what is the 
name of the other river; but 'tis all one, 'tis alike as 
my fingers is to my fingers, and there is salmons in both. 
If you mark Alexander’s life well, Harry of Monmouth's 
life is come after it indifferent well ; for there is figures 
in all things. Alexander, God knows, and you know, in 
his rages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, 
and his moods, and his displeasures, aud his indignations, 
and also being a little intoxicates in his prains, did, in his 
ales and his angers, look you, kill his best friend, Cleitus. 

Qow, Our king is not like him in that: he never 
killed any of his friends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take 
the tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finished. 
1 speak but in the figures . and comparisons of it : as 
Alexander killed his friend Oleitus, being in his ales 
and his cups; so also Harry Monmouth, being in his 
right wits and his good judgments, turned away the 
fat knight with the gieat belly-doublet: he was full of 
jests, and gipes, and knaveries, and mocks; 1 have for- 
got his name. 

Oow. Sir John Falstaff. 

Flu. That is he: I’ll tell you there is good men 
porn at Monmouth. 

Oow. Here comes his majesty. 

Alarum. Enter Kino Henry and foreee ; Warwick, 
Gloucester, Exeter, and others. 

K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to France 
Until this instant. Take a trumpet, herald; 

Ride thou unto the horsemen ou yon hiU : 

If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 

Or void ‘the field ; they do offend our sight : 

If they’ll do neither, we will come to them. 

And make them skirr away, as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings: 

Besides, we'll cut the throats of those we have. 

And not a man of them that we shall take 
Shall taste our mercy. Go and tell them so. 

Enter Montjoy. 

Ext. Here comes the herald of the French, my liege. 

Olo. His eyes are humbler than they used to be. 

K. Hem. How now • what means this, bendd ? know’st 
thou not 

That I have fined these bones of mine for ransom? 
Comest thou again for ransom? 

Momt. No, great king: 

I come to thee for charitable license. 

That we may wander o’er this bloody field 
To look our dead, and then to bury them; 

To sort our nobles from our common men. 

For many of our princes — woe the while! — 

Lie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blood; 

So do our vul^ drench their ])easant limbs 
In blood of princes; and their wounded steeds 
Fret fetlock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead masters. 
Killing them twice. O, give us leave, great king. 

To view the field in safety, and dispose 
Of their dead bodies! 

K. Hem. I tell thee truly, herald, 

I know not if the day be ours or no; 


For yet a many of your horsemen peer 
And gallop o’er the field. 

ManJt. The day is yours. 

K. Hen. Praised be God, and not our strength, for it! 
What is this castle call’d tliat stands hard by? 

Momt. Thw call it Agincourt. 

K. Hen. Then call we this the field of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus. 

Mu. Your grandfather, of famous memory, an’t please 
your majesty, and your great-uncle Edward the Plack 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the chronicles, fought 
a most prave pattle here in France. 

K. Hen. They did, Fluellen. 

Flu. Your majesty says very true: if your majesties 
is remembered of it, the Welshmen did good service in 
a garden where leeks did grow, wearing leeks in their 
Monmouth caps; which, your majesty know, to this 
hour is an honouiable Itodge of the service; and I do 
believe your majesty takes no scorn to wear the leek 
upon Saint Tavy’s aay. 

AT Hen. 1 wear it for a memorable honour; 

For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. 

Flu. All the water in Wye cannot wash your majesty’s 
Welsh plood out of your pody, 1 can tell you that: God 
pless it and preserve it, as long as it pleases his grace, 
and his miyesty too! 

AT. Hen. Thanks, good my countryman. 

Flu. By Jeshu, I am your majesty’s countryman, 1 
care not who know it ; I will confess it to all the ’orld : 
I need not to be ashamed of your majesty, praised be 
God, so long as your majesty is an honest man. 

AT. Hen. God keep me so ! Our heralds go with him : 
Bring me just notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

[Points to Williams. Exeunt Heralds with Montjoy. 

Exe. Soldier, you must come to the king. 

K. Hen. Soldier, why wearest thou that glove in 
thy cap? 

Will. An’t please your majesty, ’tis the gage of.Ame 
that 1 should fight withal, if he be alive. 

K. Hen. An Englishman? 

Will, An’t please your majesty, a rascal that swag- 
gered with me last night; who, if alive and ever dare 
to challenge this glove, I have sworn to take him a box 
o’ th’ ear: or if 1 can see my glove in his cap, which 
he swore, os he was a soldier, he would wear if alive, 
I will strike it out soundly. 

AT. Hen. What think you. Captain Fluellen? is it fit 
this soldier keep his oath ? 

Flu. He is a craven and a villain else, an’t please 
your majesty, in my conscience. 

AT. Hen. It may be his enemy is a gentleman of 
great sort, quite from the answer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a gentleman as the devil 
is, as Lucifer and* Belzebub himself, it is necessary, look 
your grace, that he keep his vow and his oath: if he 
be perjured, see you npw, his reputation is as. arrant a 
villain and a Jacksauce, as ever his black shoe trod upon 
God’s ground and his earth, in my conscience^ la! 

AT. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, rwen thou 
rneetest the fellow. 

Will. So I will, my liege, as, I live. v 

AT. Hen. Who servest thou under? i 

Will. Under Captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu. Gower is a good captain, and is good |;nowledge 
and literatured in the wars. 

AT. Hen. Call him hither to m^ soldier. > 

Will. I will, my liege. [Exii. 

K. Hen, ^ere, Fluellen; wear thou this fkvour for 
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m6 and stick it in thy cap : when Alen<jon and myself 
were down t<^ether, 1 plucked this glove from his helm: 
if any man challenge this, be is a friend to Alenqon, 
and an enemy to ‘Our person ; if thou encounter any 
such, apprehend him, an thou dost me love. 

Flu. Your grace doo’s me as great honours as can be 
desired in the hearts of his subjects: I would fain see 
the man, that has but two le^, that shall find himself 
aggriefed at this glove ; that is all ; but I would fain 
see it once, an please God of bis grace that I might sec. 

K. Hen. Knowest thou Gower? 

Flu. He is my dear friend, an plea.se you. 

K. Hen. Pray thee, go seek him, and bring him to 
ray tent. 

Flu, I will fetch him. [EaAl. 

K Hen. My lord of Warwick, and my brother Glou- 
cester, 

Follow Fluellen closely at the heels: 

The glove which I have given him for a favour 
May haply purchase him a box o' th’ ear; 

It is the soldier’s; I by bargain should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cou.sin Warwick ; 

If that the soldier strike him, as I judge 
By his blunt bearing he will keep his word, 

Some sudden mischief may arise of it; 

For 1 do know Fluellen valiant 

And, touched with clioler, hot as gunpowder. 

And quickly will return an injury : 

Follow, and see there be no harm between them. 

Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. [Exeunt. 

Scene VIIT. — Before Enia Henry's pavilion. 

Enter Goweb and Williams. 

Will. 1 warrant it is to knight you, captain. 

Enter FLUELLEN. 

Flu. God’s will and liis pleasure, captain, I beseech 
you now, come apace to the king: there is more good 
toward you peradventure than is in your knowledge to 
dream of. 

Will. Sir, know you this glove? 

Flu. Know the glove ! I know the glove is a glove. 

Will. I know this; and thus I challenge it 

him. 

Flu. 'Sbloodl an arrant traitor as any is in the 
universal world, or in France, or in England I 

0<no. How now, sir! you villain! 

Will. Do you think I’ll be forsworn ? 

Flu. Stand away. Captain Gower; 1 will give treason 
his payment into plows, I warrant you. 

Will. I am no traitor. 

Flu. That’s a lie in thy throat I charge you in his 
majesty’s name, apprehend him: he’s a friend of the Duke 
Alencon’a 

Enter Warwick and Gloucester. 

War. How now, how now! what’s the matter? 

Flu. My lord of Warwick, here is — praised be God 
for it! a most contagious treason come to light, look 
vou, as you shall desire in a summer’s day. Here is 
nis mtyesty. 

Enter King Henry and. Exeter. 

K. Hen. How now ! what’s the matter ? 

Flu. My liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, 
look your grace, has struck the glove which your majesty 
is taice out of the helmet of Alencon. 

WiU. My liage, this was my glove ; here is the fellow 


of it; and he that I gave it to in change promised to 
wear it in his cap : I promised to strike him if he did : 

1 met this man with my glove in bis cap, and 1 have 
been as good as my word. 

Flu. Your majesty hear now, saving your majesty's 
manhood, what an arrant, rascally, beggarly, lousy knave 
it is: I hope your majesty is pear me testimony and 
witness, and will avonchment, that this is the glove of 
Alencon, that your msyesty is give me; in your con- 
science, now ? 

K. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier : look, here is the 
fellow of it. 

’Twas I, indeed, thou promised’st to strike ; 

And thou bast given me most bitter terms. 

Flu. An please your majesty, let his neck answer 
for it, if there is any martial law in the world. 

K. Hen. How canst thou make me satisfaction. 

Will. All offences, my lord, come from the heart : 
never came any from mine that might offend your majesty. 

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

Will. Your majesty came not like yourself: yon 
appeared to me but as a common man ; witness the 
night, your garments, your lowliness; and what your 
highness suffered under that shape, I beseech you, take 
it for your own fault and not mine: for had you b^n as 
I took you for, I made no offence; therefore, 1 beseech 
your higlmess, pardon me. 

K. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with crowns*. 
And give it to this fellow. Keep it, fellow ; 

And wear it for an honour in thy cap 
Till I do challenge it. Give him the crowns; 

And, captain, you must needs be friends with him. 

Flu. By this day and this light, the fellow has mettle 
enough in his belly. Hold, there is twelve pence for 
you ; and I pray you' to serve Got, and keep you out oi 
prawls, and prabbles, and quarrels, and dissensions, and, 
I warrant you, it is the better for you. 

Will. I will none of your money. 

Flu. It is with a good will ; I can tell you, it will 
serve you to mend your shoes : come, wherefitre should 
you be pashful ? your shoes is not so good ; 'tis a good 
silling, I warrant you, or 1 will change it. 

Enter an English Herald. 

K. Hen. Now, herald, are the dead number’d? 

Her. Here is the number of the slaughter’d French. 

K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken, uncle ? 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to the king ; 
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqualt : 

Of other lords and barons, knights and squires. 

Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

K. Hen. This note doth tell me of ten thousand French 
That in the field lie slain : of princes, in this number. 
And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty-six : added to these. 

Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen. 

Eight thousand and four hundred; of the which, 

Five hundred were but yesterday dubb’d knights: 

So that, in these ten thou.sand they have lost. 

There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries; 

The rest are princes, barons, lords, knights, squires. 

And gentlemen of blood and quality. 

The names of those their nobles that lie dead : 

Charles Delabreth, high constable of France; 

Jacques of Chatillon, admiral of France; 

The master of the cross-bows. Lord Rambures; 

Great Master of France, the brave Sir Gnichard Dolphin, 
John Duke of Alencon, Anthony Duke of Brabant, 

The brother of the Duke of Burgundy, 
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And Edward Duke of Bar*, of lusty earls, 

Qiandprd and Boossi, Fanconbeig and Foix, 

Beaumont and Marie, Yaudemont and Lsstrole. 

Here was a royal fellowship of death I 
Where is the number of our English dead? 

[Htrald thorn him another paper. 
Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk, 

Sir Bichard Ketly, Davv Gam, esquire: 

None else of name; ana of all other men 
But five and twenty. 0 God, thy arm was here; 

And not to us, but to thy arm uone. 

Ascribe we all! When, without stratagem. 

But in plain shock and even play of rattle, 

Was ever known so great and little loss 
On one part and on the other? Take i^ God, 

For it is none but thine! 


£3Be. lis wonderful! 

jT. Sen. Gome, go we in procession to the village: 
And be it death proclaimed through our host 
To boast of this, or take that praise from God 
Which is bis only. 

Flu. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty, to tell 
how many is killed? 

IT. ffen. Yes, captain ; but with this acknowledgment, 
That God fought for us. 

Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us gieat good. 

JT. ffere. Do we all holy rites; 

Let there be sung ‘Non nobis’ and 'Te Deum;’ 

The dead with charity inclosed in clay: 

And then to Calais; and to England then, 

Where ne’er from France arrived more happy men. 

[Exeunt. 





PllOLOGUE. 


Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Vouchsafe to those that Itave not read the story, 
That I may prompt them : and of such as have, 

I humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of numbers, aud due course of things. 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here presented. Now wo bear the king 
Toward Calais: grant him there; there seen. 

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts 
Athwart the sea^ Behold, the English beach 
Pales in the flood with men, with wives, and boys. 
Whose shouts and daps out-voice the deep-mouth’d sea. 
Which Uke a mighty whiffler 'fore the king 
Seems to prepare his way: so let him land. 

And solemnly see him set on to London. 

So swift a pace bath thought that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath; 

Where that his lords desire him to have borne 
His bruised hdmet and his bended sword 
Before him through the city : he forbids it, 

Being free from vainness and self-gorious pride; 

Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent 
VOL. 111. 


Quite from himself to God, But now behold. 

In the quick forge and working-house of thought. 

How London doth pour out her citizens! 

The mayor and all his brethren in best sort. 

Like to the senators of the antique Borne, 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels. 

Go forth and fetch their conquering Csesar m : 

As, by a lower but loving likelihood. 

Were now the general of our gracious empress. 

As in good time be may, from Ireland coming. 
Bringing rebellion broached on his sword. 

How many would the peaceful city quit, 

To welcome him! much more, and much more cause. 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him; 

As yet the lamentation of the French 
Invites the king of England’s stay at home; 

The emperor's coming in behalf of France, 

To order peace between them ; and omit 
All the occurrences, whatever chanced. 

Till Harry’s back-return again to France: 

There must we bring him; and myself have play’d 
The interim, by remembering you ’tis past. 

Then brook abridgment, and yonr eyes advance. 

After your thoughts, straight back again to France. {ExU. 




ACT V. 

Scene I. — Franet. I7ie Englah camp. 


Enter Flceixen and Gower. 

Oow. Nay, that’s right ; but why wear you your leek 
to-day? Saint Davy's day is past 

J^u. There is occasions and causes why and wherefore 
in all things : I will tell you, aase my friend, Captain 
Gk>wer : the rascally, scald, beggarly, lousy, praggii^ knave, 
Pistol, which you and yourself and all the world know 
to no petter than a fellow, look you now, of no merits, 
he is come to me and prings me pread and salt yesterday, 
look you, and bid me eat my leek: it was in a place 
where 1 could not breed no contention with him ; but I 
will be so bold as to wear it in my cap tiU I see him once 
again, and then I will tell him a little piece of my desires. 

Enter Pistol. 

Oow. Why. here he comes, swelling like a turkey-cock. 

Flu. ’Tis no matter for his swellings nor his turkey- 
cocks. God pless you, Auncliient Pistol 1 you scurvy, 
lousy knave, (jod pless you! 

Piet. Ha! art thou bedlam? dost thou thirst, base Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parca’s fatal web? 

Hence! I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. ^ I peseech you heartily, scurry, lousy knave, at 
my desires, and my requests, and my petitions, to eat, 
look you, this leek: because, look you, you do not love 
i^ nor your affections and your appetites and your disges- 
tions doo’s not agree with it, I would desire you to eat it. 

Piet. Not for CadwaUader and all his goats. 

Flu. There is one goat for you. [Strikes Atm.] Will 
you be so good, scauld knave, as eat it? 

Piet. Base !l^jan, thou shalt die. 

Flu. You say very true, scauld knave, when God’s 
will is : I will desire you to live in the meantime, and 
eat your victnals : , come, there is sauce for it. [Strikes 
him.] You called ine yesterday mountain-squire; but I 
will make you to-day a squire* of low degree. I pray you, 
fall to: If you can mock a leek, you can eat a leek. 

Oow. Enough, eaptain: you have astonished him. 

Flu. I say, I will make him eat some p^of my leek, 
OT I will peat his pate four days. Bite, 1 pray you; it 
is good for your green wound and your ploody coxcomb. 

Fist. Must I bite? 


Flu. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt and out of 
question, too, and ambiguities. 

Pi^. By this leek, I will most horribly revenge: 1 
eat and, eke, I swear — 

Flu. Eat, I pray you : will you have some more sauce 
to your leek ? there is not enough leek to swear by. 

Pist. Quiet thy cudgel; thou dost see I eat. 

Flu. Much good do you, scauld knave, heartily. Nay, 
pray you, throw none away; the skin is good for your 
broken coxcomb. When you take occasions to see leeks 
hereafter, I pray you, mock at ’em; that is all. 

Pist. Good. 

Flu. Ay, leeks is good : hold you, there is a gsoat to 
heal your pate. 

Pist. Me a groat! 

Flu. Yes, verily and in truth, you shall take it; or 
1 have another leek in my pocket, which you shall eat 

Pist. I take thy groat in earnest of revenge. 

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in cudgels: 
you shall be a woodmonger, and buy nothing of me but 
cudgels. God b’ wi* you, and keep you, and heal your 
pate. [Emt, 

Pist. All hell shall stir for this. 

Oow. Go, go; you are a counterfeit cowardly knave. 
Will you mock at an ancient tradition, begun upon an 
honourable respect, and worn as a memomble trophy of 
predeceased valour, and dare not avouch in your deeds 
any of your wo^s ? I have seen you gleeking and galling 
at this gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, Mcause 
he could not speak Endish in the native garb, he could 
not therefore handle an English cudgel : you ftod it other- 
wise; and henceforth lot a Welsh correctioa teach you 
a good English condition. Fare ye wdl. [ExU. 

Pist. Doth Fortune play the huswife with me now? 
News have I, that my Nell is dead i’ the s|dtal 
Of malady of France; 

And there roy rendezvous is quite cut off. 

Old I do wax; and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgelled. Well, bawd I’ll turn. 

And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand. 

To England will 1 steal, and there I’ll steal: 

And patches will I get unto these cudgeU’d scan. 

And swear I got them in the Gallia wars. [ExU. 
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SCBNB II. — France, A royal palace. 

Enter, at one door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Glou- 
cester, WarwiciT, Westmoreland, and other Lords- 
at another, the French King, Queen Isabel, the 
Princess Katharine, Alice, and other Ladies • the 
Duke of Burgundy, and hie train. 

K, Hen. Peace to this meeting, wlierefore we are met! 
Unto our brother France, and to our sister. 

Health and fair time of day; joy and good wishes 
To our most fair and princely cousin Katharine; 

And, as a branch and member of this royalty. 


By whom this great assembly is contrived. 

We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy; 

And, princes French, and peers, health to you all! 

Fr. King. Bight joyous are we to behold your fiice. 
Most worthy brother England; fairly met: 

So arc you, princes English, every one. 

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother England, 

Of this good day and of this gracious meeting. 

As we are now glad to behold your eyes ; 

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them 
Against the French, that met them in their bent. 

The fatal balls of murdering basilisks * * 

The venom of such looks, wo fairly hope. 



Have lost their quality, aud that this day 
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 

K. Hen. To cry amen to that, thus we appear. 

Q. lea. You English priqces nil, I do salute you. 

Bwr. My duty to you both, on equal love. 

Great Kings of f^nce and England ! That I have labour’d. 
With all my wits, xaj pains, and strong endeavours. 

To bring your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar and royal interview. 

Your mightiness on both parts best can witness. 

Since then my office hath so far prevail’d 
That, face to face and royal e3re to eye. 

You have congreeted, let it not disgrace me. 


If I demand, before this royal view. 

What rub or what impediment there is. 

Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births. 
Should not in this best garden of the world. 

Our fertile Franco, put up her lovely visage? 
Alas, she hath from France too long been chased. 
And all her husbandry both lie on heaps. 
Corrupting in its own fertility. 

Her vine, the merry chceret of the heart. 
Unpruned dies; her hedges even-pleach’d. 

Like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair. 

Put forth disorder’d twigs; her fallow leas 
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The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory 
Doth root upon, while that the coulter rusts 
That should deracinate such* savagery ; 

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, bumet, and green clover. 

Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank. 

Conceives by idleness and nothing teems 
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs. 

Losing both beauly and utility. 

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges, 
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness. 

Even so our houses and ourselves and children 
Have lost, or do not lenm for want of time. 

The sciences that should become our countty; 

But grow like savages — as soldiers will 
That nothing do but meditate on blood — 

To swearing and stern looks, diffused attire. 

And every thing that seems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favour 
You are assembled : and my speech entreats 
That I may know the let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel these inconveniences 
And bless us with her former qualities. 

K. Hen. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the peace. 
Whose want gives growth to the imperfections 
Which you have cited, you must buy that peace 
With full accord to all our just demands; 

Whoso tenours and particular effects 
You have enschcduled briefly in your hands. 

Bur. The king hath heard them ; to the which as yet 
There is no answer made. 

K. Hen. Well, then, the peace, 

Which you before so urged, lies in his answer. 

Fr. King. I have but with a curaorary eye 
O'erglanced the articles: pleaseth your grace 
To appoint some of your council presently 
To sit with us once more, with better heed 
To re-survey them, we will suddenly 
Pass our accept and peremptory answer. 

K. Hen. Brother, we shall. Go, uncle Exeter, 

And brother Clarence, and you, brother Gloucester, 
Warwick, aud Huntingdon, go with the king; 

And take with you free power to ratify. 

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
Shall see advantageable for our dignity. 

Any thing in or out of our demands. 

And we'll consign thereto. Will you, fair sister. 

Go with the princes, or stay here with us? 

Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, 1 will go with them: 
Haply a woman’s voice may do some good. 

When articles too nicely urged be stood on. 

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here with us : 
She is our capital demand, comprised 
Within the fore rank of our articles. 

Q. Isa. She hath good leave. 

[ExeurU all except Henry, Katharine, and Alice. 

K, Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair. 

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms 
Such as will enter at a lady’s ear. 

And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? 

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me; I cannot 
speak your England. 

K. Hen. 0 fair Katharine, if you will love me soundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to hear you 
confess it brokenly with your English tongue. Do you 
like me, Kate? 

Kath. Pardonnez-moi, I cannot tell vat is ‘like me.’ 

K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate, and you are 
like an angel 


Kath. Que dit-U ? que je suis semblable 4 les anges ? 

Alice. Oui, vraiment, sauf votre grace, ainsi dit-il. 

K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine; and I must not 
blush to affirm it 

Kath. 0 bon DieuI les langues des hommes sont 
pleines de tromperies. 

K. Hen. What says she, fair one? that the tongues 
of men are full of deceits? 

Alice. Oui, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of 
deceits: dat is de princess. 

K. Hen. The princess is the better English-woman. 
r faith, Kate, my wooing is fit fur thy understanding: I 
am glad thou const speak no better English ; for, if thou 
couldst, thou wouldst find me such a plain king that 
thou wouldst think I had sold my farm to buy my 
crown. I know no ways to mince it in love, but directly 
to say ‘I love you:’ then if you utge me farther than 
to say 'do you in faith?’ 1 wear out my suit. Give 
me your answer ; i’ faith, do : and so clap hands and a 
bargain : how say you, lady ? 

Kath. Sauf votre honneur, me understand veil. 

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to verses or 
to dance for your sake, Kate, why, you undid me ; for the 
one, 1 have neither words nor measure, and for the other, 
I have no strength in measure, yet a reasonable measure 
in strength. If I could win a lady at leap-frog, or by 
vaulting into my saddle with ray aimour on my back, 
under the correction of bragging be it spoken, 1 should 
quickly leap into a wife. Or if I might buffet for my 
love, or bound my horse for her favours, I could lay 
on like a butcher and sit like a Jack-an-apes, never off. 
But, before God, Kate, I cannot look greenly nor gasp 
out my elo<]^uence, nor I have no cunning in protestation ; 
only downright oaths, which I never use till urged, nor 
never break for urging. If thou caust love a fellow of 
this temper, Kate, whose face is not worth sun-burning, 
that never looks in -his glass for love of any tiling he 
sees there, let thine eye be thy cook. I speak to thee 
plain soldier: if thoii canst love me for this, talu: me; 
if not, to say to thee that I shall die, is true; but for 
thy love, by the ]^rd, no; yet I love thee too. And 
while thou livest, dear Kate, take a fellow of plain and 
uncoined constancy; for he perforce must do thee right, 
because he hath not the gift to woo in other places : 
for these feUows of infinite tongue, that can rhyme 
themselves into ladies' favours, they do always reason 
themselves out again. What! a speaker is but a prater; 
a rhyme is but a ballad. A good leg will fall ; a straight 
back will stoop ; a black beard will turn white ; a curled 
pate will grow bald ; a fair face will wither ; a full eye 
will wax hollow; but a good heart, Kate, is the sun 
and the moon; or rather the sun and not the moon; 
for it shines bright and never changes, but keeps his 
course truly. If thou would have such a one, take me ; 
and take me, tike a soldier ; take a soldier, take a king. 
And what sayest thou then to my love? speak, my 
fair, and fairly, I pray thee. 

Kath. Is it possible dat I sould love de enenw of France? 

K. Hen. No; it is not possible you shouud love the 
enemy of France, Kate : but, in loving me, you should 
love the friend of France; for I love France so well 
that I will not part with a village of it; X will have 
it all mine: and, Kate, when France is miiM and I am 
yours, then yours is France and you axe m&e. 

Kaih. I cannot tell vat is dat. 

K. Hen. No, Kate ? I will tell thee in Fmich ; which 
1 am sure will hang upon my tongue like a new-married 
wife about her husband’s neck, hardly to be shook off. 
Je quan4 sur le possession de France, et quand vous 
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avez le possession de moi,— let me see, what then? 
Saint Dems be my speed!— done votre eat France et 
vous fites mienne. It is as easy for me, Kate, to con- 
quer the kingdom^as to speak so uch more French : I 
shall never move thee in French, unless it be to laugh at me. 

Kotk. Sauf votre honneur, le Francois que vous 
parlez, il est meilleur que I’Auglois lequel je parle. 

JC. Htn, No, faith, is t not, Kate : but thy speaking of 
my tongue, and I thine, most truly-falsely, must needs 
be granted to be much at one. But, Kate, dost thou 
understand thus much English, canst thou love me ? 

Kath. I cannot tell. 

K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate ? I’ll 
ask them. Come, I know thou lovest me : and at night, 
when you come into your closet, you’ll question this 
gentlewoman about me; and I know, Kate, you will to 
her dispraise those parts in me that you love with your 
heart : but, good Kate, mock me mercifully ; the rather, 
gentle princess, because I love thee cruelly. If ever 
thou beest mine, Kate, as I have a saving faith within 
me tells me thou shalt, I get thee with scambling, and 
thou must therefore needs prove a good soldier-breeder; 
shall not thou and I, between Saint Denis and Saint 
George, compound a boy, half French, half English, that 
shall go to Constantinople and take the Turk by the 
beard ? shall we not ? what sayest thou, my fair flower- 
de-luce ? 

Kath. I do not know dot. 

K. Ren. No; ’tis hereafter to know, but now to 
promise: do but now promise, Kate, you will endeavour 
for your French part of such a boy ; and for my English 
moiety take the word of a king and a bachelor. How 
answer you, la plus belle Katharine du monde, mon tris- 
cher et devin ddesse? 

Kath. Your majestee ave fausse French enough to 
deceive de most sagb demoiselle dat is en France. 

K. Ren. Now, fie upon my false French! By mine 
honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate : by which 
honour I dare not swear thou lovest me ; yet my blood 
begins to flatter me that thou dost, notwithstanding the 
poor and untempering effect of my visage. Now, beshrew 
my father’s ambition ! ho was thinking of civil wars 
when he got me ; therefore was I created with a stub- 
born outside, with an aspect of iron, that, when I come 
to woo ladies, I fright them. But, in faith, Kate, the 
elder I wax, the better I shall appear : my comfort is, 
that old age, that ill layer up of beauty, can do no 
more spoil upon my face: thou host me, if thou hast 
me, at the worst ; and thou shalt wear me, if thou wear 
me, better and better: and therefore tell me, most fair 
Katharine, will you have me. Put off your maiden 
blushes; avouch the thoughts of your heart with the 
looks of an emmess ; take mo by the hand, and say, 
* Harry of England, I om thine : ’ which word thou 
shalt no sooner bless mine ear withal, but I will tell 
thee aloud ‘England is thine, Ireland is thine, France 
is thine, and Henry Plantogenet is thine;’ who, though 
I speak it before his face, if he be not fellow with uie 
best king, thou shalt find the best king of good fellows. 
Come, your answer in broken music; for thy voice is 
music and thy English broken; therefore, queen of all, 
Katharine, break thy mind to me in broken English; 
wilt thou have me ? 

Kedh. Dat is as it sail please de roi mon p^re. 

K. Ren. Nay, it will please him well, Kate : it shall 
please him, Kate. 

Kath. Den it soil also content me. 

K. Ren, Upon that I kiss your hand, and I call 
you my queen. 


Kath. Laissez, mon seigueur, laisscz, laissez: ma foi, 
je ne veux point que vous abaissie/ votre grandeur en 
baisant la main'd’une de votre seigneurie indigne serviteui' ; 
excusez-moi, je vous suppli^ mon tris-puissant seigneur. 

K. Ren. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate. 

Kath. Les dames et demoiselles pour £tre baisdes 
devant lem: uoces, il u’est pas la coutume de France. 

K. Ren, Madam my interpreter, what says she ? 

Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion pour les ladies of 
France — I cannot tell vat is baiser en Anglish. 

K. Ren. To kiss. 

Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre que moi. 

K. Ren. It is not a fashion for the maids in France 
to kiss before they are married, would she say? 

Alice. Oui, vraiment. 

K. Ren. O Kate, nice customs curtsy to great kings. 
Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confined within the weak 
list of a country’s fashion : we are the makers of manners, 
Kate; and the liberty that follows our places stops the 
mouth of all find-faults ; as I will do youis, for upholding 
the nice fashion of your country in denying me a kiss, 
therefore, patiently and yielding. [Kissing her ] You have 
v/itchcrall in your lips, Kate : there is more eloquence in 
a sugar touch of them than in the tongues of the French 
council; and they should sooner peisuade Harry of Eng- 
land than a general petition of inouarchs. Here comes 
your father. 

Re-enter the French King and his Queen, Burgundy, 
and other Lords. 

Bur. God save your majesty ! my royal cousin, teach 
you OUT princess English ? 

K. Ren. I would have her learn, my fair cousin, how 
perfectly I love her; and that is good English. 

Bur. Is she not apt? 

K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz, and my condition 
is not smooth ; so that, having neither the voice nor the 
heart of flattery about me, I cannot so conjure up the 
spirit of love in Her, that he will appear m his tiue 
likeness. 

Bur. Pardon the frankness of rny iniith, if I arisuei 
you for that. If you would conjure in her, you must 
make a circle; if conjure up love in her in his tiue 
likeness, he must appear naked and blind. Can } on blame 
her then, being a maid yet rosed over with the viigin 
crimson of modesty, if she deny the appearance of a naked 
blind boy in her naked seeing self? It were, my lord, 
a hard condition for a maid to consign to. 

K. Ren. Yet they do wink and yield, as love is blind 
and enforces. 

Bur. They are then excused, my lord, when they see 
not what they do. 

K. Ren. ’Then, good my lord, teach your cousin to 
consent winking. 

Bur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord, if you 
will teach her to know my meaning: for maids, veil 
summered and warm kept, are like flies at Bartholomew- 
tide, blind, though they have their eyes ; and then they 
will endure handling, which before would not abide look- 
ing on. 

K. Hen. This moral ties me over to time and a hot 
summer; and so I shall catch the fly, your cousin, in the 
latter end, and she must be blind too. 

Bur. As love is, my lord, before it loves. 

K. Ren. It is so ; and you may, some of you, thank 
love for my blindness, who cannot see many a fair French 
city for one fair French maid that stands in my way. 

Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you see them perspectivdy. 
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the cities turned into a maid; for they are all girdled 
with maiden walls that war hath never entered. 

K. Htn. Shall Kate be my wife ? 

Fr. King, So please you. 

K. Hen. I am content ; so the maiden cities you talk 
of may '^ait on her : so the maid that stood in the way 
for my wish shall show me the way to my wilL 
Fr. King, Wo have consented to all terms of reason. 
K. Hen, Is't so, my lords of England ? 

West. The king hath granted every article: 

His daughter first, and then in sequel all. 

According to their firm proposed natures. 

Exe. Only he hath not yet subscribed this: 

Where your mfyesty demands, that the King of France, 
having any occasion to write for matter of grant, shall 
name your highness in this form and with this addition, 
in French, Notre tr6s-cher fils Henri, Boi d’Angleterre, 
H^ritier do France; and thus in Latin, Prteclarissimus 
tilius noster Henricus, Bex Anglise, et Hoeres Franciss. 

Fr. King, Nor this 1 have not, brother, so denied. 
But your request shall make me let it pass. 

K. Hen. 1 pray you then, in love and dear alliance, 
Let that one article rank with the rest; 

And thereupon give me your daughter. 

Fr. King. Take her, fair son, and from her blood 
raise up 

Issue to me; that the contending kingdoms 


Of France and England, whoso very shores look pale 
With envy of each other's happiness, 

May cease their hatred, and this dear conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and Christiau-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword 'twixt England and fair France. 

All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Now, welcome Kate: and bear 'me witness 
aU, 

That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen. [Monrish. 

Q. Isa. God, the best maker of ml marriages. 
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one! 

As man and wife, being two, are one in love. 

So be there 'twixt your kingdoms such a spousal. 

That never may ill office, or fell jealousy, 

Which troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage. 

Thrust in between the paction of these kingdoms. 

To make divorce of their incoi^rate league; 

That English may as French, iWch Englishmen, 
Beceive each other. God speak this Amen! 

All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath. 

And all the peers', for surety of our leagues. 

Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me; 

And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be! 

[iS'enTu/. Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Enter Chorus. 

Chor Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen. 
Our bending author hath pursued the story. 

In little room confining mighty men. 

Mangling by starts the full course of their glory. 
Sm^ time, but in that small most greatly lived 
This star of England : Fortune made his sword ; 


By which the world's best garden he achieved, 

And of it left bis son imperial lord. 

Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown’d King 
Of France and England, did this king succeed ; 
Whose state so many had the managing. 

That they lost France and made his England bleed : 
Which oft our stage hath shown; and, for their Sffite, 
In your fair minds let this acceptance take. {Exit. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I . — Weslminsler Abbey. 


Dead March. Jinter the Funeral of King Henky the 
Fifth, (Utended on by the Duke ok Bedford, IUge7H of 
France; the Duke of Gloucester, Protector; the Duke 
OF Exeter, Hoe Earl of Warwick, the Bishop of Win- 
chester, Heralds, Ac. 

Bed. Hting be the heavens with black, yield day to night I 
Comets, importing change of times and states, 

Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky. 

And with them scourge the bad revolting stars 
That have consented unto Henry's death! 

King Henry the Fifth, too famous to li>'o long! 

England ne’er lost a king of so much worth 
(Hov>. England ne'er had a king until his time. 

Virtue he had, deserving to command : 

HU brandUh’d sword did blind men with his beams: 
HU arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings; 

HU sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire, 

More dazzled and drove back hU enemies 
Than mid-day sun fierce bent against their faces. 

What should I say 1 hU deeds exceed all speech : 

He ne'er lift up his hand but conquered. 

Sxe. We mourn in black : why mourn we not in blood ? 
Henry is dead and never shidl revive: 

Upon a wooden coffin we attend. 

And death's c^honourable victory 


We with our stately presence glorify, 

Like captives bound tu a triumphant car 
What! shall we curse the planets of mishap 
That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow? 

Or shall we think the subtle-witted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that afraid of him 
By magic verses have contiived his end * 

Win. Ho was a king bless’d of the King of kings. 
Unto the French the dreadful judgment-day 
So dreadful will not bo as ^yaa his sight. 

The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 

The church's prayers made him so prosperous. 

Ghu. The church! where is it? Had not churchmen pray’d, 
HU thread of life had not so soon decay’d : 

None do you like but an effeminate pnnee, 

Whom, like a school-hoy, you may over-awe. 

Win. Gloucester, whate’er we like, thou art protector, 
And lookest to command the prince and realm. 

Thy wife is proud; she holdeth thee in awe. 

More than God or religious churchmen may. 

Olou. Name not religion, for thou lovest the fiesb, 
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go’st, 
Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

Bed. Cease, cease these jars, and rest your minds in peace: 
TiCt’s to the altar: herald, wait on us: 

Instead of gold, we’ll offer up our arms; 
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Since arms avail not now that Henry’s dead. 

Posterity, await for wretched years, 

When at their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall suck, 
Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears. 

And none but women left to wail the dead. 

Henry the Fifth, thy ghost 1 invocate: 

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils. 

Combat with adverse planets in the heavens! 

A far more glorious star thy soul will make 
Than Julius Caesar or bright 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My honoiuable lords, health to you all! 

Sad tidings bring 1 to you out of France, 

Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture: 

Guienne, Champagne, Bheims, Orleans, 

Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost 
Bed, What say’st thou, man, before dead Henry’s corse? 
Speak softly, or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him burst his lead and rise from death. 

Olou. Is Paris lost ? is Rouen yielded up ? 

If Henry were recall’d to life again. 

These news would cause him once more yield the ghost 
Exe. How were they lost ? what treachery was used ? 
Mess. No treachery ; but want of men and money. 
Amongst the soldiers this is muttered, 

That here you maintain several factions. 

And whilst a field should be dispatch’d and fought, 
You are disputing of your generals: 

One would have lingering wars with little cost; 

Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings; 

A third thinks, without expense at all. 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d. 

Awake, awake, English nobility ! 

Let not sloth dim your honours new-begot: 

Cropp’d are the ilower-dc-luces in your arms; 

Of England’s coat one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral. 

These tidings would call forth their flowing tides. 

Bed. Me they concern; Regent I am of France. 

Give me my steeled coat. I’ll fight for France. 

Away with these disgraceful wailing robes ! 

"Wounds will I lend the French instead of eye.s. 

To weep their intermissive miseries. 

Enter to than another Messenger. 

Mess. Lords, view these letters full of bod mischance. 
France is revolted from the English quite. 

Except some petty towns of no import: 

The Dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims; 

The Bastard of Orleans with him is join'd; 

Reignier, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part; 

The Duke of Alenqon flieth to his side. 

Exe. The Dauphin crowned king! all fly to him! 

0, whither shall we fly from this reproach? 

Glou. We will not fly, but to our enemies’ throats. 
Bedford, if thou be slack. I’ll fight it out 
Bed. Gloucester, why doubt'st thou of my forwardness ? 
An army^ have I mustw’d in my thoughts. 

Wherewith already France is. overrun. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. My gracious lords, to add to your laments. 
Wherewith you now bedew King Hennas hearse, 

I must inform you of a dismal fight 
Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot and the French. 

Win. What 1 wherein Talbot overcame ? is’t so 7 
Mess. O, no; wherein Lord Talbot was o’ertbrown: 


The circumstance I’ll tell you more at lame. 

The tenth of August last this dreadful lord. 

Retiring from the siogo of Orleans, 

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop. 

By three and twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set upon. 

No leisure had he to eniank his men; 

He wanted pikes to set before his archers; 

Instead whereof sharp stakes pluck’d out of hedges 
Thev pitched in the ground confusedly. 

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in. 

More than three hours the fight continued; 

Where valiant T(dbot above human thought 
Enacted wonders with his sword and lanco: 

Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand him ; 
Here, there, and every where, enraged he flew; 

The French exclaim’d, the devil was in anns; 

All the whole army stood agazed on him: 

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit, 

A Talbot! a Talbot! cried out amain. 

And rush’d into the bowels of the battle. 

Here bad the conquest fully been seal’d up. 

If Sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward ; 

He, being in the vaward, placed behind 
With purpose to relieve and follow them, 

Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre; 

Enclosed were they with their enemies: 

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s grace, 

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back. 

Whom all France with their chief assembled strength 
Durst not presume to look once in the face. 

Bed. Is Talbot slain? then I will slay myself. 

For living idly here in pomp and ease. 

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid. 

Unto his dastard foeinen is betray’d. 

Mess. 0 no, he lives ; but is took prisoner, 

And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford: 

Most of the rest slaughter’d or took likewise. 

Bed. His ransom there is none but I shall pay: 

I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne! 

His crown shall be the lunsom of my friend ; 

Four of their lords I’ll change for one of ours. 
Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I ; 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make. 

To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal: 

Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take. 

Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake. 

Mess. So you had need; for Orleans is besieged; 
The English army is grown weak and faint: 

The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply. 

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny. 

Since they, so few, watch such a multitude. 

Exe. ]^meny}er, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn. 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed. I do remember it; and here take my leave. 

To go about my preparation. [Ecit. 

Gtou. I’ll to the Tower with all the haajte I can. 

To view the artillery and munition; 

And then I will proclaim young Henry kiQg. [Exit. 

Exe. To Eltham will 1, where the young king is, 
Being ordain’d his special governor. 

And for his safety there IH ^t devise. [Exit. 

Win. Each hath his place and function ,to attend : 

I am left out; for me nothing remains. 

But long I will not be Jack out of office: 

The king from Eltham I intend to steal. 

And sit at chiefest stem of public weaL [Exemi. 
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Sound a flofwruh. Enier Charles, Alemon, and Reiohier, 
unthf dvuTn und Solditrs* 

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the heavens 
So in the earth, to this day is not known ; 

Late did he shine upon the English side; 

Now we are victors; upon us he smiles. 

What towns of any moment but we have^ 

At pleasure hero we lie near Orleans; 

Otherwhiles the famish'd English, like pale ghosts. 

Faintly besiege tis one hour in a month. 

Aim. They want their porridge and their fat bull-beeves : 
Either they must be dieted like mules, 

And have their provender tied to their mouths, 

Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 

Bing. Let's raise the siege: why live we idly here? 
Talbot is taken, whom wo wont to fear: 
llcmainelh none but mad-brain'd Salisbury, 

Aud he may well in fretting spend his gall, 

Nor men nor money hath he to make war. 

Char. Sound, sound alarum! we will rush on them, 
Now for the honour of the forlorn* French! 

Uim I forgive my death that killeth mo 
When he sees mo go back one foot or fly. \ExeurU. 
Hero alarum; they are bealen back by the English with 
great loss. Be-enter Charles, Alem^oh, and Reignier. 

Char. Who ever saw the like ? what men have 1 ' 
Dogs! cowards! dastards! I would ne'er have fled. 

But that they left me 'midst my enemies. 

Beig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide; 

He fighteth as one weary of his life. 

The other lords, like lions wanting food. 

Do rush upon us as their hungry prey. 

Alen. Froissart, a countryman of ours, records, 

England all Olivers and Rowlands bred 
During the time Edward the Third did reign. 

More truly now may this be verified; 

For none but Samsons and Goliases 
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten ! 

Lean raw-boned rascals ! who would e'er suppose 
They had such courage and audauiity ? 

Char. Let’s leave this town ; for they are hair-brain d 
slaves. 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager: ^ 

Of old I know them; rather with their teeth 
The walls they’ll tear down than forsake the siege. 

Beig. I think by some odd gimmors or device 
Their arms arc set like clocks, still to strike on ; 

Else ne’er could they hold out so as they do. 

By my consent^ we’ll even let them alone. 

Aim. Be it so. 

Enter the Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast. Where’s the Prince Dauphin ? I hft''e news for him. 
Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to ua 
Bast. Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer appall’d : 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence? 

Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand : 

A holy maid hither with me I bring. 

Which by a vision sent to her from heaven 

Ordained is to raise this tedious siege 

And drive the English forth the bounds of France. 

The spirit of deep prophecy she hath. 

Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome: 

What’s post and what’s to come she can descry. 

Speak, sWl I call her in ? Believe my words. 

For they are certain and uofallible. 

Char. Go, call her in. [EbeUBastard.] Butfir8t,totryher8kill, 
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Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place: 

Question her proudly ; let thy looks be stem ; 

By this means shall we sound what skill she hath. 

Be-enter the Bastard of Orleans, wiJth Joan La Pucelle. 

Beig. Fair maid, is’t thou wilt do these wondrous feats i 
Bue. Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to beguile me’ 
Where is the Dauphin ? Come, come from behind ; 

I know thee well, though never seen before. 

Be not amazed, there’s nothing hid from me: 

In private will I talk with thee apart. 

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 

Beig. She takes upon her bravely at first dash 
Puc. Daupbiu, I am by birth a shepherd’s daughter, 
My \Yit untrain’d in any kind of art. 

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleased 
To shine on my contemptible estate: 

Ln, whilst I waited on my tender lambs. 

And to sun’s parching heat display’d my cheeks. 

God’s mother deigned to appear to me, 

And in a vision full of majesty 
Will’d me to leave my base vocation 
And free my country from calamity : 

Her aids she promised and assured success : 

In complete glory she reveal’d herself; 

And, whereas I was black and swart before, 

With those clear rays which she infused on me 
That beauty am 1 bless’d with which you sec. 

Ask me what question thou canst possible, 

And I will answer unpremeditated : 

My courage try by combat, if thou dare.st. 

And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex 

Resolve on* this, thou shalt be fortunate, « nt iBurfd oi 

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 

Char. Thou hast astonish’d me with thy high terms 
Only this proof I’ll of thy valour make, 

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me, 

And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true ; 

Otherwise I renounce all confidence. 

jPmc. I am prepared: here is my keen-edged swoid. 
Deck’d with five flower-de-luces on each side ; 

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katherine’s chuichyaid, 
Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth. 

Cluir. Then come, o’ God’s name; I fear no woinaii 
Pw. And while I live I’ll ne’er fly from a man. 

[Here they fight, and Joan La Puccllc <n'ercomci> 
Cluir. Stay, stay thy hands! thou art an Amazon, 
And fightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Pue. Christ’s mother helps me, else I were too weak 
Char. Whoe’er helps thee, 'tis thou that must help me 
Impatiently I burn with thy desiro; 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdued 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so. 

Let me thy servant and not sovereign be : 

’lis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Puc. I must Hot yield to any rites of love, 

For my profession’s sacred from above: 

When I have chased all thy foes from lienee. 

Then will I think upon a recompense. 

Char. Meantime look gracious on thy prostrate thrall 
My lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 

Aim. Doubtless he shrives this woman to her smock ; 
y.1aa ne’er could he so lone protract his speech. 

S^. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no mean ? 
Aim. He may mean more than we poor men do know : 
These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Beig. My lorf, where are you ? what devise you on ’ 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 

22 
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Pue. Why, no, I say, distrostM recreants t 
Fight till the last gasp; I will be your guard. 

Char. What she says I'll confirm: we'll fight it out. 
Pws. Assign'd am 1 to be tiie English scouige. 

This night the siege assuredly I’ll raise: 

Expect Saint Martin's summer, halcyon days. 

Since 1 have entered into these wars. 

Glory is like a circle in the water. 

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself 
Till by broad spreading it disperse to nought 
With Henry’s death the English circle en^; 

Dispersed are the glories it included. 

Now am I like that proud insulting ship 
Which CsBsar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove? 

Thou with an eagle art inspired then. 

Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee. 

Bright star of Venus, fall’n down on the earth, 

How may I reverently worship thee enough? 


Aim. Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege. 
Beig. Woman, do what thou const to save our honours ; 
Drive them from Orleans, and be immortalized. 

Cluar. I^sently we’ll try: come, let’s away about it; 
No prophet w'ill I trust, if she prove false. [Exeunt. 

ScENB III. — London. Beforo the Tower. 

Enter the Duke of GIiOUCESTEB, with hie Sorving-men 
in blue coats. 

Olou. I am come to survey the Tower this day: 
Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is conveyance.* * 

Where be these waklers, that they wait not here ? 
Open the gates; ’tis Gloucester that calls. 

First Warder. [W'Uhin!\ Who’s there that knocks so 
imperiously ? 

First Serv. It is the noble Duke of Gloucester. 
Second Warder. [W-Uhin.} Whoe’er he be, you may 
not be let in. 

First Serv. Villains, answer you so the lord protector ? 



First Warder. [Within!\ The Lord protect him! so 
we answer him: 

We do no otherwise than we are will’d. 

Olou. Who willed you ? or whose will stands but mine ? 
Thera’s none protector of the realm but I. 

Break up the gates. I’ll be your warrantize: 

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms ? 

[OUmeester's nun rush at the Tower Oates, and WoodvUe 

the Lieutenant s/peahs within. 
Woodv. What noise is this ? what traitors have we here? 
Olou. Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear? 
Open the gates; here’s Gloucester that would enter. 

Woodv. Have patience, noble duke ; 1 may not Open ; 
The Cardinal of Winchester forbids : 

From him I have express commandment 
That thou nor none of thine shall be let in. 

Olou. Faint>hearted Woodvile, prizeat him 'fore me 7 
Arrogant Winchester, that haughty prelate, 

Whom Henry, our ItAe sovereign, ne’er could brook? 


Thou art no friend to God or to the king; 

Open the gates, or I’ll shut thee out shortly. 

Serving-men. Open the gates unto tiie lord protector. 
Or we’ll burst them open, if that you come not quickly. 

Enter to (he Pndeetor at the Tower Oates Winchxsteb 
and his nun in tawny coats. 

Win. How now, ambitious Humphry ! wbal means this ? 
Olou. Peel’d* priest, dostthou command me tjfbe shut out ? 
Win. I do, thou most usurping piuditori «*»«•. 
And not protector, of the king or resdm. >> 

Olou. Stand back, thou manifest conspirmr. 

Thou that contrivedst to murder our dead fiw; 

Thou that givest whores indulgences to sini 
I'll canvass thee in thy brood cardinal’s ha| 

If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win. Nay, stand thou back; I will not b|idge a foot; 
This be Damascus, be thou duraed Cain, 

To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt 
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Oku. I will not slay thee, but I'll drive thee back: 
Thy scarlet robes as a child's bearing dotb 
I’ll use to cany thee out of this placa 

Win. Do what jbhou darest; I beard thee to thy face. 
Oku. What I am I dared and bearded to my face? 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place; 

Blue coats to tawny coats. Priest, beware your beard; 

I moan to tug it and to cuff you soundly ; 

Under my feet 1 stamp thy cardinal’s hat: 

In spite of pope or dignities of church. 

Here by the cheeks I’ll drag thee up and down. 

Win. Gloucester, thou wilt answer this before the pope. 
Oku. Winchester goose, 1 cry, a rope I a rope ! 

Now beat them hence; why do you let them stay? 

Thee I’ll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s array. 

Out, tawny coats ! out, scarlet hypocrite ! 

Hcrt GloucesUr's men heat out the CardindCs men, and 
enter in the hurly-hurly the Mayor of London and hia 
OfiBcers. 

May. Fie, lords ! that you, being supreme magistrates, 
Thus contumeliously shoidd break the peace! 

Oku. Peace, mayor! thou know’st little of my wrongs: 
Here’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king, 

Hath here distrain’d the Tower to his use. 

Win. Here’s Gloucester, a foe to citizens, 

One that still motions war and never peace, 

O’ercharging your free purses with large lines. 

That seeks to overthrow religion. 

Because he is protector of the realm, 

And would have armour here out of the Tower, 

To crown hhnself king, and suppress the prince. 

Olou. 1 will not answer thee with words, but blows. 

[/fere they skirmish again. 
May. Nought rests for me in this tumultuous strife 
But to make open proclamation : 

Come, officer; as loud as over thou cansl cry. 

Off. All manner of men assembled here in arms this 
day against Gh)d’s peace and the king’s, we charge and 
command you, in ms highness’ name, to repair to your 
several dwelling-places ; and not to wear, handle, or use any 
sword, weapon, or dagger, henceforward, upon pain of death. 

Oku. Cardinal, I’ll be no breaker of the law: 

But we shall meet, and break our minds at large. 

Win. Gloucester, we will meet; to thy cost, be sure: 
Thy heart-blood I will have for tto day’s work. 

May. I’ll call for clubs, if you will not away. 

This cardinal's more haughty than the devil. 

Olou. Mayor, farewell: thou dost but what thou mayst. 
Win. Abominable Gloucester, guard thy head; 

For I intend to have it ere long. 

[Exeunt, eeveraUy, Okuceeter and Winchester with their 

Serving- men. 

May. See the coast clear’d, and then we will depart 
Good God, these nobles should such st. uachs bear! 

I myself %ht not once in forty year. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Orleans. 

Enter, on the walk, a Master Gurmer and his Boy. 

M. Ovn. Sirrah, thou know’st how Orleans is besieged. 
And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Boy. Father, I know; and oft have shot at them, 
Howe’er unfortunate I miss’d my aim. 

ilf. Chin. But now thou shalt not Be thou ruled by me : 
Chief master-gunner am I of this town: 

Something I must do to procure mo grace. 

The prince’s espuds* have informed me **'^**‘ 

How the Engli^ in the suburbs close intrench’d. 
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Wont through a secret grate of iron bars 
In yonder tower to overpeer the city 
And thence discover how with most advantage 
They may vex us with shot or with assault 
To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have placed; 

And even these three days have I watch’d. 

If I could see them. 

Now do thou watch, for I can stay no longer. 

If thou spy’st any, run and bring me word; 

And thou shalt find me at the governor’s. [Exit. 

Boy. Father, I warrant you; take you no care; 

I’ll never trouble you, if I may spy them. [Exit. 

Enter, on the turrets, the Lords Salisbitry and Talbot, 
Sir Wiluam Glansdale, Sir Thomas Gakoraat; and 
others. 

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d I 
How wert thou handled being prisoner ^ 

Or by what means got’st thou to be released ? 
Discourse, I prithee, on this turret’s top. 

Tal. The Duke of Bedford had a prisoner 
Call’d the brave Lord Ponton dc Saiitrailles ; 

For him was I exchanged and ransomed. 

But with a baser man of arms by far 

Once in contempt they would have barter’d me: 

Which I disdaining scorn’d and craved death 
Bather than I would be so vile-estcem’d. 

In fine, redeem’d I was as I desired. 

But, 0 ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare fi.sts I would execute. 

If I now had him brought into my power. 

Sal. Vet tell’st thou not how thou wert entertain’d 
Tal. With scoffs and scorns and contumelious taunts. 
In open market-place produced they me. 

To be a public spectacle to all: 

Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 

The scarecrow that affrights our children so. 

Then broke I from the officers that led me. 

And with my nails digg’d stones out of the ground, 

To hurl at too beholders of my shame: 

My grisly countenance made others fly; 

None durst come near for fear of sudden death. 

In iron walls they deem’d me not secure; 

So great fear of my name 'mongst them was spread 
That they supposed I could rend bars of steel. 

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant: 

Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had 
That walked about me every minute while; 

And if I did but stir out of my bed. 

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart 

Enter the Boy wUh a linstock. 

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you endured. 
But we will be revenged sufficiently. 

Now it is supper-time in Orleans: 

Here, through this grate, I count each one. 

And view the Frenchmen how they fortify: 

Let us look in; the sight will much delight thee. 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glansdale, 

Let mo have your express opinions 
Where is best place to make our battery next 
Oar. I think, at the north gate; for there stand lords. 
Olan. And I, here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 
TaL For aught 1 see, this city must be famish’d. 

Or with light skirmishes enfeebled. 

[Here they shoot. SeUiabury and Oargrave fall. 
Sal. 0 Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners 1 
Oar. 0 Lord, have mercy on me, woful man! 
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Tal. What chance is this that suddenly hath cross’d us? 
Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou canst speak: 

How farest thou, mirror of all martial men? 

One of thy eyes and thy cheek’s side struck off I 
Accursed tower! accurst fatal hand 
That hath contrived this woful tragedy I 
In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame; 

Henry the Fifth he first train’d to the wars; 

Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck up. 

His sword did ne’er leave stj^ing in the field. 

Yet liveat thou, Salisbury? though thy speech doth fail. 
One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace: 

The sun with one eye vieweth all the world. 

Heaven^ be thou gracioxis to none alive. 

If Salisbury w^ints mercy at thy hands! 

Bear hence his body; I will hdp to bury it. 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life? 

Sp^k unto Taltot; nay, look up to him. 

Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort; 

Thou shalt not die whiles — 

He beckons with his hand and smiles on me, 

As who should say, ‘When I am dead and gone. 
Remember to avenge me on the French.’ 

Plantagenet, I will; and like thee, Hero, 

Play on the lute, beholding the towns bum: 

Wretched shall franco be only in my name. 

[Here an alarum, and it thunders and lightens. 
What stir is this? what tumult’s in the heavens? 
Wlience cometh this alaram and the noise? 

Enter a Messenger. 

hfess. My lord, my lord, the French have gather’d 
head: 

The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join’d, 

A holy prophetess new risen up. 

Is come with a great power to* raise the si«ge. 

[Here SaliSury lifteth himsel/ up and groans. 
Tal. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth groan! 

It irks his heart he cannot be revenged. 

Frenchmen, I’ll be a Salisbury to you: 

Pucelle or puzzel,* dolphin or dogfish, * ^ 

Your hearts I’ll stamp out with my horse’s heels. 

And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. 

Convey me Salisbury into his tent, 

And then we’ll try what these dastard Frenchmen dare. 

[Alarum. Ex/eunt. 

Scene V. — i%e same. 

Here an atarum again: and Tkwm pursueth the Dauphin, 
and driveth him: then enter Joan La Pucelle, driving 
Englishmen before her, and exit after them: then re-enter 
Talbot. 

Tal. Where is my strenrth, my valour, and my force? 
Our English troops retire, i cannot stay them ; 

A woman dad in armour chaseth them. 

Be-enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes. I’ll have a bout with thee; 
Devil or devil’s dam,. I’ll conjure thee: 

Blood will 1 draw on thee, thou art a witch, 

And straightway give thy soul to him thou servesi 
Pue. Come, come, ’tis only 1 that must disgrace thee. 

[Here they fight. 

Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail? 

My breast I’ll burst with straining of my courage, 

And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder. 

But 1 will chastise this high-minded strumpet. 

[They fight agewn. 


Pue. Talbot, farewell; thy hour is not yet come: 

I must go victual Orleans forthwith. 

[A short alarum: then enter the town with soldiers. 
O’ertake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength. 

Go, go, cheer up thy hungiy-starved men; 

Help Salisbury to make his testament: 

This day is ours, as many more sliall be. [Exit. 

Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter’s wheel, 
I know not where I am, nor what I do: 

A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back our troops and conquers as she lists: 

So bees with smoke and doves with noisome stench 
Are from their hives and houses driven away. 

They call’d us for our fierceness English dogs; 

Now, like to whelps, we crying run away. 

[A short alarum. 

Hark, countr^en! either renew the fight. 

Or t^r the lions out of England’s coat; 

Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions’ stead: 

Sheep run not half so treacherous from the wolf, 

Or horse or oxen from the leopard. 

As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 

[Alarum. Here another skirmish. 
It will not be : retire into your trenches : 

You.all consented unto Salisbury’s death. 

For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. 

Pucelle is enter’d into Orleans, 

In spite of us or aught that we could do. 

O, would I were to die with Salisbury! 

'The shame hereof will make me hide my head 

[Exit Talbot. Alarum; retreat; flourish. 


Scene VI . — The same. 

Enter, on the walls, La Pucelle, Chaeles, Reignier, 
Alen^on, and Soldiers. 

Pue. Advance oui waving colours on the walls; 
Rescued is Orleans from the English : 

Tbua Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word. 

Char. Divinest creature, Astrsea’s daughter. 

How shall I honour thee for this success ? 

Thy promises are like Adonis’ gardens. 

That one day bloom’d and fruitful were the next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess ! 

Recover'd is the town of Orleans : 

More blessed hap did ne’er befall our state. 

Beig. Whj ring not out the bells aloud throughout 
Hie town? 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires. 

And feast and banquet in the open streets, 

Tp celebrate the joy that God hath given ua 
Alen. All France will be replete with mirth and joy, 
When they shall hear how we have play’d the men. 

C^r. Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won ; 
For which I will divide my crown with her, 

And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall in procession bing her endless praise. 

A statelier pyramis to her I’ll rear 
Than Rhodope’s or Memphis’ ever was: 

In memory of her when she is dead. 

Her ashes, in an um more precious 
Ulan the rich-jewel’d coffer of Darius, 

Transported shall be at hig^ festivals 
Before the kinn and queens of France. 

No longer on Saint Denis will we cry. 

But Joan la Pucdle shall be France’s saint. 

Come ih, «nd let us banquet royally. 

After thv golden day of victory. [FUmriih. Exewnt. 



ACT II. 


SCKNE I — Before Orleans. 


Enter a Sergeant of a band, with two Sentinels. 

Serff. Sirs, take your places and be vigilant: 

If any noise or soldier you perceive 
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 

First Sent. Sergeant, you shall. [Exit Sergeant.] Thus 
are poor servitors. 

When otbofs sleep upon their quiet beds, 

Constrain’d to watch in darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, BEDFORD, BURGUNDY, and forces, with 
scaling-ladders, their drums beating a d^ march. 

Ted. Lord Begent, and redoubted Burgundy, 

By whose approach the regions of Artois, 

Wallon, and Picardy are friends to us. 

This happy night the Frenchmen are secure. 

Having all dav caroused and banqueted! 

Embrace we then this opportunity. 

As fitting best to quittance their deceit 
Contrived by art and baleful sorcery. 

Bed. Coward of France 1 bow much he wrongs his fame. 
Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude. 

To join with witches and the help of hell ! 

Bur. Traitors have never other company. 

But what’s that Pucelle whom they term so pure ? 

Tal. A maid, they say. 

Bed. A maid I and be so martial ! 

Bur, Pray God she prove not masculine ere long. 

If underneath the standard of the French 
She carry armour as she hath begun. 

Tod. Well, let them practise and converse with 
spirits : 

God is our fortress, in whose conquering name 
Let ns resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot; wo will follow thee. 

Tal. Not all together: better far, I guess. 

That we do make our entrance several ways; 

That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 

The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed. A^ed: I’ll to yond comer. 

Bur. And I to this. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his grave. 
Now, Salisbury, for thee, and for the right 
Of English Henry, shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 


Sent. Arm I arm I the enemy doth make assault I 

[Cry: ‘St George,' ‘A Talbot.' 

The French leap over tlu waUs in their shirts. Enter, 
severed ways, the Bastard of Orleans. ALEK90N, and 
Reignier, half ready, and half unready. 

Alen. How now, my lords! what, all unready so^ ^ vnitmti 
Bast. Unready! ay, and glad we 'scaped so well. 
Bey. 'Twas time, 1 trow, to wake and leave oui‘ beds, 
Hearing alarums at out chamber>doors. 

Alen. Of all exploits since first I followed arms. 
Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous or desperate tW this. 

Bad. I think this Talbot be a fiend of helL 
Beig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him. 
Alen. Here cometh Charles: I marvel how ho sped. 
Bast. Tut, holy Joan was his defensive guard. 

Enter Charles and La Pucelle. 

Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame? 
Didst thou at first, to flatter os withal. 

Make us partakers of a little gain. 

That now our loss might be ten times so much? 

Puc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend ? 
At all times will you have my power alike? 

Sleeping or waking must I still prevail, 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Imj;>rovident soldiers! had your watch been good. 

This sudden mischief never could have fall’n. 

Char. Duke of Alencon, this was your default. 

That, being captain of the watch to-night. 

Did look no better to that weighty charge. 

Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely kept. 

As that whereof I had the government. 

We had not been tlius shamefully surprised. 

Bast. Mine was secure. 

Beig. And so was mine, my lord. 

Char. And, for myself, most part of all this night. 
Within her quarter and mine own precinct 
I was employ'd in passing to and fto. 

About relieving of the sentinels : 

Then how or which way should they first break in? 

Fue. Question, my lords, no further of the case, 
How or which way: 'tis sure they found some place 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was mada 
And now there rests no other shift but this; 
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To gather oar soldiers, scatter'd and dispersed. 

And lay new platforms* to endamage them. inxiMta. 

Alarum. Enter an English Soldier, crying ‘A Talbot! 
a Talhot!’ They Jly, leaving their dothes behind. 
Sdd. I’ll be so bold to take what they hava left. 
The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword; 

For I have loaden me with many spoils. 

Using no other weapon but his name. [Exit. 

Scene II. — Orleans. Within the town 

Enter Talbot, Beofoiu), Bcrodnvt, a Captain, and 

others. 

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fle<1, 
Whose pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth. 

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit. 

[^RdraU saanded. 

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury, 

And hero advance it in the market-place, 

The middle centre of this cursed town. 

Now have I paid my vow unto his soul; 

For every diup of blood was drawn from him 
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night. 

And that hereafter ages may behold 
What ruin happen’d in revenge of him, 

Within their cbiefest temple I’ll erect 
A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr’d; 

Upon the which, that every one may read. 

Shall bo engraved the sack of Orleans, 

The treacherous manner of his mournful death, 

And what a terror he had been to France. 

But, lords, in all out bloody massacre, 

I muse we met not with the Dauphin’s grace, 

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc, 

Nor any of his false confederates. 

Bed. Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 
Boused on the sudden from their drowsy beds. 

They did amongst the troops of armed men 
Leap o'er the walls for refuge in the field. 

Bur. Myself, as far as I could well discern 
For smoke and dusky vapours of the night. 

Am sure I scared the Dauphin and his trull. 

When arm in arm they both came swiftly running. 

Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves 
That could not live asunder day or night. 

After that things are set in order here, 

We’ll follow them with all the power we have. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. All hail, my lords I Which of this princely train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France? 

TaJ. Here is the Talbot; who would speak with him ? 
Mess. The virtuous lady. Countess of Auvergne, 

With modesty admiring thy renown, 

By me entreats, great lord, thou wouldst vouchsafe 
To visit her poor castle where she lies. 

That she may boast she hath behdd the man 
Whose glory fills the world with loud report 
Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, I see our wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport. 

When ladies crave to be encountei^d with. 

You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit 

T(U. Ne’er trust me then ; for when a world of men 
Could not prevail with all their oratory, 

Yet hath a woman’s kindness over-nded: 

And therefore tell her I return great thanks. 

And in submission will attend on her. 

Will not your honours bear me company? 


Bed. No. truly; it is more than manners will: 

And 1 have heard it said, unbidden guests 
Ate often wdcomest when they are gone. 

TeU. Well then, alone, since there’s no remedy, 

I mean to prove tiris lady’s courtesy. 

Come hither, captain. [Whisipers.^ You perceive my mind? 
Capt. 1 do, my lo^ and mean accordingly. [Exeunt. 

Scene 111. — Auvergne. The Countess’s castle. 

Enter the Countess and her Porter. 

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge; 
And when you have done so, bring the keys to me. 
Pori. Madam, 1 will [Exit. 

Count. The plot is laid: if all things fall out right, 
I shall as famous be by this exploit 
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus’ death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight. 

And his achievements of no less account: 

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears. 

To give their censure of these rare reports. 

Enter Messenger and Talbot. 

Jfess. Madam, 

According as your ladyship desired, 

By message craved, so is Lord Tali>ot coma 
Count. And he is welcome. What I is this the man ’ 
Mess. Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of France ? 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad 

That with his name the mothers still their babe.s7 

T sec report is fabulous and false: 

I thought 1 should have seen some Hercules, 

A second Hector, for his grim aspect. 

And large proportion of his strong-knit limba 
Alas, this is a child, a silly dwarf! 

It cannot bo this weak and writhled shrimp 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble yoV; 

But since your ladyship is not at leisure. 

I’ll sort some other time to visit you. 

Count. What means ho now ? Go ask him whither 
be goes. 

Mess. Stay, my Lord Talbot; for ray lady craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that she’s in a wrong belief, 

I go to certify her Talbot’s here. 

Re-enter Porter with keys. 

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner. 

Tvd. Prisoner! to whom? 

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord; 

And for that cause I train’d thee to my house. 

Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to me. 

For in my gallery thy picture hangs: 

But now the substance shall endure the liHs. 

And 1 will chain these legs and arms of thine. 

That hast by tyranny these many years 
Wasted our country, slain our citizens, ’ 

And sent our sons and hrubands captivate. 

Tai. Ha, ha, ha! , 

Count. Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirtb shall turn 
to moan. * 

Tal. I laugh to see your ladyship so fo4d,* 

To think that you have aught but Talbot’s ’shadow 
Whereon to practise your severity. ^ 

Count. Why, art not thou the man? 

Tal. T fljn indeed 

Count. Then have 1 substance too. 
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ToX. No, no, I ftm but sb&dow of myself: 

You are deceived, my substance is not here- 
For what you see is but the smallest part * 

And least proportion of humanity ; 

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here. 

It is of such a spacious lofty pitch. 

Your roof were not sufficient to contain't. 

CaurU. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce • 

He will be here, and yet he is not here: ' 

How can these contrarieties agree? 

Tal. That will 1 show you presently. 

[Winds his horn. Drams strike up: a peal of 
ordnance. Enter Soldiers. 
How say you, madam ? are you now persuaded 
That Tfdbot is but shadow of himself? 

These are his substance, sinews, arms, and strength, 
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks, 

Bozeth your cities, and subverts your towns. 

And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count. Victorious Talbot! pardon my abuse: 

1 find thou art no less than fame hath bruited. 

And more than may be gather’d by thy shape. 
liCt my presumption not provoke thy wrath; 

For I am sorry that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art 

Ted. Be not dismay'd, fair lady ; nor misconstrue 
The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 

What you have done hath not offended me; 

Nor other satisfaction do I crave. 

But only^^ w^th your patience, that we may 
Taste of your wine and see what cates you have ; 

Fur soldiers’ stomachs always serve them well. 

Count. With all my heart, and think mo honoured 
To feast so great a warrior in my housa [EoxuiU. 

Scene IV. — London. The Tanple-garden. 

Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, and Warwick ; 
Biguakd I1,amtagembt, Vernon, and another Lawyer. 

Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, wliat means tliis 
silence ? 

Dare no man answer in a case of truth? 

Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too loud; 

The garden here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once if I maintain’d the truth; 
Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error? 

Suf. Faith, I itove been a truant in the law. 

And never yet could frame my will to it; 

And therefore frame the law unto my will 
Som. Judge you, my lord of Warwick, then, between us. 
War. Between two hawks, which flies the higher pitch; 
Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth; 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper: 
Between two horses, which doth bear h.ja best; 
Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye; 

I have perhaps some shallow spirit of judgment; 

But in these nice sharp quillets of the law. 

Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance; 

The truth appears so naked on mpr side 
That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som. And wi my side it is so well appareH’d, 

So clear, so s hinin g, and so evident. 

That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye. 

JNan. Since you are tongue-tied and so loath to speak. 
In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts: 

Let hiin that is a true-born gentleman. 

And stands upon the honour of his birth. 


U he suppose that I have pleaded truth. 

From off this brier phick a white rose with me. 

Som. Let him that is no coward nor no fiatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the truth. 

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me. 

War. I love no colours,^ and without all colour 
Of base insinuating fiattery 
I pluck this white rose with Plantagenet 

Suf. I pluck this red rose with young Somerset, 
And say withal I think he held the right. 

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck no more. 
Till you conclude that ho upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Good Master Vernon, it is well objected : 

If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plan. And I. 

Ver. TIjcu for the truth and plainness of the case, 

I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here. 

Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off. 

Lest bleeding you do paint the white rose red. 

And fall on my side so, against your will. 



Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 

Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt. 

And keep me on the side where still I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on: who else? 

Law. Unless my study and my books be false. 

The argument you held was wrong in you ; [To SomerseL 
In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your aigument? 

Som. Here in my scabbard, meditating that 
Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan. Meantime your cheeks do counterfeit our roses; 
For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Sam. No, Planta^net, 

’Tis not for fear but anger that tV checks 
Blush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses. 

An il yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 

Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset? 

Som, Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet? 

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his truth; 
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 
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Som. Well, m find friends to wear my bleeding roses, 
That shall maintain what I have said is true, 

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand, 

I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy. 

Si^. Torn not thy scorns this way, Plantagenet 
JNan. Proud Pole, I will, and scorn both him and thee. 
Sitf. I’ll turn my part thereof into thy throat 
Son. Away, away, good William de la Pole! 

We grace the yeoman by conversing with him. 

War. Now, by God’s will, thou wrong'st him, Somerset; 
His mndfather was Lionel -Duke of Clarence, 

Third son to the third Edward King of England : 

Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root? 

Pian. He bears him on the place’s privilege, 

Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

Som. By him that made me. I’ll maintain ray words 
On any plot of ^und in Christendom. 

Was not thy fatW, Richard Earl of Cambridge, 

For treason executed in our late king’s days? 

And by his treason stand'st not thou attainted, 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry? 

His trespass yet lives guUty in thy blood; 

And, till thou be restored, thou art a yeoman. 

i^n. My father was attached, not attainted. 
Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor; 

And that I’ll prove on better men than Somerset, 

Were growing time once ripen’d to my will. 

For your {wrtaker* Pole and you yourself, 
rU note you in my book of memory. 

To scoui:^ you for this apprehension : * 

Look to it well and say you are well warn’d. 

Som. Ah, thou shalt find us ready for thee still; 
And know us by thhse colours for thy foes. 

For these my fnends in spite of thee shall wear. 

Plan. And, by my soul, this jiale and angry rose. 

As c(^nizance * of my blood-drinking hate, * 

Will I for ever and my faction wear. 

Until it wither with me to my grave 
Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Sitf. Go forward, and be choked with thy ambition! 
And so farewell until I meet thee next. ^Exit. 

Som. Have with thee, Pole. Farewell, ambitious 
Richard. [Exit. 

Plan. How I am braved and must perforce endure it 
War. This blot that they object against your house 
Shall be wiped out in the next parliament 
Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloucester; 

And if thou be not then created York, 

I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 

Meantime, in signal of my love to thee. 

Against proud Somerset and William Pole, 

Will I upon thy party wear this rose: 

And here 1 prophesy: this brawl to-day. 

Grown to this faction in the Temple-garden, 

Shall send between the red rose and the white 
A thousand souls to death and deadly night. 

Plan. Good Master Vernon, I am bound to you. 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 

Vtr. In your behalf still will I wear the same. 

Law. And so will I. 

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir. 

Come, let us four to dinner: I dare say 

This quarrel will drink blood another day. [ExmiU. 


SCKNS V. — The Tower of London. 

Enter Mostimbb, Iroughi in a ehair, and Gaolera 
Jfor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age. 

Let dying Mortimer hen rest himself. 


Even like a man new haled from the rack. 

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment; 

And these grey locks, the pursuivants of death, 
Nestor-liko aged in an age of care. 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

These eyes, like lamps whose wasting oil is spent. 

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent; 

Weak shoulders, overborne with burthening 'grief. 

And pithless arms, like to a wither’d vine 
That droops his sapless branches to the ground: 

Yet are these feet, whose strengthless stay is numb, 
Unable to support this lump of clay. 

Swift-winged with desire to get a grave, 

As witting I no other comfort have. 

But teU me, keeper, will ray nephew come? 

Firet Gad. Richard Plantagenet, my loi-d, will come: 
We sent unto the Temple, unto his chamber; 

And answer was return’d that he will come. 

Mor. Enough: my soul shall then be satisfied. 

Poor gentleman! his wrong doth equal mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign. 

Before whose glory I was great in arms, 

This loathsome sequestration have I had; 



And even since then liatli Richard been obscured, 
Deprived of honour and inheritance. 

But now the arbitrator of despairs. 

Just death, kind umpire of men’s miseries. 

With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence: 

I would his troubles likewise were expired. 

That so he might recover what was lost 

JS?t<er Richabd Plahtagenet. 

Firet Gaol. My lord, your loving nephew now is come. 
Mor. Ricltard Plantagenet, mj^ friend, is he come? 
Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly used, 

Your nephew, late despised Richard, comes. 

Mor. Direct mine arms I may embrace his neck. 
And in his bosom spend my latter gup: . 

0, tell me when my lips do touch his cheels, 

Tliat I may kindly give one fainting kiss. 

And now declare, sweet stem from York’s g^at stock, 
Wliy didst thou say, of late thou wert dupised ? 

Plan. First, lean thine aged back against mine arm; 
And in that ease. I’ll tell thee my diseasa 
This day, in argument upon a case. 

Some worils there grew ’twixt Somerset and me; 
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Among which terms he used his lavish tongue 
And did upbraid me with my father’s death: 

Which obloquy set bars before my tongue, 

Else with the like'l had requited him. 

Therefore, go<^ uncle, for my father’s sake. 

In honour of' a true Plantagenet 

Aud for alliance sake, declare the cause 

My father, Earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that imprison’d me. 
And hath detain’d me all my flowering youth 
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine. 

Was cursed instrument of liis decease. 

FUm. Discover more at large what cause that was, 
For I am ignorant and cannot guess. 

Uor. 1 will, if that my fading breath permit. 

And death approach not ere my tale be done 
Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this king. 

Deposed his nephew Richard, Edward’s son. 

The first-begotten and the lawful heir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent: 

During whose reign the Percies of the nortli, 

Finding his usurpation most unjust. 

Endeavour’d my advancement to the throne : 

The reason moved these warlike lords to this 
Was, for that — young King Richard thus removed. 
Leaving no heir begotten of his body — 

I was the next by birth and parentage; 

For by my mother I derived am 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third son 
To King Edward the Third; whereas he 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree. 

Being but foaith of that heroic line. 

But mark : as in this haughty * great attempt * ^ 
They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I lost iny liberty, and they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth, 

Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, did reign. 

Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, then derived 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my sister that thy mother was. 

Again in pity of my hard distress 
Levied an army, weening to redeem 


And have install’d me in the diadem: 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress’d. 

Plan. Of which, my lord, your lionour is the last. 
Ifor. True: and thou seest that 1 no issue have. 

And that iny fainting words do warrant death: 

Thou art my heir; the rest 1 wish thee gather: 

But yet be wary in thy studious care. 

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with roe: 
But yet, inethinkskmy, father’s execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

ifor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic: 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 

And like a mountain, not to be removed. 

But now thy uncle is removing hence; 

As princes do their courts, when they arc cloy’d 
With long continuance in a settled place. 

Plan. 0, uncle, would some part of my young years 
Might but redeem the passage of your age ! 

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me, as that slaughterer doth 
Which giveth many wounds when one will kill. 

Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good; 

Only give order for my funeral : 

And so farewell, and fair be all thy hopes. 

And prosperous be thy life in peace and war! [Dits. 

Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting soul' 

In prison hast thou spent a pilgi-image. 

And like a hermit overpass’d thy days 
Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast; 

And what I do imagine let that rest. 

Keepers, convoy him hence, and I myself 
Will see his burial better than his life. 

[Exeunt Oaolera, hearing out the body of Mortimer 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 

Choked with ambition of the meaner sort: 

And for those wrongs, those bitter injuries. 

Which Somerset hath ofier'd to my house, 

I doubt not but with honour to redress , 

And therefore haste 1 to the parliament. 

Either to be restored to my blood. 

Or make my ill the advantage of niy good. [Exit. 





ACT 

Scene I. — London. 

Flourish. Enter Kino, Exeter, Gix)ucester, Warwick, ! 
Somerset, and Suffolk; the Bishof of Winchester, 
Richard Plantacenet, and others. Gloucester offers 
to put up a bill; Winchester snatches it, and tears it. 

Win. Comest thou with deep premeditated lines, 

With w’ritten pamphlets studiously devised, 

Humphrey of Gloucester? If tliou caust accuse, 

Or aught intend’st to lay unto my charge. 

Do it without invention, suddenly ; 

As I with sudden and extemporal speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object. 

Glou. Presumptuous priest ! this place commands my 
patience. 

Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour’d me. 

Think not, although in writing I preferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes. 

That therefore I have forged, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen: 

No, prelate; such is thy audacious wickedness. 

Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks. 

As very inhmts prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a most pernicious usurer, 

Froward by nature enemy to peace; 

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession and degree; 

And for thy treachery, what’s more manifest? 

In that thou laid'st a trap to take my life. 

As well at London bridge as at the Tower. 

Beside, 1 fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted, 


III. 

The Parliament-house. 

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart. 

Win. Gloucester, I do defy thee. Lords, vouchsafe 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 

If 1 were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 

As he will have me, how am I so poor? 

Or how baps it I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep ray wonted calling? 

And for dissension, who prefemth peace 
More than I do? — except I be provoked. 

No, my good lords, it is not that offends; 

It is not that that hath incensed the duke: 

It is, because no one should sway but he; 

No one but he should be about the king; 

And that engendess thunder in his breast 
And makes him roar these accusations forth. 

But he shall know I am as good — 

Olott. As good! 

Thou bastard of my ^ndfather! 

Win. Ay, lordly sir; for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another’s throne? 

OUm. Am I not protector, saucy priest? 

Win. And am not I a prelate of the church? 

Oloa. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keepi; 

And useth it to patronage his theft 
Wire. Unreverent Gloster I 
Ohm. Thou art reverent 

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 

Win. Borne shall remedy this. 

War. ^ Beam thiAer, then. 
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Som. My lord, it vere your duty to forbear. 

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne. 

Som. Methinks my lord shoitld be religious, 

And know the offic&' that belongs to such/ 

War. Methinks his lordship should be humbler; 

It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch’d so near. 
War. State holy or unhallow’d, what of that ? 

Is not his grace protector to the king? 

Flan. [Aside.] Plantagenet, I see, must hold his tongue. 
Lest it be said, ‘Speak, sirrah, when you should; 

Must your bold verdict enter talk with loidsJ’ 

Else would I have a fling at 'Winchester. 

King. Uncles of Gloucester and of Winchester, 

The special watchmen of our English weal, 

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail. 

To join your hearts in love and amity. 

O, what a scandal is it to our crown. 

That two such noble peers as ye should jar' 

Iklievo mo, lords, iny tender years can tell 


Civil dissension is a viperous worm. 

That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. 

[A noise vnthin, ‘Down with the tawny-coats I’ 
'What tumult’s this? 

War. An uproar, I dare warrant. 

Begun through malice of the bishop's men. 

[A noise agavn, ‘Stones I stones!’ 

Enter Mayor. 

May. 0, my good lords, and virtuous Henry, 

Pity the city of London, pity us! 

The bishop and the Duke of Gloucester's men, 
Eorbidden late to carry any weapon. 

Have fill’d their pockets full of pebble stones. 

And banding themselves in contrary parts 
Do pelt so fast at one another’s pate. 

That many have their giddy brains knock’d out: 

Our windows arc broke down in every street, 

And we for fear compell'd to shut our shops. 



EiUer Serving-men, in skirmish, with bloody pates. 

King. We charge yon, on allegiance to ourself. 

To hold your slaughtering hands and keep the peace. 
Pray, uncle Gloucester, mitigate this* strife 

First Sero. Nay, if wo be forbidden stones, we’ll fall 
to it with our teeth. 

See. Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

[Skirmish again. 

Olou. You of my household, leave this peevish broil. 
And set this unaccostom’d fight aside. 

Third Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and upright; and, for your royal birth. 

Inferior to none but to his majesty: 

And ere that we will suffer such a prince. 

So kind a father of the commonweal. 

To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate,* 

We and our wives and children all will fight. 

And have out bo^es slaughter’d by thy foes. 


First Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field when wo are dead [Begin again 
Glon. Stay, stay, 1 say' 

And if you love me, as you say you do. 

Let me persuade you to forbear awhile. 

King. 0, how this discord doth afflict my soul' 

Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent? 

Who should be pitiful, if you be not? 

Or who should study to prefer a peace. 

If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 

War. Yield, my lord protector; yield, Winchester; 
Except you mean with obstinate repulse 
To slay your sovereign and destroy the realm. 

You sec what mischief and what murder too 
Hath been enacted through your enmity : 

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 

Olou. Compassion on the king commands me 
stoop ; 


180 


KING HENRY VL— PART 1. 


[Act III. 


Or I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that pivilege of me. 

War. Behold, my Lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banish’d moody discontented fury. 

As by his smoothed brows it doth appear: 

Why look you still so stem and tragical? 

Olou. Here, Winchester, 1 offer thee my hand. 

King. Fie, uncle Beaufort ! I have heard you preach 
That malice was a great and grievous sin; 

And will not you maintain the thing you teach. 

But prove a chief offender in the same? 

War. Sweet king! the bishop hath a kindly gird. ^ 
For shame, my lord of Winchester, relent! » 

What, shall a child instruct you what to do? 

Win. Well, Duke of Gloucester, I will yield to thee ; 
Love for thy love and hand for hand I give. 

Glou. [A3ide.'\ Ay, but, I fear me, with a hollow 
heart. 

See here, my friends and loving countrymen. 

This token serveth for a flag of truce 
Betwixt ourselves and all our followers : 

So help me God, as I dissemble not! 

Win. [Aside^ So help me God, as I intend it not! 
King. O loving uncle, kind Duke of Gloucester, 


How joyful am I made by this contract! 

Away, my masters! trouble us no more; 

But join in friendship, as your lords have done. 

Firtt Serv. Content: I’ll to the surgeon’s. 

Sec. Serv. And so will I. 

Third Serv. And I will see what physic the tavern 
affords. [Exeunt Serving men, Mayor, &e. 

War. Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign. 
Which in the right of Bichard Plantagenct 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Glou. Well urged, my Lord of Warwick : for, sweet 
prince. 

An if your grace mark every circumstance. 

You have great reason to do Bicbard right : 

Especially for those occasions 
At Eltham Place I told your majesty. 

King. And those occasions, uncle, were of force : 
Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is 
That Bichard be mtored to his blood. 

War. Let Bichard bo ivstored to his blood: 

So shall his father’s wrongs be recompensed. 

Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester 
King. If Bichard will be true, not that alone 
But all the whole inheritance I give 



That doth belong unto the house of York, 

From whence you spring by lineal descent 
Flan. 'Thy bumble servant vows obedience 
And humble service till the point of death. 

King. Stoop then, and set your knee against my foot; 
And, in reguerdou of that duty done, 

I gird thee with the valiant swoid of York: 

Bise, Bichard, like a true Plantagenct, 

And rise created princely Duke of York. 

Flan. And so thrive Bichard as thy foes may fall ! 
And as my duty spring, sourish they 
That grudge one thought against your majesty! 

All. Welcome, high prince; the mighty Duke of York! 
Som. [AeUie.'l Perish, base prince, ignoble Duke of 
York ! 

Glvu. Now will it best avail your majesty 
To cross the seas, and to be crown’d in France: 

The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his subjects and his loyal friends. 

As it disanimates his enemies. 

King. When Gloucester says the word. King Henry goes; 
For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

QUnu. Your ships already are in readiness. 

[Sennet. Flourieh. Exeunt all but Exeter. 
Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in France, 


Not seeing what is likely to ensue 

This late dissension grown betwixt the pccis 

Burns under feigned ashes of forged love. 

And will at last break out into a flame: 

As fester’d members rot but by degree, 

Till bones and flesh and sinews fall away. 

So will this base and envious discord breed. 

And now I fear that fatal prophecy 
Which in the time of Henry named the Fifth 
Was in the ro(|pth of every sucking babe; 

That Henry born at Monmouth should win all. 

And Henry born at Windsor lose all: 

Which is so plain that Exeter doth wish 

His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit. 

Scene II. — Franxe. Before Bmeh. 

Enter La Pucelle dieguittd, with four Soldiers with 
sacks upon their hacks. 

Pue. These are the city gates, the gates nf Bouen, 
Through which our policy must make a breach : 

Take heed, be wary how you place your words; 

Talk like the vulgar sort of market men 
That come to gather money for their corn. 

If we have entrance, as I hope we shall, 
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And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 

I’ll by a sign give notice to our friends, 

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 

Firat Sol. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city. 
And we be lords and rulers over llouen; 

Therefore we’ll knock. [Knodca. 

Watck. [Within.] Qui est 14? 

Puc. Paysans, pauvres gens de France ; 

Poor market folks that come to sell tlieir com. 

Watch. Enter, go in; the market bell is rung. 

Puc. Now, Rouen, I’ll shake thy bulwarks to the 
ground. [Fxeunt. 

Filter Charles, the Bastard of Orleans, ALEN 90 N, 
Keiomiek, and forces. 

Char. Saint Denis bless this happy stratagem! 

And once again we’ll sleep secure in Rouen. 

Bast. Here enter’d Pucelle and her practisants ; 


Now she is there, how will she specify 
Where is the best and safest passage in ? 

Reign. By thrusting out a torch from yonder tower; 
Which, once discern’d, shows that her meaning is. 

No way to that, for weakness, which she enter’d. 

Enter La Pucelle on the top, thrusting out a torch 
burning. 

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch 
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen. 

But burning fatal to the Talbotites! [Exit. 

Bast. See, noble Charles, the beacon of our friend ; 
The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 

Char. Now sliine it like a cornet of revenge, 

A prophet to the fall of all our foes 1 
Reign. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends : 
Enter, and cry, ‘The Dauphin!’ presently. 

And then do execution on the watch. [Alarum. Exeunt. 



An alarum. Enter Talbot in an excursion. 

Tal. France, thou shalt rue this treason with thy tears, 
If Talbot but survive thy treachery. 

Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress. 

Hath wrought this helli.sh mischief unawares, »r»**r. 
That' hardly we escaped the pride* of hiance. [Exit. 

An alarum: excursions. Bedford brought in sick in a 
chair. Enter Talbot and Burgundy vnthout : unthin La 
Pucelle. Charles, Bastard, Alenjon, and Reignier, 
on the walls. 

Pm. Good morrow, gallants ! want ye corn for bread ? 
I think the Duke of Burgundy will fast 
Before he’ll buy again at such a rate: 

'Twas full of darnel ; do you like the taste ? 

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend and shameless courtezan! 

I trust ere long to choke thee with thine own. 

And make thee curse the harvest of that com. 

Char. Your grace may starve perhaps before that time. 


Bed. 0, let no words, but deeds, revenge this treason! 
Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard ? break a lance. 
And ran a tilt at death within a chair? 

Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite. 
Encompass’d with thy lustful paramours! 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age. 

And twit with cowardice a man half dead? 

Damsel, I’ll have a bout with you again, 

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Puc. Are ye so hot, sir ? yet, Pucelle, hold thy peace , 
Jf Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 

[The English whisper together in council 
God speed the parliament ! who shall the speaker ? 
Tal. Dare ye come forth and meet us in the field? 
Puc. Belike your lordship takes us then for fools. 

To try if that our own be ours or no. 

Tal. 1 speak not to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee, Alen^on, and the rest; 

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out? 

Alen. Signior, no. 
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Tal. Signior, haug I base muletcis of France I 
Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls, 

And dare not take up arms like gentlemea 
Puc. Away, captains! let’s get us from the walls; 
For Talbot means no goodness by his looks. 

God be wi’ you, my lord! we came but to tell you 
That we are here. [Xxeiint from, the tcalls. 

Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long. 

Or else reproach be 'Talbot’s greatest fame! 

Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house, 

Prick’d on by public wrongs sustain’d in Franco, 

Either to get the town again or die : 

And I, as sure as English Henry lives 
And as his father here was conqueror. 

As sure os in this late-betrayed town 
Great Coeur-do-lion’s heart was buried, 

So sure I swear to get the town or die. 

Bar. My vows are equal partners with thy vows. 
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince. 

The valiant Duke of Bedford. Come, my lord. 

We will bestow you in some better place. 

Fitter for sickness and for crazy age. 

Bed. r/>rd Talbot, do not so dishonour me: 

Here will I sit before the walls of Bouen, 

And will be partner of your weal or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade yon. 
Bed. Not to be gone from hence; for once I retad 
That stout Pendragon in his litter sick 
Came to the field and vanquished his foes : 

Methinks I should revive the soldiers’ hearts, 

Bec.'uise I ever found tliem as myself. 

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying bre.*ist! 

Then bo it so: heavens keep old Bedfonl safe! 

And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 

But gather we our forces out of hand. 

And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunt all but Bedford and attendants. 

An alarum: excursions. Enter SIR JOHN Fastolfe and 
a Captain. 

Cap. Whitlier away. Sir John Fastolfe, in such haste ? 
Fast. Whither away ! to save myself by fliglit : 

We are like to have tlie overthrow again. 

Cap. What: will you ily, and leave Lord Talbot 1 
Fast. Ay, 

All the Talbots in the world, to save my life. [ExH. 
Cap. Cowardly knight ! ill fortune follow thee ’ [Exit 

Retreat: excursions. Iji Pccelle, Alenjon, and 
Charles fly. 

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven please, 
For I have seen our enemies’ overthrow. 

What is the trust or strength of foolish man ? 

They that of late were daring with their scoffs 
Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 

[Bedford dies, and is carried in by two in bis chair. 

An alarum. Re-enter Talbot, Burgundy, and the rest. 

Tal. Lost, and recover’d in a day again! 

This is a double honour, Buigundy : 

Yet heavens have glory for this victory! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Buigundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart, and there erects 
Thy noble deeds as valour’s monuments. 

Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pucelle now ? 
I think her old familiar is asleep: 

Now where’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles his gleeks ? 
What, all amort? Rouen hangs her head for grief 
That such a valiant company are fled. 


Now will we take some order in the town. 

Placing therein some expert officers, 

And then depart to Paris to the king. 

For there young Henry with his nobles lie. 

Bur. What wills Lord Talbot pleaseth Buigundy. 

Tal. But yet, before we go, let’s not forget 
The noble Duke of Bedford late deceased. 

But see his exequies fulfill’d in Rouen: 

A braver soldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in court; 

But kings and mightiest potentates must die. 

For that’s the end of human misery. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — The plains near Rouen. 

Enter Charles, the Bastard of Orleans, Alen^on, La 
Pucelle, and forces. 

Pue. Dismay not, princes, at this accident. 

Nor grieve that Rouen is so recovered: 

Care is no cure, but rather cori'osive. 

For things that arc not to be remedied. 

Let frantic Talbot triiunph for a wliile, 

And like a peacock sweep ahuig his tail; 

We’ll pull his plumes and take away liis train, 

If Dauphin and the rest will be but ruled. 

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence: 

One sudden foil sh^l never breed distrust. 

Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies, 

And we will make thee famous tlnough t!ic world. 

Alen. We’ll set thy statue in some holy place, 

And have thee reverenced like a blessed .s.'imt; 

Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good. 

Fuc. Tlien thus it must be; this doth Joan deiise. 
By fair persuasions mix’d with sugar’d words 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot and to follow ns. 

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry’s wnrnora ; 

Nor should that nation boast it so with us. 

But be extirped from our provinces. 

Aleu. For ever should they be expulscd from France, 
And not have title of an earldom hero. 

Pue. Your honours shall perceive how 1 will work 
To bring this matter to the wished end. 

[Drum sounds ofar off. 

Hark! by the sound of dnim you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 

Here sound an Enylish march,. Enter, and pass over at a 
distance, Talbot and his forces. 

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread. 

And all the troops of English after him. 

French march. Enter the Duke of Buroundy and forces. 

Now in the rearward comes the duke and his: 

Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 

Summon a parley; we will talk with him. 

[Trumpets sound o- parley. 
Char. A parley with the Duke of Buigundy! 

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Buigtjjndy? 

Puc. The princely Charles of France, thy countryman. 
Bur. What say’st thou, Charles? for 1 ai4 inarching 
hence. 

Char, Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with, thy words. 
Pue. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France 1 
Stay, let tby humUe handmaid speak to thea. 

^r. S]{Bak on; but he not over-tedious. 
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Bjr wasting nun of the cruel foe. 

^ looks the in«)ther on her lowly babe 
When d^th do& dose his tender dying eyes 
See, see the pining malady of France: ^ 

^hold the wounds, the most unnaturil wounds 

y^tn™*fh“ breast 

edged sword another way ; 

*bose that help 

One drop of blood drawn from thy countiVs bosom^ 
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign gore: 
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^turn thee therefore with a flood of tears. 

And wash away thy country’s stained spots. 

Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her words, 
■^*'ire makes me suddenly relent. 

thee^^^^* French and France exclaims on 

Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. 

» ^^dly nation, 

will not trust thee but for profit’s sake? 

When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 

And mhiond thee thkt instrument of ill 
Who then but English Henry will be lord 



And thou be thrust out like a fugitive ' 

Call wo to mind, and mark but this for proof, 

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe? 

And was he not in England prisoner? 

But when they heard he was thine enemy, 

They set him Tree without his ransom paid, 

In spite of Burgundy and all his friends. 

See, then, thou fight'st against thy countrymen, 

And join'st with them will bo thy slaughter-men. 

Come, come, return; return, thou wandering lord, 
Charles and the rest will take thee in their arms. 

Bur. I am vanquished; these haughty words of 
hers 

Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot, 


And made me almost yield upon my knees. 

Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen, 

And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace: 

My forces and iny power of men are yours: 

So farewell, Talbot , I’ll no longer trust thee. 

Puc. [Aside,] Done like a Frenchman : turn, and 
turn again! 

Char, Welcome, brave duke! thy friendship makes 
us fresh. 

Bast. And doth beget new courage in our breasts. 
Ahn, Piicelle hath bravely play’d her part in this. 
And doth deserve a coronet of gold. 

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our powers. 
And seek how we may prejudice the foe. [Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. — Paris. Ths •paXacs. 

Enter the King, Gloucester, Bishop of Winchester, 
York, Suffolk, Somerset, Warwick. Exeter : Ver- 
non, Basset, and others. To them 'loith his Soldiers, 
Talbot. 

Tal. My gracious prince, and honourable peers. 
Hearing of your arriv^ in this realm, 

I have awhUe given truce unto my wars, 

To do my duty to my sovereign: 

In sign whereof, this arm, that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience fifty fortresses. 

Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of strength. 
Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem, 

Lets fall his sword l^fore your highness* feet. 

And with submissive loyalty of heart 

Ascribes the glory of liis conquest got 

First to my God, and next unto your grace. [ITneels. 

King. Is this the Lord Talbot, uncle Gloucester, 

That ]^th so long been resident in France ? 

Olou. Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege. 

King. Welcome, brave captain and victorious lord! 
When I was young, as yet I am not old, 

I do remember how my father said 
A stouter champion never handled sword. 

Long since we were resolved of your truth. 


Your faithful service, and your toil in war; 

Yet never have you tasted our reward, 

Or been reraerdon'd with so much as thanks, 

Because till now we never saw your face: 

Therefore, stand up; and, for these good deserts, 

We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury ; 

And in our coronation take your place. 

[Sennet. Flourish. Exeunt all Imt Vernon' and Basset. 
Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea. 
Disgracing of these colours that I wear 
In honour of my noble Lord of York: 

Darest thou maintain the former words thou spakest? 

Bas. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy tongue 
Against my lord the Duke of Somerset. 

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 

Bas. Why, what is he? as good a man as York. 

Ver. Hark ye; not so; in witness, take ye that. 

[Strikes hhn. 

Bas. Villain, thou know’st the law of arms is such 
That whoso draws a sword, *tis present death, 

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood. 

But I'll unto his majesty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong; 

When thou shalt see I'll meet thee to thy cost. 

Ver. Well, miscreant. I'll be there as soon as you ; 
And, after, meet you sooner than you would. [Exeunt 






ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Paris. A hull of state. 


Enter the KiNO, Gloucester, Bishop op Winchester, 
York, Suffolk, Somerset, Warwick, Talbot, Exeter, 
the Goveruor of Baris, and others, 

Glou. Lord bishcm, set the crown upon his head. 
fyin. save King Henry, of that name the sixth! 

Glou. Now, governor of Paris, take your oath. 

That you elect no other king but him; 

Esteem none friends but such as are his friends. 

And none your foes but such as shall pretend* 
Malicious practices against his state: 

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God ' 

Enter SiR John Fastolfe. 

Fast. My gracious sovereign, os I rode from Calais, 
To haste unto your coronation, 

A letter was deliver’d to my hands. 

Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Buigundy and thee! 

I vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee next, 

To tear the garter from thy craven’s leg, [Pluchtn^ it of. 
Which I have done, because unworthily 
Tliou wast installed in that high degree. 

Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest: 

This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 

When but in all I was six thousand strong 
And that the French were almost ten to one. 

Before we met or that a stroke was given. 

Like to a trusty squire did run away 
In which assault we lost twelve hundred men; 

Myself and divers gentlemen beside 
Wei*e there surprised and taken prisoners. 

Then judge, ^at lords, if I have done amiss ; 

Or whether wat such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea or no. 

Glffu. To say the truth, this fact was infamous 
And ill beseeming any common man. 

Much more a kn^ht, a captain, and a leader. 

Tal. When first this order was ordain’d, my lord, 
Knights of the garter were of noble birth. 

Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage. 

Such as were grown to credit by the wars ; 

Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress, 
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But always resolute in most extremes, 
lie then that is not furnish’d m this sort 
Doth but usurp the sacred name of kmght. 

Profaning this most honourable order. 

And should, if I were worthy to be judge. 

Bo quite degraded, like a hedge-bom swam 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

King. Stain to thy countrymen, thou hear’st thy doom \ 
Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight; 
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. 

[ExU Fastolfe. 

And now, my lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glou. What means his grace, that he hath changed 
his style ? 

No more but, plain and bluntly, ’To the King!’ 

Hath he forgot he is his sovereign? 

Or doth this churlish superscription 

Pretend* some alteration in good will* ipoitoij 

AVhat’s here? [ifeorfs.] ‘I have, upon especial cause. 

Moved with compassion of my country’s wreck. 

Together with the pitiful complaints 

Of such as your oppression feeds upon, 

Forsaken your pernicious faction. 

And join’d with Charles, the rightful king of France.’ 

0 monstrous treachery! can this be so, 

Tliat in alliance, amity, and oaths. 

There should be found such false dissembling guile ^ 
King. What! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glou, He doth, my lord, and is become your foe 
King. Is that the worst this letter doth contain » 
Glou. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he writes. 
King. Why, then. Lord Talbot there shall talk with 
him. 

And give him chastisement for this abuse. 

How say you, my lord t are you not content ? ' *“***i>“*^- 
Tal. Content, my liege! yes, but that I am prevented,* 

1 should have begg’d I might have been employ’d. 
King. Then gather strength and march unto him 

straight : 

Let him perceive how ill we brook hm treason. 

And what offence it is to fiout his friends. 

TaL I go, my lord, in heart desiring still 
Yon may behold confusion of your foes. [Exit 

24 
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Enter Vbrnon and Basset. 

Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign. 

Bos. And me, my lord, grant me the combat too. 
York, This is my servant: hear him, noble prince. 
Som. And this is mine: sweet Henry, favour him. 
JT. E'en. Be patient, lords; and give them leave to 
speak. 

Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim t 
And wherefore crave you combat? or with whom? 

Ver. With him, my lord ; for he hath done me wrong. 
JBas. And I with nim; for he hath done me wrong. 
K. Hen. What is that wrong whereof you both com* 
plain? 

First let me know, and then I'll answer you. 

Bos. Crossing the sea f^m England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue. 
Upbraided me about the rose 1 wear; 

Saying, the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent .my master^s blushing cheeks. 

When stubbornly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain question in the law 
Ai^ed betwixt the Duke of York and him; 

With other vile and ignominious terms: 

In confutation of which rude reproach 
And in defence of my lord's worthiness, 

I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord: 

For though he seem with forged quaint conceit 
To set a gloss upon his bold intent. 

Yet know, my lord, I was provoked by him; 

And he first took exceptions at this badge. 

Pronouncing that the pdeness of this flower 
Bewray'd the faintness of my master's heart. 

York, Will not this malice, Somerset, be left? 

Som. Your private grudge, my lord of York, will out. 
Though ne’er so cunningly you smother it. 

K. Hen. Good Lord, what madness rules in brainsick 
men. 

When for so slight and frivolous a cause 
Such factious emulations shall arise! 

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 

Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York. Let tliis disseiuion first be tried by fight. 

And then your highness shall command a peace. 

Sam The quarrel toucheth none but us alone; 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 

York. There is my pledge; accept it, Somerset. 

Ver, Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 

Bat. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Glou, Confirm it so ! Confounded be your strife I 
And perish ye, with your audacious prate! 
PrMumptuous vassals, are you not ashamed 
With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us. 

And you, my lords, methinks you do not well 
To b^ with their perverse objections; 

Much less to take occasion from their mouth 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves: 

Let me persuade you take a better coursa 
Exe. It grieves hm highness : good my lords, he friends. 
K. Hen. Come hither, you that would be combatants : 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour. 

Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause. 

And you, my lords, remember where we are; 

In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation: 

If they perceive dissensions in our looks. 

And that within ourselves we disagfte. 

How will their grudging stomachs be provoked 


To wilful disobedience, and rebel! 

Beside, what infamy will there arise. 

When foreign princes shall be certified 
That for a toy, a thing of no remrd. 

King Henry’s peers and chief utility 
Destroy’d themselves, and lost the realm of France! 

0, think upon the conquest of my father. 

My tender years, and let us not forego 
That for a trifle that was bought with blood! 

Let mo be umpire in this doimtful strife. 

1 see no reason, if I wear this rose, [Putting on a red rose. 
That any one should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Somerset than York: 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both : 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown. 

Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown’d. 

But your discretions better can persuade 
Than I am able to instruct or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let us still continue peace and love. 

Cousin of York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of France: 

And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite 

Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot; 

And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors. 

Go cheerfully together and digest 
Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest. 

After some respite will return to Calais; 

From thence to England; where I hope ere long 
To be presented, by your victories. 

With Charles, Alen^on, and that traitorous rout. 
[Flourish. ExeurU oill but York, Warwick, Exeter, and 

Vernon. 

War. My Lord of York, I promise yon, the king 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

York. And so he did; but yet I like it not. 

In that ho wears the badge of Somerset. 

War. Tush, that was but his fancy, blame him not ; 
I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm. 

York. An if I wist he did — but let it rest; 

Other affairs must now be managed. 

[Exeunt ail but Exeter. 
Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy voice ; 
For, had the passions of thy heart burst out, 

I fear we should have seen decipher’d there 
More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils. 

Than yet can be imagined or supposed. 

But howsoe’er, no simple man that sees 
This jarring discord of nobility. 

This shouldering of each other in the court. 

This factious bandying of their favourites. 

But that it doth presage some ill event. 

'Tis much when fceptres are in children's hands; 

But more when envy breeds unkind division; 

There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. [Exit. 

Scene II . — Before Bourdeaux. 

Enter Talbot, leith trump and drum^ 

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpdkr; 
Summon their general unto the wall 

Trumpet sounds. Enter General and others^, aloft. 

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth,; 

Servant in arms to Harry King of England ; 

And thus he would: Open your city gates; 

Be humble to us; call mv sovereign yours. 

And do hinB homage as obedient subjects ; 
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And I'll withdraw me and my bloody power ■ 

But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace, 

You temi>t the fury of my three attendants. 

Lean famine, (quartering steel, and climbing fire. 

Who in a moment even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers, 

If you forsake the offer of their love. 

Oen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death, 

Our nation’s terror and their bloody scourge I 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 

On us thou canst not enter but by death; 

For, I protest, we are well fortificcl. 

And strong enough to issue out and fight: 

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed, 

Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee : 

On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch’d. 

To wall thee from the liberty of flight; 

And no way canst thou turn thee lor redress. 

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil 
And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 

Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacrament 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 

Lo, there thou stand’st, a breathing valiant man. 

Of an invincible, unconquer’d spirit! 

This is the latest glory of thy praise 
That I, thy enemy, due thee withal; 

For ere the glass, that now begins to run. 

Finish the process of his sandy hour. 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured. 

Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[Drum a/ar off. 

Hark 1 hark ! the Dauphin’s drum, a warning bell. 

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul; 

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 

[Exeunt Oeneral, Ae. 

Tal. He fables not; I hear the enemy; 

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings. 

0, negligent and heedless discipline! 

Uow are wo park’d and bounded in a pale, 

A little herd of England’s timorous deer. 

Mazed with a yelping kennel of French curs! 

If we be English deer, be then in blood ; 

Not rascal-like,* to fall down with a pinch, 

But rather, moody-mad and desperate stags, 

'Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel. 

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay: 

SeU every man his life as dear as mine, 

And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends. 

Qod and Saint George, Talbot smd England’s right. 
Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight! [Exeunt, 

Scene III . — Plains in Oaacony, 

Enter a Messenger that meets York. Eater York vriGt 
trumpet and many Soldieis. 

York. Are not the speedy scouts retum’cl again. 

That dogg’d the mighty army of the Dauphin 1 
Mess, They are return’d, my lord, and give it out 
That he is march’d to Bourdeaux with his power. 

To fight with Talbot; as he march’d along, 

By your espials were discovered 

Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led. 

Which join’d with him and made their march for 
Bourdeaux. 

York. A plague upon that villain Somerset, 

That thus ddays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, tiiat were levied for this siege! 

Benowned Talbot doth expect my aid. 


VI— PART I. 

And 1 am lowted* by a traitor villain, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier . 

God comfort him in this necessity! 

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France. 

Enter Sib William Lucy. 

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English strength. 
Never so needful on the earth of France, 

Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot, 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron. 

And hemm’d about with grim destruction: 

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke 1 to Bourdeaux, York ! 

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s honour. 

York. 0 God, that Somerset, who in proud heart 
Doth stop my cornets, were in Talbot’s place! 

So should we save a valiant gentleman 
By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep, 

That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress’d lord! 
York. lie dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word ; 
We mourn, France smiles; we lose, they daily get; 

All ’long of this vile traitor, Somerset. 

Lucy. Then God take mercy on brave Talbot's soul; 
And on his son, young John, who two hours since 
I met in travel toward his warlike father! 

This seven years did not Talbot see his son; 

And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have 
To bid his young son welcome to his grave? 

Away! vexation almost stops my breath. 

That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of death. 

Lucy, farewell: no more my fortune can. 

But curse the cause I cannot aid the man. 

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 

’Long all of Somerset and his delay. 

[Exit, vrith his soldiers. 
Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders. 

Sleeping ncglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce cold conqueror. 

That ever-living man of memory, 

Henry the Fifth: whiles they each other cross, 
lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [Exit 

Scene IV . — Other plains in Oaseony. 

Enter Somerset, wUh his army; a Captain of Talbot’s 

with him. 

Som. It is too late; I cannot send them now; 

This cx'pedition was by York and Talbot 
Too rashly plotted: aU our general force 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Bo buckled with; the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour 
By this uhheedful, desperate, wild adventure: 

York set him on to fight and die in shame. 

That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 

Cap. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o’ermatch’d forces forth for aid. 

Enter SiR Willum Lucy. 

Som, How now. Sir William ? whither were you sent ? 
Lucy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and sold Dird 
Talbot? 

Who, ring’d about with bold adversity. 

Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 

To beat assailing death from his weak legions: 

And whiles the honourable captain there 
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Drops bloody sweat firom his war*wearied limbs. 

And, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue, 

You, bis false hojpes, we trust of England’s honour. 
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 

Let not your private discord keep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid. 

While he, renowned noble gentleman, 

Yields up bis life unto a world of odds: 

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy, 

Alen 9 on, Beignier, compass him about. 

And Talbot perisheth % your default. 

Som York set him on; York should have sent him aid. 
Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace exclaims; 
Swearing that you withhold his levied host, 

CoUected for this expedition. 

Som. York lies ; he might have sent and had the horse ; 
I owe him little duty, and less love; 

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending 
Zuey, The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now entrapp’d the noble-minded Talbot: 

Never to England shall he bear his life; 

But dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife. 

Som. Come, go ; I will dispatch the horsemen straight : 
Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Zucy. Too late comes rescue : he is ta’en or slain ; 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled; 

And fly worUd Talbot never, though be might. 

Nom. If he be dead, brave Talbot, then adieu! 

Zttey. His fame lives in the world, his shame in you. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V. — 2%e Englisk camp near Bourdeaux. 

Enter Talbot and John his son. 

Tal. 0 young John Talbot I I did send for thee 
To tutor thee in stratagems of war. 

That Talbot’s name might be in thee revived 
When sapless age and weak unable limbs 
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 

But, 0 malignant and ill-boding stars! 

Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 

A terrible and unavoided* danger: fCMTOHrti* 

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse; 

And I’ll direct thee how thou shalt escape 
By sudden flight; come, dally not, be gone. 

John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your son? 
And shall I fly? O, if you love my mother, 

Dishonour not her honourable name. 

To make a bastard and a slave of me! 

The world will say, he is not Talbot’s blood. 

That basely fled when noble Talbot stood. 

TcU. Fly, to revenge my death, if I bo slain. 

J(dt,n. He that flies so will ne’er return again. 

Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die. 

John. Then let mo stay ; and, father, do you fly : 
Your loss is great, so your regard should be; 

My worth unknown, no lo^ is known in me. 

Upon my death the French can little boast; 

In yours they wiU, in you all hopes are lost 
Flight cannot stain the honour you have won ; 

But mine it will, that no exploit have done : 

You fled for vantage, every one will swear; 

But, if I bow, they’ll say it was for fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will stay. 

If the first hour I shrink and run away. 

Here on my knee I beg mortality. 

Bather than life preserved with infamy. 

Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb? 
J<din. Ay, rather than I’ll shame niy mother's womb. 


[Act IV. 

Tal. Upon my blessing, I command thee go. 

John. To fight 1 will, but not to fly the foe. 

Tal. Part of thy father may be saved in thee. 

John. No part of him but will be shame in me. 

Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not lose it 
John. Yes, your renowned name : shall flight abuse it? 
Tal. Thy father’s charge shall clear thee from that stain. 
John. You cannot witness for me, being' slain. 

If death be so apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. And leave my followers here to fight and die? 
My age was never tainted with such shame. 

John. And shall my youth be guilty of such blame? 
No more can 1 be sever'd from your side. 

Than can yourself yourself in twain divide: 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do 1 ; 

For live 1 will not, if my father die. 

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son, 
Bom to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 

Come, side by side together live and die; 

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI . — A field of battle. 

Alarum: excursions, wherein Talbot’s Son is hemmed about, 
and Talbot rescues him. 

Tal. Saint George and victory! fight, soldiers, fight: 
The regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 

And left us to the rage of France bis sword. 

Where is John Talbot? Pause, and take thy breath; 

I gave thee life and rescued thee from death. 

John. 0, twice my father, twice am I thy son! 

The life thou gavest me first was lost and done, 

Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fatt>. 

To my determined time thou gavest new date. 

Tal. When from the Dauphin’s crest thy sword struck 
fire. 

It wami’d thy father’s heart with proud desii-e 
Of bold-faced victory. Then leaden age, 

Quicken’d with youthful spleen and warlike rage, 

Beat down Alen^on, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And from the pride .of Gallia rescued tliee. 

The ireful bastard Orleans, that drew blood 
From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight, I soon encountered. 

And interchanging blows I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood; and in disgrace 
Bespoke him thus: ‘Contaminated, base. 

And misbegotten blood I spill of thine. 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mine 
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave boy:’ 
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy. 

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s care. 

Art thou not weary, John? how dost thou fare? 

Wilt thou yet l^pive the battle, boy, and fly. 

Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry? 

Fly, to revenue my death when I am dead : 

The help of one stands me in little stead. 

0, too much folly is it, well I wot. 

To hazard all our lives in one small boat! 

If I to-day die not with Frenchmen’s rage. 

To-morrow I shall die with mickle age: 

By me they nothing gain an if 1 stay; 

’Tis but the shortening of my life one day: . 

In thee thy mother dies, our household's naim. 

My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s* fame : 

AU these and more we hazard by thy stay; 

All these are saved if thou wilt fly away. 

John. The sword of Orleans hatn not made tne smart 
These words^ of yours draw life-blood from my heart: 
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Oo that advantage, bought with such a shame, 

To save a paltry life and slay bright fame. 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward horse that bears me fall aud die ! 

And like * me to the peasant boys of France. • '»»•*• 

To be shame’s scorn and subject of mischance ! 

Surely, by all the glory you have won, 

An if I fly, I am not Talbot’s son : 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot; 

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot’s foot 
Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet : 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father’s side ; 

And, commendable proved, let's die in pride. [Exeunt 

Scene VII . — Another part of iht fdd. 

Alarum: txewraions. Enter old Talbot led hy a Servant 

Tal. Where is my other life? mine own is gone;^ 
0, where’s young Talbot? where is valiant John? 


Triumphant death, smear’d with captivity. 

Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at thee; 

AVhen he perceived me shrink and on my knee, 

His bloody sword he brandish’d over me, 

And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Bough deeds of rage and stern impatience; 

But when my angry guardant stood alone. 

Tendering iny ruin and assail’d of none, 

Dizzy-eyed fury and great rage of heart 
Suddenly made him from my side to start 
Into the clustering battle of the French ; 

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His over-mounting spirit, and there died. 

My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

Serv, 0 my dear lord, lo, where your son is borne! 

Enter Soldiers, with the "body of young Talbot. 

Tul. Thou antic death, which laugh’st us here to scorn, 
Anon, from thy insulting tyranny. 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 



Two Talbots, winged through the lither sky. 

In thy despite shall ’scape mortality. 

O thou whose wounds become hard-favour’d death. 
Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath I 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no ; 
Imagine him a Frenchman and thy foe. 

Poor boy! he smiles, methinks, os who should say. 

Had death been French, then death had died to-day. 
Come, come and lay him in his father’s arms: 

My spirit can no longer bear these harms. 

Soldiers, adieu I I have what I would have. 

Now my old arms are young John Talbot’s grave. [Dies. 

Enter Chables, Alenqon, Buroundt, Bastard, La 
Fucelle, and forces. 

Char. Had York and Somerset brought rescue in. 
We should have found a bloody day of this. 

Bast. How the young whdp of Talbot’s, raging-wood,^ 
Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen’s blood ! * 
Pue. Once 1 encounter’d him, and thus I said : 
‘Thou maiden youth, be vanquish'd by a maid:’ 


But, with a proud, majcstical, high scorn. 

He answer’d thus: ‘Young Talbot was not born 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench :’ 

So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 
lie left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless he w'ould have made a noble knight . 
See, where he lies inhearsed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms! 

Bexst. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones asunder, 
"Whose life was England’s glory, Gallia’s wonder. 

Char. 0, no, forbear ! for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended ; Herald of the French 
preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, conduct me to the Dauphin’s tent, 

To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the day. 

Char. On what submissive messa^ art thou sent? 
Lucy. Submission, Dauphin 1 'tis a mere French word ; 
We English warriors wot not what it meana 
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I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en, 

And to surrey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prisoners ask’st thou ? hell our prison is. 
But tell me wnom thou seek’st 
Luetf. But where’s the great Alcides of the field, 
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury, 

Created, for his rare success in arms. 

Great Earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence; 

Lord Talbot of Gtoodrig and Urchinfield, 

Lord Strange of Blaokmere, Lord Verdun of Alton, 

Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffield, 
The thrice-victorious Lord of Falconbridge ; 

Knight of the noble order of Saint George, 

Worthy Saint Michad and the Golden Fleece; 

Great marshal to Henry the Sixth 

Of all his wars within the realm of Franco? 

Pue. Here is a silly stately style indeed! 

The Tork, that two and fifty kingdoms hath. 

Writes not so tedious a style as this. 

Him that thou magnificat with all these titles 
Stinking and fly-hlown lies here at our feet. 


Lucy. Is Talbot slain, the Frenchmen’s only scourge, 
Your kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis? 

O, were mine eye>balls into bullets turn’d 
That I in rage might shoot them at your faces I 
O, that I could but call these dead to life! 

It were enough to fright the realm of France: 

Were but his picture left amongst you here, 

It would amaze the proudest of you aU. 

Give me their bodies, that I may bear them hence 
And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Pue. I think this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost, 

He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit. 

For God’s sake, let him nave ’em ; to keep mem here. 
They would but stink, and putrefy the air. 

Char. Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. I’ll bear- them hence; but from their ashes 
shall be rear’d 

A phoenix that shall make all France afeard. 

Char. So we be rid of then, do with ’em what thou wilt. 
And now to Paris, in this conquering vein: 

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot’s slain. [ExtuiU. 



ACT V. 

Scene 1 . — Londm, 


StavMst. Enter Kmo, Gloucestes, and Exetek. 

King. Ebive you perused the letters from the pope. 
The emperor, and the Earl of Annagnac ? 

Clou. I have, my lord : and their intent is this : 
They humbly sue unto your excellence 
To iiave a godly peace concluded of 
Between the real:^ of En^^and and of France. 

King. How doth your grace affect their motion? 
Glou. WeU, my good lord ; and as the only means 
To stop effusion of our Christian blood. 

And stablish quietness on every side. 

King. Ay, many, uncle; for I always thought 


The palaee. 

It was both impious and unnatural 

That such immunity* and bloody strife * ^ 

Should reign among professors of one faith. ' 

Olvu. Beside, my lord, the sooner to effect 
And surer bind this knot of amity, i 

The Earl of Annagnac, near knit to Charlesi 
A man of great authority in France, 

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
In marria^ with a and sumptuous ddlwry. 

King. Marriage, uncle! alas, my years am young! 
And fitter is my study and my b^ln 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet call the ambassadors; and, as you please. 

So let thehn have tbdr answers every one : 
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I shall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God's glory and my country’s weal. 

EtUer Winchester in CardinaPs hdbU, a Legate, and two 
Ambassadors. 

Ext. What 1 is my Lord of Winchester install’d. 

And call’d unto a cardinal’s degree? 

Then I perceive that will be verified 
Henry the Fifth did sometime prophesy, 

'If once he come to be a cardinal. 

He’ll make his cap co-equal with the crown.’ 

King. My lords ambassadors, your several suits 
Have been consider’d and debated on. 

Your purpose is both good and reasonable; 

And therefore are we certainly resolved 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace; 

Which by my Lord of Winchester we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Olow, _ And for the proffer of my lord your master, 

I have inform’d his highness so at large 



As liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts, 

Her beauty, and the value of her dower, 

He doth intend she shall be England’s queen. 

King. In argument and proof of which contract. 
Bear hw this jewel, pledge of my affection. 

And so, my lord protector, see them guarded 
And safely brought to Dover; where inshipp’d 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 

[Exeunt all but Winchester and L^aJte. 

Win. Stay, my lord legate : you shall first receive 
The sum of money which I promised 
Should be deliver’d to his holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ornaments. 

Zeg. I will attend imon your lordship’s leisure. 

Win. [Asidt.^ Now Winchester will not submit, I trow. 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 

Humphrey of Gloucester, thou shalt well perceive 
That, neiuer in birth or for authority. 

The bishop will be overborne by thee: 

I’ll either make thee stoop and bend thy knee. 

Or sack this country with a mutiny. [ExeurU. 


Scene II. — France. Plains in Anjou. 

Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alen 90 N, Bastard, Reionier, 
La Pucellb, and forces. 

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our drooping 
spirits : 

’Tis said the stout Parisians do revolt, 

And turn again unto the warlike French. 

Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of France, 
And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

Pue. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us; 
Else, ruin combat with their palaces ! 

Enter Scout. 

Scout. Success unto our valiant general. 

And happiness to his accomplices ! 

Char. What tidings send our scouts ? 1 prithee, speak. 
Scout. The English army, that divided was 
Into two parties, is now conjoin’d in one. 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is; 
But we will presently provide for them. 

Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not there: 

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Fite. Of all base passions, fear is most accursed. 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine. 

Let Henry ftet and aU the world repine. 

Char. Then on, my lords; and France be fortunate! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III . — Before Angiers. 

Alarum. Excursions. Enter La Puceu^e. 

Pue. The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly. 
Now help, ye charming spells and periapts;* *wtaoa»i. 
And ye choice spirits that admonish me, 

And give me signs of future accidents. [Thunder. 

You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north. 

Appear and aid me in this enterprise. 

Enter Fiends. 

This speedy and quick appearance aigues proof 
Of your accustom’d diligence to me. 

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull’d 
Out of the powerful regions under earth. 

Help me this once, that France may get the field. 

[They walk, and speak not. 
0, hold me not with silence over-long! 

"l^ere * I was wont to feed you with my blood, ‘ *'*'*“• 
I’ll lop a member off and give it you 
In earnest of a further benefit. 

So you do condescend to help me now. 

[They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redress? My body shall 
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit 

[They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body nor blood-sacrifice 
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 

Then take my soul, my body, soul and aU, 

Before that J^gland give the French the foil 

[They depart. 

See, they forsake me! Now the time is come 
That France must vail her lofty-plumed crest 
And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incantations are too weak. 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with; 

Now, FWce, thy glory droopeth to the dust [Exit. 
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Fxeurtims. Se-mter La. Pucelle figlUing hand to hand 
wUh Yobk : La Pccellb is taken. The French fig. 

York. Damsel of France, I think I have you fast: 
Unchain ^our spirits now with spelling charms, 

And try if they can gain your liberty. 

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace! 

See, how the ugly wench doth bend her brows. 

As if with Circe she would change my shape! 

Pw. Chanj^ to a worser shape thou caust not be. 
York. 0, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man; 

No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 

Pne. A plaguing mischief light on Charles and thee ! 
And may ye &>th be suddenly surprised 
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds! 

York. Fell, banning hag, enchantress, hold thy tongue ! 


Pue. I prithee, give me leave to curse awhile. 

York. Curse, miscreant^ when thou comest to the stake. 

[Extfunt. 

Alarum. Enter Suffolk, with Margaret tn his hand. 

Suf. Be what thou wilt^ thou art my prisoner. 

[Oases on her. 

0 fairest beauty, do not fear nor fly! 

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands; 

1 kiss these fingers for eternal peace. 

And lay them gently on thy tender side. 

Who art thou? say, that 1 may honour thee. 

Mar. Mar^ret my name, and daughter to a king. 
The King of Naples, whosoe’er thou art 
Suf. An earl 1 am, and Suffolk am I call’d. 

Bo not offended, natuie’s miracle. 



Thou art allotted to be ta’eu by me: 

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save. 

Keeping them prisoner underneath her wings. 

Yet, if this servile usage once offend. 

Go and be free again as Suffolk’s friend. [S/ie is going. 
0, stay! I have no power to let her pass; 

My hand would free her, but my heart says no. 

As plays the sun upon the f^assy streams, 

Twinklmg another counterfeited beam, 

So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak : 

I’ll call for pen and ink, and write my mind. 

Fie, de la Pole! disable* not thyself; • 

Hut not a tongue? is she not here? 

Wilt thou be bunted at a woman’s sight? 

Ay, beauty's princely majesty is such. 

Confounds the tongue and makes the senses rough. 


Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk — if thy name be so — 
What ransom must I pay before I pass? 

For I perceive F'am thy prisoner. 

Suf. How canst thou tell she will deny thy suit. 
Before thou make a trial of her love? 

Mar. Why speak’st thou not? what ransom must I 
pay? 

Suf. She’s beautiful, and therefore to be wpo’d: 

She is a woman, therefore to be won. 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom ? yea, or no. 

Suf. Fond man, remember that thou hast R wife: 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour? 

Mar. I were best to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Suf. There all is marFd; there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talks at random ; sure, the man Is mad. 
Suf. And yet a dispensation may be had. 

Mar. An^ yet I would that you would answer me. 
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Suf, ril will this Lady Margaret. For whom? 

Why, for my king; tush, that's a wooden thing! 

Mar. Ho talks of wood: it is some carpenter. 

Suf. Yet so my^ fancy may be satisfied, 

And peace established between these realms. 

But there remains a scruple in that too; 

For though her father be the King of Naples, 

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is lie poor. 

And our nobility will scorn the mutch. 

Mar. Hear ye, captain, are you not at leisure i 
Suf. It shall be so, disdain they ne'er so much: 
Henry is youthful and will quickly yield. 

Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 

Mar. What though I be enthruH'd ? he seems a knight, 
And will not any way dishonour me. 

Suf. Lady, vouclisafe to listen what I say. 

Ma7\ Perhaps I shall be rescued by the French ; 
And then I need not crave his courtesy. 

Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cause — 
Mar. Tush, women have been captivate ere now. 

Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you so? 

Mar. I cry you mercy, 'tis but Quid for Quo. 

Suf. Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen? 

Mar. To be a queen in bondage is more vile 
Than is a slave in base servility; 

For princes should be free. 

Siif. And so shall you, 

If happy England’s royal king be free. 

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me ? 
Suf. I'll undertake to make thee Henry’s queen, 

To put a golden sceptre in thy hand. 

And set a precious crown upon thy head. 

If thou wilt condescend to be my — 

Mar. What ? 

Suf. His love. 

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry’s wife. 

Suf. No, gentle madam; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to bo his wife. 

And have no portion in the choice myself. 

How say you, madam, are ye so content? 

Mar. An if my father please, I am content. 

Suf. Then call our captoins and our colours forth. 
And, madam, at your father’s castle walls 
We’ll ci-ave a parley, to confer with him. 

A parley sounded. Enter Reignikr on the walls. 

Sec, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner? 

Reig. To whom ? 

Suf. To me. 

Rdg. Suffolk, what remedy? 

I am a soldier and unapt to weep 
Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord: 

Consent, and for thy honour give consent. 

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king; 

Whom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto; 

And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty. 

Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 

Suf. Fair Margaret knows 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign. 

Rsig. Upon thy princely warrant, T descend 
To give thee answer of thy just demand. \E7ciifr(m the walls. 
Suf. And here I will expect thy coming 

Trumpets sound Enter Reignier, helow. 

Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our territories : 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 

VOL. in. 


Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a child. 
Fit to be made companion with a king : 

What answer makes your grace unto my suit? 

Reig. Since thou dost deign to woo her little worth 
To be the princely bride of such a lord; 

Upon condition I may quietly 

Enjoy mine own, the country Maine and Anjou, 

Free from oppression or the stroke of war. 

My daughter sliall be Henry’s, if lie please. 

Svf. That is her ransom; I deliver her; 

And those two counties I will undertake 
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And I again, in Henry’s royal name, 

As deputy unto that gracious king, 

(live thee her hand, for sign of pTiglited faith. 

Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee kingly thanks. 
Because this is in traffic of a king. 

[Aside’] And yet, methiuks, I could be well content 
'J’o be mine own attorney in this case. 

1*11 over then to England with this news, 

And make this marriage to be solemnized. 

So farewell, Reignier : set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Christian prince. King Henry, were he here. 

Mar. Farewell, my lord : good wishes, praise, and 
prayers 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Go^ng. 

Suf. Farewell, sweet madam : but hark you, Maigaret ; 
No princely commendations to iny king? 

Mar. Such commendations as becomes a maid, 

A virgin and his servant, say to him. 

Suf. Words sweetly placed and modestly directed. 
But, madam, I must trouble you again; 

No loving token to his majesty ? 

Mar. Yes, my good lord, a pure unspotted heart. 
Never yet taint with love, I send the king, 

Suf. And this withal. [A'zssrs her. 

Mar. That for thyself: I will not so presume 
To send such peevish* tokens to a king. 

[Exeunt Reignier and Margaret. 
Suf 0, wert thou for myself ! But, Suffolk, stay ; 
Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth; 

There Minotaiirs and ugly treasons lurk. 

Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise: 

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount, 

And natural graces that extinguish art; 

Repeat their semblance often on tlie seas, 

That, when thou comest to kneel at Henry’s feet, 

Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with wonder. [Exit. 

Scene lV.--Camp of the Duke of York in Anjou. 

Enter York, Warwick, and others. 

York. Bring fortli that sorceress condemn’d to burn. 

Enter Ia Pucelle, guarded, and a Shepherd. 

Shep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy father’s heart outright ! 
Have I sought every country far and near. 

And, now it is my chance to find thee out. 

Must I behold thy timeless cruel death ? 

Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I’ll die with thee! 

Puc. Decrepit miser ! base ignoble wretch ! 

I am descended of a gentler blood: 

Thou art no father nor no friend of mine. 

Shep. Out, out ! My lords, an please you, 'tis not so ; 
I did beget her, all the parish knows; 

Her mother liveth yet, can testify 

She was the first fruit of my bachelorship. 

War. Graceless! wilt thou deny thy parentage? 

25 
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York. This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vile; and so her death concludes, ‘o***^- 
Shm. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so obstacle!* 

God knows thou art a coUop of my flesh; 

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear: 

Deny me not, I prithee, gentle Joan. 

Pm. Peasant, avaunt I You have suborn'd this man. 
Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. 

Shtp. 'Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest 
The mom that I was wedded to her mother. 

Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girl. 

Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the time 
Of thy nativity! 1 would the milk 


Thy mother «ve thee when thou suok’dst her breast, 
Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake ! 

Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field, 

1 wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee! 

Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab? 

0, burn her, burn her! hanging is too good. {ExU. 

York. Take her away; for she hath lived too long, 
To fill the world with vicious qualities. 

Puc. First, let me tell you whom you have condemn’d : 
Not me begotten of a shepherd swain. 

But issued from the progeny of kings ; 

Virtuous and holy; chosen from abovo, 

By inspiration of celestial grace. 



To work exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never had to do with wicked spirits : 

But you, that are polluted with your lusts, 
Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents, 
Corrapt and tain^ with a thousand vices. 
Because you want the grace that others have. 
Ton judge it straight a thing impossible 
To compass wonders but by help of devila 
No, misconceived! Joan of Arc hath been 
A viigtn from her tender infancy. 

Chaste and immaculate in very thonght; 

Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effused. 
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 
York. Ay, ay: away with her to execution I 


War. And hark ye, sirs; because she is » maid. 
Spare for no faggots, let there be enow: 

Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake, ' 

That so her torture may be shortened. 

Pue. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? 
Then, Joan, discover thine infirmily. 

That warranteth by law to be thy privilege. ; 

I am with child, ye bloody homicides : 

Murder not then the fruit within my womb, ' 

Although ye hale mo to a violent death. 

York. Now heaven forfend! the holy Inaid with 
child! 

War. The greatest miracle that e’er ye wrought: 

Is all your stnet preciseness come to this ? 
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York, She and the Dauphin have been juggling: 

I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well, go to; well have no bastards live; 
Especially since Chpirles must father it. 

Pu4i. You are deceived ; my child is none of his : 

It was Alen^on that enjoy’d my love. 

York. Alen^on 1 that notorious Machiavel ! 

It dies, an if it had a thousand lives. 

Puc. O, give me leave, I have deluded you: 

’Twas neither Charles nor yet the duke I named, 

But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail’d. 

War. A married man! that’s most intolerable. 

York. Why, here's n girl ! I think she knows not well, 
Tlici-e were so many, whom she may accuse. 

Wa7\ It’s sign she hath been liberal and free. 

York. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee: 

Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 

Puc. Then lead me hence; with whom I leave my 
curse : 

May never glorious sun refle.^ his beams 
Upon the country whei‘c you make abode; 

But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 

Environ you, till mischief and despair 

Drive you to break your necks or hang yourselves! 

[Pxit guarded. 

York. Break thou in pieces and consume to ashes, 
Thou foul accursed minister of hell. 

Enter Cardinal Beaufort, Bishop of Winchester, attended. 

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters' commission from the king. 

For know, my lords, the states of Cliristendom, 

Moved with remorse of these outrageous broils, 

Have earnestly implored a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French; 

And here at hand the Dauphin and his train 
Approacheth, to confer about some matter. 

York. Is all our travail turn’d to this effect? 

After the slaughter of so many peers, 

So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers, 

Tliat in this quarrel have been overthrown. 

And sold their bodies for their country's benefit. 

Shall wo at last conclude effeminate peace? 

Have we not lost most part of all the towns, 

By treason, falsehood, and by treachery. 

Our great progenitors had conquered ? 

0, Warwick, Warwick I I foresee with grief 
'rhe utter loss of all the realm of France, 

War. Be patient, York: if we conclude a peace, 

It shall be with such strict and severe covenants 
As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Enter CHARLES, ALENgOK, Bastard, Reignier, and Ului's. 

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed 
That peaceful truce shall be proclaim’d in France, 

We come to bo informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must be. 

York. Speak, Winchester; for boiling choler chokes 
The hollow passage of mv poison’d voice, 

By sight of these our baleful enemies. 

Car. Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus: 

That, in regard King Henry gives consent, 

Of mere compassion and of lenity. 

To ease your country of distressful war, 

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace, 

You shall become true lie^men to his crown: 

And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself, 


Thou shall be placed as viceroy under him. 

And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

Alcn. Must he be then as shadow of himself! 

Adorn his temples with a coronet, 

And yet, in substance and authority, 

Retain but privilege of a private man? 

This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

Char. ’Tis known already that I am possess’d 
With more than half the Galliaii territories. 

And therein reverenced for their lawful king: 

Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish’d, 

Detract so much from that prerogative, 

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole ? 

No, lord ambassador. I’ll i-ather keep 
That winch 1 have than, coveting lor more, 

Be cast from possibility of all. 

York. Insulting Charles ! hast thou by secret means 
Used intercession to obtain a league, 

And, now the matter grows to compromise, 

Standst thou aloof upon comparison ? 

Either accept the title thou iisurp’st, 

Of benefit* proceeding from our king BAtagm 

And not of any challenge of desert, 

Or we will plague theo with incessant wars. 

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 
To cavil in the course of this contract : 

If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We shall not find like opportunity. 

Alcn. To say the truth, it is your policy 
To save your subjects from such massacre 
And ruthless slaughters as arc daily seen 
By our proceeding in hostility; 

And therefore take this compact of a truce, 

Although you break it when your pleasure selves. 

War. How say’st thou, Charles^ shall our condition 
stand ? 

Char. It shall ; 

Only reserved, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of garrison, 

Yotk. Then swear allegiance to his majesty, 

As thou art knight, never to disobey 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, 

Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England. 

So, now dismiss your army when ye please; 

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still, 

For tiere we entertain a solemn peace. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — London. The palace. 

Enter Suffolk in conference with the King, Gloucester 
and Exeter. 

King. Your wondrous rare description, noble cail, 

Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish’d me: 

Her virtues graced with external gifts 
Do breed love’s settled passions in iny heart: 

And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide, 

So am I driven by breath of her renown 
Either to suffer shipwreck or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Suf. Tush, my good lord, this superficial tale 
Is but a preface of her worthy praise; 

The chief perfections of that lovely danic. 

Had I sufficient skill to utter them. 

Would make a volume of enticing lines, 

Able to ravish any dull conceit: 

And, which is more, she is not so divine, 

So full-replete with choice of all delights, 

But with as humble lowliness of mind 
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She is content to be at your command; 

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 

To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

JCing. And otherwise will Henry ne’er presume. 
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent 
That Margaret may be England's royal queen. 

Olou. So should I give consent to flatter sin. 

You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d 
Unto another lady of esteem: 

How shall we then dispense with that contract, 

And not deface your honour with reproach ? 

Sa/. As doth a ruler with unlawful oatlis; 

Or one that, at a triumph having vow'd 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary’s odds; 

A poor. earl’s daughter is unequal odds, 

And therefore may be broke without ofleuce. 

Olou. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than 
that ? 

Her father is no better than an earl, 

Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Suf. Yes, my lord, her father is a king, 

The King of Naples and Jerusalem ; 

And of such great authority in France 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, 

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Olou. And so the Earl of Armagnac may do. 

Because he is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Ext. Beside, his wealth doth warrant a libeml dower. 
Where Eeignier sooner will receive than give. 

Suf. A dower, my lords! disgrace not so your king. 
That he should be so abject, base, and i)Oor, 

To choose for wealth and not for perfect love 
Henry is able to enrich his queen. 

And not to seek a queen to make him rich : 

So worthless peasants baigain for their wives, 

As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse. 

Marriage is a matter of more worth 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship; 

Not whom we will, but whom his grace affects. 

Must be companion of his nuptial bed: 

And therefore, lords, since he aflects her most. 

It most of all these reasons bindeth us. 

In our opinions she should be preferred. 

For what is wedlock forced but a hell. 

An age of discord and continual strife? 


Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss. 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

Whom should we match with Henry, being a king. 

But Margaret, that is daughter to a king? 

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth. 

Approves her fit for none but for a king: 

Her valiant courage and undaunted spirit, 

More than in woman commonly is seen. 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror. 

Is likely to beget more conquerors. 

If with a lady of so high resolve 
As is fair Margaret he be link’d in love. 

Then yield, my lords; and here conclude with me 
That Mai'^ret shall be queen, and none but she. 

Kintf. Whether it be through force of your report. 
My noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell; but this I am assured, 

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast. 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear. 

As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 

Take, therefore, shipping; post, ray lord, to France; 
Agree to any covenants, and procure 
That Tjody Maigaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross the seas to England, and be crown’il 
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen: 

For your expenses and sufficient charge. 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone. I say; for, till you do return, 

T lest perplexed with a thousand cares. 

And you, good uncle, banish all offence: 

If you do censure me by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excmsc 
This sudden execution of my will. 

And so, conduct me where, from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief. {Exit. 

Olou. Ay, grief, I fear, me, both at first and last, 

[Exeunt Oloucester and Exeter. 
Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d; and thus he goes. 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 

With hope to find the like event in love, 

But prosper better than the Trojan did. 

Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king; 

But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. [Exit 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. — London. The paJeue. 


Flourish of trv/mpets: then huuthoys. Eider the King, 
Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, Salisbury, Warwick, 
and Cardinal Beaufort, on ^ one side; the Queen, 
Suffolk, York, Somerset, and Buckingham, on the 
other. 

Saf. As by your high imperial majesty 
I had in charge at my depart for France, 


As procurator to your excellence. 

To marry Princess Margaret for your grace, 

So, in the famous ancient city Tours, 

In presence of the Kings of France and Sicil, 

The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, and Alen^on, 
Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty reverend bisliops, 
I liavo perform’d my task, and was espoused: 

And humbly now upon my bended knee. 
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In sight of England and her lordly peers, 

Deliver up my title in the queen 

To your most gracious hands, that are the substance 

Of that great shadow I did represent; 

The happiest gift that ever marquess gave. 

The fairest queen that ever king received. 

Khig. Suffolk, arise. Welcome, Queen Margaret: 

I can expi-ess no kinder sign of love 

Thau this kind kiss. 0 Lortl, that lends me life. 

Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness! 

For thou hast given me in this beauteous face 
A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

Queen. Great King of England and my gracious loixl. 
The ntutual conference that my mind hath had. 

By day, by night, waking and in my dreams, 

In courtly company or at my beads. 

With you, mine alder-liefest * sovereign, 

Makes me the bolder to salute my king 
With ruder terms, such as my wit affords 
And over-joy of heart doth minister. 

King. Her sight did ravish ; but lier grace in speech. 
Her words y-clad with wisdom’s majesty. 

Intakes me from wondering fall to weeping joys ; 

Such is the fulness of my heart’s content. 

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 

All [kneeling]. Long live Queen Margaret, England's 
happiness I 

Queen. We thank you all. [Flouri^i. 

Suf. My lord protector, so it please your grace. 

Here are tlie articles of contracted peace 
Between our sovereign and the French king Charles, 
For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

Glou. [iicadls.] ‘Imprimis, It is agreed between the 
French king Charles, and William de la Pole, Marquess 
of Suffolk, ambassador for Henry King of England, 
that the said Henry shall espouse the Lady Margaret, 
daughter unto Beignier King of Naples, Sicilia, and Jer- 
usalem, and crown her Queen of England ere the thirtieth 
of May next ensuing. Item, that the duchy of Anjou 
and the county of Maine shall be released and deliveied 
to the king her father ’ — [Lets the paper fall. 

King. Uncle, how now ! 

Glou. Pardon me, gracious lord ; 

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart. 

And dimm’d mine eyes, that I can read no further. 

King. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on. 

Car. [Reads.] ‘Item, It is further agreed between them, 
that the duchies of Anjou and Maine shall be released 
and delivered over to the king her father, and she sent 
over of the King of England's own proper cost and charges, 
without having any dowry.’ 

King. They please us well. Lord marquess, kneel 
down ; 

We here create thee the first Duke of Suffolk, 

And gird thee with the sword. Cousin of York, 

We here discharge your grace from being regent 
I' the parts of France, till term of eighteen months 
Be full expired. Thanks, uncle Winchester, 

Gloucester, York, Buckingham, Somerset, 

Salisbury, and Warwick; 

We thank you all for this great favour done. 

In entertainment to my princely queen. 

Come, let us in, and with all speed provide 
To see her coronation be peiform'd. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk. 

Glou. Brave peers of England, pillars of the state. 

To you Duke Humphrey must unload his grief. 

Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 


What I did my brother Henry spend his youth. 

His valour, coin, and people, in the wars? 

Did he so often lodge in open field. 

In winter’s cold and summer’s pamhing heat. 

To conquer France, his true inheritance? 

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits. 

To keep by policy what Henry got ? 

Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 

Brave York, Salisbuiy, and victorious Wanvick, 
Received deep scars in France and Normandy ? 

Or hath mine uncle Beaufort and myself. 

With all the learned council of the realm. 

Studied so long, sat in the council-house 

Early and late, debating to and fro 

How France and Frenclimen might be kept in awe. 

And had his highness in his infancy 

Crowned in Pans in despite of foes ? 

And shall these labours and these honours die? 

Shall Hcniy’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance, 

Your deeds of wai*, and all our counsel die? 

0 peers of England, shameful is this league ! 

Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fame. 

Blotting your names from books of memory. 

Razing the characters of your renown, 

Defacing monuments of conquer’d France, 

Undoing all, as all had never been! 

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate discourse, 
This peroration with such circumstance? 

For France, ’tis ours; and we will keep it still. 

Glou. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can; 

But now it is impossible we should: 

tSuifolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast. 

Hath given the duchy of Anjou and Maine 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whose large style 
Agrees not with the leanness of his purse. 

Sal. Now, by the death of Him that died for all. 
These counties were the keys of Normandy. 

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son t 
JVar. For grief that they are past recovery; „ 

For, were there hope to conquer them again. 

My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 
Anjou and Maine I iuyself did win them both ; 

Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer: 

And are the cities, that I got with wounds. 

Deliver’d up again with peaceful wonls? 

Mort Dieu! 

York. For Suffolk’s duke, may he be suffocate. 

That dims the honour of this warlike isle ! 

France should have torn and rent my very heart. 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 

1 never read but England’s kings have had 
T,aige sums of gold aud dowries with their wives; 

And our King Henry gives away his own. 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Glou, A proper jest, and never heard before. 

That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth 
For costs and charges in transporting her! 

She should have stayed in France and starved in France, 
Before"^ 

Car. My Lord of Gloucester, now ye grow too hot: 
It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Glou. My Lord of Winchester, I know your mind ; 
’Tis not my speeches that you do mislike, 

But 'tis my presence that doth trouble ye. 

Rancour will out: proud prelate, in thy face 
I see thy fury: if I longer stay, 

We shall begin our ancient bickerings. 

Lordings, farewell; aud say, when I am gone, 

I propnesi^ France will be lost ere long. [Exit. 
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Car, So, there goes our protector in a rage. 

’Tis known to you he is mine enemy, 

Nay, more, an eneu^ unto you all. 

And no great friend; I fear me, to the king 
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood, 

And heir apparent to the English crown : 

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 

There’s reason he should be displeased at it. 

Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts; be wise and circumspect. 

What tliough the common people favour him, 

Calling him ‘Humphrey, the good Duke of Gloucester,' 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 

*Jesu maintain your royal excellence I’ 

With ‘God preserve the good Duke Humphrey!' 

T fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss,* tLuMWi. 
He will be found a dangerous protector. 

Back, Why should he, then, protect our sovereign, 

He being of age to govern of himself? 

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 

And all together, with the Duke of Suffolk, 

We’ll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from his seat. 

Car. ThLs weighty business will not brook delay; 
ril to the Duke of Suffolk presently. [^Exit, 

Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Humplirey's 
pride 

And greatness of his place be grief to us, 

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal: 

Ills insolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in tiie land beside: 

If GlouceM'f-i he displaced, he'll he protector. 

Back. Or thou or I, Somerset, will be protector, 
Despite Duke Humphrey or the cardinal, 

\ Exeunt Bvxkiagham and Somerset. 
Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 

While these do labour for their own preferment, 

Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 

I never saw but Humphrey Duke of Gloucester 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman. 

Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal, 

More like a soldier than a man o’ the church, 

As stout and proud as he were lord of all. 

Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 
Unlike the ruler of a commonweal. 

Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age. 

Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy housekeeping, 

Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 

Excepting none but good Duke Humphrey : 

And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline, 

Thy late exploits done in the heart of France, 

When thou wort regent for our sovereign, 

Have made thee fear'd and lionour'd of the people: 

Join we together, for the public good. 

In what wo can, to bridle and suppress. 

The pride of Suffolk and the cardinal. 

With Somerset’s and Buckingham's ambition; 

And, as we may, cherish Duke Humphrey’s deeds. 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 

IPar. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land, 
And common profit of his country 1 

York. [Asi^.] And so says York, for he hath greatest 
cause. 

Sal. Then let’s make haste away, and look unto the 
main. 

War. Unto the main! 0 father, Maine is lost; 

That Maine which by main force Warwick did win. 
And would have kept so long as breath did last! 
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Main chance, father, you meant; but 1 meant Maine, 
Which I will win from France, or else be slain. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury. 
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French; 
Paris is lost; the state of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 

Suffolk concluded on the articles, 

The peers agreed, and Henry was well pleased 
To change two dukedoms for a duke's fair daughter. 

1 cannot blame them all: what is’t to them? 

'Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 

Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of tlieir pillage, 
And purchase friends and give to courtezans. 

Still revelling like lords till all be gone ; 

While as the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wTings his hapless hands. 

And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloof, 

While all is shared and all is boi-ne away. 

Ready to starve and dare not touch his own : 

So York must sit and fret and bite his tongue. 

While his own lauds arc bargain'd for and sold. 
Methinks the realms of England, France, and Ireland 
Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood 
As did the fatal brand Althma burn’d 
Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon. 

Anjou and Maine both given unto the French ^ 

Cold news for me, for 1 had hope of France, 

Even as I have of fertile England's soil. 

A day will come when York shall claim his own; 

And therefore I will take the Nevils' parts, 

And make a show of love to proud Duke Humphrey, 
And when I spy advantage, claim the crown, 

For that’s tlie golden mark I seek to hit: 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 

Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fist, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 

Whose church-like humours fits not for a crown. 

Then, Y’ork, be still awhile, till time do serve : 

Watch thou and wake when others be asleep, 

To pry into the secrets of the state; 

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love, 

With his new bride and England’s dear-bought queen, 
And Humphrey with the peers be fall’n at jars , 

Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose, 

With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfumed ; 
And in my standard bear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the house of Lancaster; 

And, force perforce, I'll make him yield the crown. 
Whose bookish rule hath pull’d fair England down. [Exit. 

ScENf: II . — The Duke of Gloucester’s house. 

Enter Duke Humphrey and his wife Eleanor. 

Duck. Why droops niy lord, like over-ripen’d com, 
Hanging the head at Ceres' plenteous load? 

Why doth the great Duke Humphrey kuit his brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the world? 

Why are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth, 

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight? 

What secst thou tliere? King Henry’s diadem. 
Enchased with all the honours of the w'orld ? 

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 

Until thy head bo circled with the same. 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold. 

What, is't too short? I’ll lengthen it with mine; 

And having both together heaved it up, 

Wo'll both together lift our heads to heaven, 

And never more abase our sight so low 
As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 
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Olou, 0 Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy lord, 
Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts. 

And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 

Be my last breathing in tins mortal world ! 

My troublous dream this night doth make me sad. 

Dtuh. What dream'd iiiy lord? tell me, and I’ll 
requite it 

With sweet rehearsal of my morning’s dream. 

Olou, Methought this staff, mine office-badge in court. 
Was broke in twain; by whom I have forgot, 

But, as 1 think, it was by the cardinal ; 

And on the pieces of the broken wand 

Were placed the heads of Edmund Duke of Somerset, 

And William de la Pole, first Duke of Sufiblk. 

This was my dream : what it dotli bode, Uod know.s. 

Duch, Tut, this was nothing but an argument 
That he that breaks a stick of Gloucester’s grove 
Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke: 

Methought I sat in scat of majesty 

III the cathedral church of Westmiuatev, 

Aud in that chair where kings and queens are crown’d ; 
Where Henry and dame Maigaret kneel'd to me, 

And on ni/ head did set the diadem. 

Glou. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outriglit 
Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtured Eleanor, 

Art thou not second woman in the realm. 

And the protector’s wife, beloved of him? 

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 

Above the reach or compass of thy thought ? 

And wilt thou still be hammering treachery, 

To tumble down thy husband and thyself 
From top of honour to disgrace’s feet ? 

Away from me, and let me hear no morel 

Duch, What, what, my lord! are you so choleric 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream? 

Next time I’ll keep my dreams unto myself, 

Aud not be check'd. 

Glou, Nay, be not angry; I am pleased again. 

Enter Messenger. 

Mess, My lord protector, ’tia his highness’ pleasure 
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban’s, 

Whereas* the king and queen do mean to hawk. 

Glou, I go. Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us? 
Duch, Yes, my good lord. I’ll follow presently. 

[Ejceunt Gloucester and Messenger, 
Follow I must; I cannot go before. 

While Gloucester bears this base and humble mind. 
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

1 would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks. 

And smooth my way upon their headless necks; 

And, being a woman, 1 will not be slack 
To play my part in Fortune’s pageant. 

Where are you there? Sir John! nay, fear not, man. 
Wo are alone; here’s none but thee and 1. 

Enter Hume. 

Hume, Jesus preserve your royal majesty! 

Duch, What say’st thou? majesty! I am but grace. 
Hume, Bub by the grace of God, and Hume’s advice, 
Your grace’s title shall be multiplied. 

Du^, What say’st thou, man? hast thou as yet 
conferr’d 

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch. 

With Boger Bolingbroke, the conjurer? 

And will they undertake to do me good ? 

Hume, This they have promised, to show your highness 


A spirit raised from depth of nnder-ground, 

That shall make answer to such questions 
As by your grace shall be propounded him. 

Duch, It is enough; I’ll think upon the questions; 
When from Saint Alban’s we do make return, 

We’ll see these things effected to the full. 

Here Hume, take this reward; make merry, man, 

With thy confederates in this weighty cause. [Exit, 
Hume, Hume must make merry with the duchess’ 
gold ; 

Marry, aud shall. But, how now, Sir John llurne ! 

Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum : 

The business asketh silent secrecy. 

Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch: 

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil. 

Yet have I gold Hies from another coast; 

I dare not say, from the rich cardinal 

Aud from the great and new-rnadc Duke of Suffolk, 

Yet 1 do find it so; for, to be plain, 

They, knowing Dame Eleanor’s aspiring humour. 

Have hired me to undermine the duchess, 

And buz these conjurations in her brain. 

They say ‘A crafty knave does need no broker ;* 

Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal’s broker. 

Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, so it stands; and thus, I fear, at last 
Hume’s knavery will be the duchess* wreck, 

And her attainture will be Humphrey’s full : 

Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all. [Exit. 

Scene III. — The palace. 

Hiller three or four Petitioners, rETEU, the Armourers 
man, being one. 

First Petit, My masters, let’s stand clo.se: iny lord 
protector will come this way by and by, and then we 
may deliver our supplications in the quill. 

Petit. Marry, the Lord protect him, for ha^ a 
good man ! Jesu bless him ! 

Enter -Suffolk and Queen. 

Peter, Here a’ comes, methinks, and the queen with 
him. I’ll be the firat, sure. 

Sec. Petit, Come back, fool ; this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
and not iny lord protector. 

Suf, How now, fellow ! wouldst any thing with me ? 
First Petit, I pray, iny lord, pardon me; I took ye 
for my lord protector. 

Queeyi. ^Reading,'] ‘To my T/)rd Protector!* Arc your 
supplications to his lordship ? I^et me see them : what 
is thine? 

First Petit, Mine is, an’t please your grace, against 
John Goodman, my lord cardinal’s man, for keeping 
my house, and Iftnds, and wife and all, from me. 

Suf. Thy wife too ! that’s some wrong, indeed. What’s 
yours ? What's here ! [Reads.'] 'Against the Duke of 
Suffolk, for enclosing the commons of Melford.' How 
now, sir knave! 

Sec. Petit. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 
whole township. 

Peter. [Giving his petition,] Against iijy master, 
Thomas Hoyner, for saying that the Duke of York was 
rightful heir to the crown? 

Queen. What say’st thou ? did the Duke of York say 
he was rightful heir to the crown? 

Peter, That my master was ? no, forsooth : my master 
said that he was, and that the king was an usurper. 
Suf. 'Wtip is there ? [Enter Servant,] Take this fellow 
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in, and send for his master with a pursuivant presently: 
weU hear more of your matter before the king 

« * j ^Servant vnth Peter. 

And as for you, that love to be protceted 
UndeT the wings of our protcefcor^s grace, 

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. ’ 


A u 11- supplications. 

Away, base culhons' Suffolk, let them go. 

All. Come, kt’s be gone. lExewtd 

I^rd of Suffolk, eay, is this the guise, 

Is this the lasliion in the court of England? 

Is this the government of Britain's isle, 

And this tlie royalty of Albion's king i 
What, shall King Ilenry be a pupil Mill 
Under the surly Gloucester's governance ? 

Am I a queen in title and in style, 

And must be made a subject to a duke ? 

I tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours 
Thou ran sfc a tilt in honour of my love, 

And stolest awcay the ladies' hcaits of Fiance, 

I thought King Henry had resoinbled thee 
In courage, courtship, and proportion: 

But all his mind is bent to holiness, 


To number Avc-Maries on his beads ; 

His champions arc the prophets and apostles, 

Ilis wciapons holy saws of sacred writ, 

His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
Are brazen images of canonized saints. 

I would the college of the cardinals 

Would choose him pope and carry him to Home, 

And set the triple crown upon his head; 

That were a state fit for his holiness. 

jSV/. Madam, be patient* as I was cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 

Queen, Beside the haughty protector, have we Beau- 
fort 

The imperious churchman, Somerset, Buckingham, 

And grumbling York ; and not the least of these 
But can do more in England than the king. 

Suf. And he of these that can do most of all 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils: 

Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers. 

Qvecn. Not all these lords do vex me halt so mucli 
As that proud dame, the lord protector’s w'lfe. 

She sweeps it through the coint with troop.s of ladies, 



More like rin empress than Duke Humphrey's wife: 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen ; 

She bears a duke's revenues on her back, 

And in her heart slic scorns our poverty : 

Shall I not live to be avenged on her? 
Contemptuous, base-born callet os she is, 

She vaunted 'mongst lier minions t'other day. 

The very train of her worst wearing gown 
Was better worth tlian all my father’s * mds, 

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daugliter. 

Suf. Madam, myself have limed a bush for her, 
And placed a quire of such enticing birds. 

That she will light to listen to the lays, 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest : and, madam, list to me ; 

For I am bold to counsel you in this. 

Although we fancy not the cardinal, 

Yet must wo join with him and with the lords, 

Till wo have brought Puke Humphrey in disgrace. 
As for the Duke of York, this late complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit. 

So, one by one, we'll weed them all at last, 

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

VOL. HI. 


Sound a sennet. Enter the Kino, Dukf Humphrey of 
Gloucester, Cardinal Beaufort, Buckingham, York. 
Somerset, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Duche.ss of 
Gloucester. 

King. For my part, noble lords, I care not which; 
Or Somerset or York, all’s one to me 

York. If York have ill demean’d himself in France, 
Then let him be denay'd* the regenlship. 4 D«Di«d. 

S(m. If Somerset be unworthy of the place, 

Let York be regent; I will yield to him 

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Dispute not that : York is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak. 

War. The cardinal's not my better in the field. 

Buck. All in this presence are thy betters, Warwick. 
War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 

Sal. Peace, son I and show some reason, Buckingham, 
Why Somerset should be preferred in this. 

Queen. Because the king, forsooth, will have it so. 
Glou. Madam, the king is old enough himself 
To give his censure: these are no women’s matters. 

26 
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Queen. If he he old enough, what needs your grace 
To be protector of his excellence? 

Qlw,. Madam, I am protector of tho realm ; 

And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 

Saf. Besign it then, and leave thine insolence. 

Since thou wert king — as who is king but thou ?-> 

The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck; 

The Dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the seas ; 

And all the peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 

Car. The commons hast thou rack’d ; the clergy’s bags 
Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 

Sam. Thy sumptuous buildings and thy wife’s attire 
Have cost a mass of public treasury. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution 
Upon offenders hath exceeded law, 

And left thee to the mercy of tho law. 

Qwum. Thy sale of offices and towns in Franco, 

If they were known, as the suspect is great. 

Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

[EsU GUnictsUr. The Queen drops her fan. 
Give me my fan : what, minion ! can ye not ? 

[■S%s gives the Duchess a box on the ear. 
I cry you mercy, madam; was it you? 


DuDi. Was’t 1 1 yea, I it was, proud Fronchwoman *. 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 

I’ld set my ten commandments in your face. 

King. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas against her will. 
Dueh. Against her will I good king, look to’t in time ; 
She’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby; 
Though in this place most master wear no .breeches, 

She shall not strike Dame Eleanor unrevenged. {ExH. 

Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 

And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds: 

She’s tickled now; her fume needs no spurs. 

She’ll gallop far enough to her destruction. [EaM. 

Re-enter Gloucester. 

Glon. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown 
With walking once about the quadrangle, 

I come to t^ of commonwealth affairs. 

As for your spiteful false objections, 

Prove them, and I lie open to the law: 

But God in mercy so deal with luy soul. 

As I in duty love my king and country! 

But, to the matter that we have in hand; 

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 



Suf. Before we make election, give me leave 
To show some reason, of no little force. 

That York is most unmeet of any man. 

YarTe. I’ll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet: 

First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride; 

Next, if I be appointed for the place. 

My Lord of Somerset will keep me here, 

Without discharge, money, or furniture. 

Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands : 

Last time, I ^nced attendance on his will 
TUI Paris was besieged, famish’d, and lost. 

War. That can I witness; and a fouler fact 
Did never trtitor in the land commit. 

Suf. Peace, headstrong Warwick! 

War. Image of ptide, why should I hold my peace? 

Enter Horner, the Armourer, and his man Peter, 
guarded. 

Suf. Because here is a man accused of treason : 

Pray God the Duke of York excuse himself! 

York. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor? 
King. What mean’st thou, Suffolk ; tell roe, what are 
these ? 

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason : 


His words were these: that Richard Duke of York 
Was rightful heir unto tho English crown, 

And that your majesty was an usurper. 

King. Say, man, were these thy words ? 

Hot. An’t shall please your majesty, I never said 
nor thought any such matter: God is my witness, I am 
falsely accused by the viUain. 

Pet. By these ten bones, my lords, he did speak them 
to me in the garret one night, as we were scouring my 
Lord of York’s armour. 

York. Base dunghill villain and mechanical, 

III have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech. 

I do beseech your royal majesty, ' 

Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

JTor. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever t spake the 
words. My accuser is my ’prentice; and Vhen I did 
correct him for his fault the other day, he did vow 
upon his knees he wortid be even with ihe: I have 
ood witness of this : therefore I beseech yCur majesty, 
o not cast away an honest man for a villain’i accusation. 

King. Uncle, what shall we say to this b law? 

Olau. Hiis doom, my lord, if I may judge : 

I.et Somerset be regent o’er the French, 

Because ii) York this breeds suspicion: 

And let these have a day appointed them 
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For single combat m convenient place, 

For ho hath witness of his servant's malice: 

This is the law, and this Duke Humphrey's doom 
Som I humbly thank your royal majesty 
Hot And I accept the combat wiUingly. 

Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight, tor God's sake, 
pity my case The spite of man prevaileth against me 
0 Lord, have mercy upon me ! I shall never be able 
to fight a blow. O Lord, my heart* 

Gloii. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be hang'd 
King Away with them to prison, and the day of 
combat shall be the last of the next month Come, 
Somerset, we 11 see thee sent away [Fl&u/nsh, ExcutU 


Scene IV. — Gloucester's garden 

Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, Southwell, and 
Boungbroke 

Hume. Come, my masters; the duchess, I tell you, 
expects performance of your promises. 

Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore provided will 
her ladyship behold and hear our exorcisms^ 

Hume Ay, what else ? fear you not her courage 

Boling. 1 have heard her reported to be a woman of 
an mvmcible spirit: but it shall be convenient, Master 
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we be busy 



below : and so, I pray you, go, in God's name, and 
leave us. [ExU iZuwie] Mother Jourdain, be you pros- 
trate and grovel on the earth , J ohn Southwell, read 
you; and let us to our work. 

Enter Duchess aloft, Hume following 

Duch. Well said,* my masters, and welcome all. To 
this gear the sooner the better * 

Boling. Patience, good lady , wizards know their times 
Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night. 

The time of night when Troy was set on fire; 

The time when screech-owls cry and ban -dogs howl. 
An d spirits walk and ghosts break up their graves. 


That time best fits the work we have m hand 
Madam, sit you and fear not- whom we raise, 

We will make fast within a hallow'd verge 

[Here they do the ceremonies helonging, and make the 
circle, Bolingbroke or Southwell reads, Conjuro te, 
&c It thunders and lightens terribly, then the 
Spirit riseth. 

Spir Adsum. 

M Jourd Asmath, 

By the eternal God, whose name and power 
Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask; 

For, till thou speak, thou ahalt not pass from hence 
Spir. Ask what thou wilt That I had said and done 
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Boling, ‘First of tbo king : what shall of him become V 

[Reading out of a paper, 

Spir, The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

[As the Spirit speaks, Southwell whites the answer, 
Boling, *\Vhat fates await the Duke of Suffolk?’ 

Spir. By water shall he die, and take his end. 

Boling, ‘What shall befall the Duke of Somerset?’ 
Spir. Let him shun castles; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains 
Than where castles mounted stand. 

Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Boling, Descend to darkness and the burning lake! 
False fiend, avoid! [Thunder and lightning. Exit Spirit. 

Enter the Duke of York and the Duke of Buckingham 
vnth their Guard, and break in, 

York, Lay hands upon these traitoie and their trash. 
Beldam, 1 think we watch’d you at an inch. 

What, madam, are you there ? the king and commonweal 
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains: 

My lord protector will, I doubt it not. 

See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts. 

Lueh, Not half so bad as thino to England’s king, 
Injurious duke, that threatest where’s no cause. 

Buck. True, madam, none at all : what call you this ? 
Away with tliom ! let them be clapp’d up close, 

And kept asunder. You, madam, shall with us. 

Stafford, take her to thee. 

[Exeunt above Duchess and Hume, guarded. 
We’ll see your trinkets here all forthcoming. 

All, away ! [Exxant guard with Jourdain, Southwell, dc 
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York, Lord Buckingham, methinks, you watch’d her 
well : 

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon! 

Now, pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ. 

What have we here? 

‘The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death.’ 

Why, this is just 

‘Aio te, JRacida, Bomanos vincere posse.’ 

Well, to the rest; 

‘Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk ? 

By water shall he die, and take his end. 

\\^at shall betide the Duke of Somerset? 

Let him shun castles: 

Safer shall he bo upon the sandy plains 
Than where castles mounted stand.’ 

Come, come, my lords: 

These oracles are hardly attain’d, 

And hardly understood. 

The king is now in progress towards Saint Alban’s, 
'With him the husband of this lovely lady: 

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry them : 
A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. 

Buck, Your grace shall give me leave, my Lord of 
York, 

To be the post, in hope of his reward. 

York, At your pleasure, my good lord. Who’s within 
there, hoi 

Enter a Servingman. 

Invite my I.mds of Salisbury and Warwick 

To sup with me to-morrow night. Away! [Exeunt. 




ACT II. 

Scene I . — Saint Alban's. 


Enter the King, Queen, Gloucester, Cardinal, and 
Suffolk, with Falconers halloing. 

Queen. Believe me, lords, for flying at the brook, 

I saw not better sport these seven years’ day : 

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ; 

And, ten to one, old Joan hod not gone out. 

King But what a point, iny lord, your falcon 
made, 

Aud what a pitch she flow above the rest! 

To see how God in all his creatures works! 

Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. 

Suf. No marvel, an it like your majesty, 

My lord protector’s hawks do tower so well; 

They know their master loves to bo aloft, 

And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pitch. 

GUm. My lord, ’tis but a base ignoble mind 
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar. 

Car. 1 thought as much ; he would be above tbe 
clouds. 

Glou. Ay, my lord cardinal t how think you by that * 
Were it not good your grace could fly to heaven? 

King. The treasury of everlasting joy. 

Car. Thy heaven is on earth ; thine eyes and thoughts 
Beat on* a crown, the treasure of thy heart; 

Pernicious protector, dangerous peer. 

That smootnst it so with the king and commonweal! 
Olm. What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown per- 
emptory ? 

Tantsne animis coelestibus irm? 

Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such malice; 

With such holiness can you do it? 

Suf. No malice, sir; no more than well becomes 
So good a quarrel and so bad a peer. 

Olou. As who, my lord? 

Suf. Why, as you, my lord, 

An’t like your lordly lord-protectorship. 

Oltyu. Why, Suifolk, England knows thine insolence. 
Queen. And thy ambition, Gloucester. 

King. I prithee, peace, good queen. 

And whet not on these furious peers; 

For Uessed are the peacemakers on eartti. 


Car. Let me be blessed for the peace 1 make, 
Against this proud protector, with my sword 1 

Glou. \A^6 to 6’ar] Faith, holy uncle, would ’twort 
come to that! 

Car. \^As%de to Glou.'] Marry, when thou darcst 
Glou. \^Asul6 to Car.] Make up no factiou.s numbers 
for the matter; 

In thine own person answer thy abuse 

Car. [Aside to Glou.] Ay, where thou darest not peoj) • 
an if thou darest. 

This evening, on the east side of the grove. 

King. How now, my lords! 

Car. Believe me, (ousm Glouce.stei, 

Had not your man put up the lowl so suddenly, 

We had had more sport. [Aside to Glou] Come uilh 
thy two-hand sword. 

Glou True, uncle. 

Car. [Amde to Glou ] Are ye advised ? the cast side 
of the grove? 

Glou. [Aside to Car.] Cardinal, 1 am with you 
King. Why, how now, uncle Gloucester ' 

Glou. Talking of hawking, nothing else, my lord 
[Aside to Car] Now, by God’s mother, priest. I’ll shave 
your crown for this. 

Or ull my fence shall fail. 

Car. [Aside to Glou^ Mcdicc, teipsum — 

Protector, see to’t well, protect yourself 
King. The winds grow high; so do your stomachs, 
lords. 

How irksome is this music to my heart! 

When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ? 

I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife. 

Enter a Townsman of Saint Alban’s, crying ‘ A miracle !’ 

Glou. Wliat means this noise? 

Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim ? 

Tovms. A miracle! a miracle! 

Suf. Come to the king, and tell him w'hat miracle 
Towns. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban’s shrine, 
Witliin this half-hour, hath received his sight; 

A man that ne’er saw in his life before 

King. Now, God be praised, that to believing souls 
Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair! 
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Enter the Mayor of Saint Alban’s and his brethrm, 
bearing SufPCOX, between two in a chair, SlMPCOX’s 
Wife following. 

Car. Here comes the townsmen on procession. 

To present your highness with the man. 

King. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale. 
Although by his sight his sin he multiplied. 

Clou. Stand by, my masters : bring him near the king; 
His highness’ pleasure is to talk with him. 

King, Good fellow, teU us here the circumstance. 
That we for thee may glorify the ‘Lord. 

What, hast thou been long blind and now restored? 
Simp. Born blind, an’t please your grace. 

Wife. Ay, indeed, was he. 

Svf. Wliat woman is this? 

Wife. His wife, an’t like your worship. 

Olott. Hadst thou been his mother, thou couldst have 
better told. 

King. Where wert thou bom? 

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an't like your grace. 



King. Poor soul, God’s goodness hath been great to 
thee : 

Let never day nor night unhallow’d pass. 

But still remember what tibe Lord hath done. 

Queen. Tell me, good fellow, earnest thou here by 
chance. 

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine? 

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; being call’d 
A hundred times and oftener, in my sleep, 

By good Saint Alban ; who said, ' Simpcox, come, 

Come, ofTer at my shrine, and 1 will help thee.’ 

Wife. Most true, forsooth; and many time and oft 
Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 

Car. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me! 

Suf. How earnest thou so? 

Simp. A fall off of a tree. 

Wife. A plum-tree, master. 

O^. How long hast thou been blind? 

Simp. O, bom so, master. 

What, and wouldst dimb a tree ? 
Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 


Wife. Too trae ; and bought his climbing very dear. 
Olw. Mass, thou lovedst plums well, wat wouldst 
venture so. 

Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desired some damsons, 
And made me climb, with danger of my Ufe. 

Olou. A subtle knave! but yet it shall not serve. 

Let me see thine eyes: wink now: now open them: 

In my opinion yet thou see’st not well. 

Simp. Yes, master, dear as day, I thank God and 
Saint Alban. 

Olou, Say’st thou me so ? What colour is this cloak of? 
Sinp. Had, master; red as blood. 

Olou. Why, that’s wdl said. What colour is my 
gown of? 

Simp. Black, forsooth: coal-black as jet. 

King. Why, then, thou know’st what colour jet is of? 
St{f. And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 

Glou. But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a many. 
Wife. Never, before thu day, in all his life. 

Olou. Tell me, sirrah, what’s iny name? 

Simp. Alas, master, I know not. 

Glou. What’s his name ? 

Simp. I know not. 

Glow. Nor his? 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 

Glou. What’s thine own name? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, master. 
Glou. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest knave in 
Christendom. If thou hadst been bom blind, thou mightst 
as well have known all our names as thus to name the 
several colours we do wear. Sight may distinguish ol 
colours, but suddenly to nominate them all, it is impos- 
sible. My lords. Saint Alban here hath done a miracle ; 
and would ye not think his cunning to be great, that 
could restore this cripple to his legs again? 

Simp. O roaster, that you could! 

Glou. My masters of Saint Alban’s, have you not 
beadles in your town, and things called whips? 

Mag. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Glou. Then send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go ‘fetch the beadle hither straight. 

[Exit an AttendanL 

Olou. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by.' ' 

Now, sirrah, if you mean to save yourself &om whipping, 
leap me over this stool and run away. 

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone: 
You go about to torture me in vain. 

Enter a Beadle wUh whips. 

Glou. Well, sir, we must have you find your legs. 
Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over that same stool. 

Bead. I will, my lord. Come on, sirrah; off with 
your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, jnaster, what shall I do ? 1 am not able 
to stand. 

\^After the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps over the 
stool and run* away; and they follow and cry, 
*A miracle!’ 

King. O God, seest Thou this, and bearest so long? 
Queen. It made me laugh to see the villain run. 
Olou. Follow the knave, and take this <^b away. 
Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. . 

^ Olou. Let them be whipped through eveiv aarket-town, 
till they come to Berwick, from whence uiey came. 

[Exeunt Wife, Beadle, Mayor, ix. 
Car. Duke Humphrey has dona a miracle to-day. 
Suf. True, made the lame to leap and fly away. 
GUu. But you have done more miracles than I; 

You made>in a day, my brd, whole towns to fly. 
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Enter Buckingham. 

King What tidings with our cousin Buckingham? 
Bwk. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold. 

A sort' of naughty persons, lewdly* bent, • i«iirhi«»»u.i 7 

Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the protector's wife. 

The ringleader and head of all this rout, 

Have practised dangerously ^inst your state. 

Dealing with witches and wiUi conjurers: 

Whom we have apprehended in the fact; 
liaising up wicked spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henry’s hfc and death. 

And other of your highness’ privy-council; 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Car. [Aside to And so, my lord protector, by 

this means 

Your lady is forthcoming yet at London 

This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon's edge , 

’Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour 

Clou Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict my heait 
Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my powers , 


And, vanquish’d as I am, I yield to thee. 

Or to fhe meanest groom. 

Kmig O God, what nuschiefs work the wicked ones. 
Heaping confnsion on their own heads thereby! 

Queen. Gloucester, see here the tainturc of thy nest. 
And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 

Glou. Madam, for myself, to heaven 1 do appeal. 
How I have loved my king and commonweal. 

And, for my wife, I know not how it stands; 

Sorry 1 am to hear what I have heard: 

Noble she is, but if she have forgot 
Honour and virtue, and conversed with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

I bamsh her my bed and company, 

And mve her as a prey to law and shame. 

That hath dishonour’d Gloucester’s honest name. 

King. Well, for this night we will repose us here: 
To-morrow toward London back again. 

To look into this business thoroughly 

And call these foul uflcnders to their answers, 

And poise the cause in justice’ equal scales, 

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cau.ee prevails 

[Ftouruh Exeunt 



Scene II — London. The Duke of York’s garden. 
Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

York. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
Our simple supper ended, give me leave 
In this close walk to satisfy myself. 

In craving your opinion of my title, 

Which is infallible, to England’s crown 
Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at luil. 

War. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim be good. 
The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 

York. Then thus: 

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons : 

The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of Wales ; 
The second, William of Hatfield, and the third, 

Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom 
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster; 

The fifth was Edmund Langley, Duke of York; 

The sixth was Thomas of Woodstock, Duke of Gloucester ; 
William of Windsor was the seventh and last. 

Edward the Black Prince died before his father. 

And left behind him Bichatd, his only son. 


WTio after Edward the Third’s death reign’d as king; 
Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaster, 

The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 

Crown’d by the name of Henry the Fourth, 

Seized on the realm, deposed the rightful kiug, 

Sent his poor queen to France, from wlicnce she came, 
And him to Pomfret; where, as all you know. 

Harmless Richard was murder’d traitorously 
War. Father, the duke hath told the truth ; 

Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown 

For*. Which now they hold by force, and not by right; 
For Richard, the first son’s heir, being dead. 

The issue of the next son should have reign’d 

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an heir. 
York. The third son, Duke of Clarence, from whose 
line 

I claim the crown, had issue, Philippe, a daughter. 

Who married Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March: 
Edmund had issue, Roger Earl of March, 

Roger had issue, Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 

Sal This Edmund, in the reign of Bohngbroke, 

As I have read, laid claim unto the crown; 

And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king. 
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Who kept him in captivity till he died. 

But to the rest 

York. His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown. 

Married Richard Earl of Cambridge; who was son 
To Edmund Langley, Edvrard the Third’s fifth son. 

By her I claim the kingdom; she was heir 
To Roger Earl of March, who was the son 
Of Edmund Mortimer, who married Philippe, 

Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence: 

So, if the issue of the elder son 
Succeed before the younger, I am king. 

fYar. What plain proceeding is more plain than this ? 
Henry doth claim tlie crown from John of Qaunt, 

The fourth son; York claims it from the third. 

Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign : 

It fails not yet, but flourishes in thee 
And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. 

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together; 

And in this private plot be we the first 
That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, England’s king! 
York We thank you, lords. But I am not your king 
Till I be crown’d, and that ray sword be stain’d 
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster; 

And that’s not suddenly to be perform’d. 

But with advice and silent secrecy. 

Do you as I do in these dangerous days ; 

Wink at the Duke of Suffolk’s insolence. 

At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset’s ambition. 

At Buckingham and all the crew of them. 

Till they have snared the shepherd of the flock, 

That virtuous prince, the good Duke Humphrey : 

’Tis that they seek, and they in seeking that 
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy. 

Sal. My lord, break we off ; we know your mind at full. 
War. My heart assures me that the Earl of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a king. 

York And, Nevil, this I do assure myself: 

Richard shall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
The greatest man in England but the king. [Exomt. 

ScBSB III. — j 4 hall of jwAitc. 

Smvnd trumpets. EiUer the King, the Queen, Gloucester, 
York, Suffolk, and Salisbury ; the Duchess of Glou- 
cester, Margery Jourdain, ^uthwell^ Hume, and 
Bolingbroke, under guard. 

King. Stand forth. Dame Eleanor Cobham, Gloucester’s 
wife : 

In sight of God and us, your guilt is great : 

Receive the sentence of the law for sins 
Such as by God’s book are adjudged to death. 

You fbur, from hence to prison l^k again; 

From thence unto the place of execution: 

The witch in Smithfield shall be bum’d to ashes. 

And you three shall be strangled on the gallows. 

You, madam, for you are more nobly bom. 

Despoiled of your honour in your life, 

Shall, after three days’ open penance done. 

Live in your country here in banishment. 

With Sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man. 

Dueh. Welcome is banishment; welcome were my 
death. 

Olou. Eleanor, the law, thou see’st, hath judged thee : 
I cannot justify whom the law condemns. 

[Exeumt Duchess and other prisoners, guarded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 


Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground I 
I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go; 

Sorrow womd solace, and mine age would easR. 

King. Stay, Humphrey Duke of Gloucester : ere thou 

go. 

Give up thy staff: Henry will to himself 
Protector be; and God shall be my hope,' 

My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet: 

And go in peace, Humphrey, no less beloved 
Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 

Queen. I see no reason why a king of years 
Should be to be protected like a child. 

God and King Henry govern England’s realm. 

Give up your staff, air, and the king his realm. 

Glou. My staff? here, noble Henry, is niy staff; 

As willingly do I the same resign 
As e’er thy father Henry made it mine; 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it 
As others would ambitiously receive it. 

Farewell, good king: when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne! [Exit. 

Queen. Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret queen ; 
And Humphrey Duke of Gloucester scarce himself, 

That bears so shrewd a maim ; two pulls at once ; 

His lady banish’d, and a limb lopp’d off. 

This staff of honour raught, * thm* let it stand * *"**“• 
Where it best fits to be, in Henry’s hand. 

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine and hangs his sprays ; 
Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her youngest days. 

York Lords, let him go. Please it your majesty, 
'This is the day appointed for the combat ; 

And ready are the appellant and defendant, 

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists. 

So please your highness to behold the fight. 

Queen. Ay, good my lord ; for purposely therefore 
Left 1 the court, to see this quarrel tried. 

King. O’ God’s name, see the lists and all Ihin^ fit 
Here let them end it; and God defend the right! 

York I never saw a fellow worse bested. 

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 

The servant of this armourer, my lords. 

ErUer at one door, Horner, the Armourer, and his Reigh- 
bours, drinking to him so much that he is drunk; and 
he enters with a drum hefore him and his staff with a 
sand-bag fastened to it; and at the other door Peter, 
his man, with a drum and sandbag, and 'Prentices 
drinking to him. 

First Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you 
in a cup of sack: and fear not, neighbour, you shall 
dp well enough. 

Sec. Neigh. And here, neighbour, here’s a cup of 
chameco. * * * * 

Third Neigh. And here’s a pot of good double beer, 
neiiAbour: drink, and fear not your man. 

Hot. Let it come, i' faith, and I’ll pledge you all; 
and a fig for Peter! 

First ‘Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to t^: and be 
not afraid. } 

Sec. ’Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not bhy master: 
fight for credit of the ’prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all: drink, and pray for me, I 
pray you ; for I think 1 have taken my |ut draught 
in this world. Here, Robin, an if I die, ^ give thee 
my apron: and. Will, thou shalt have my hammer: and 
here, Tom, take all the money that I have. 0 Lord 
bless mot I pray God! for I am never able to deal 
with my master, he hath learnt so much fence already. 
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StU. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
Sirrah, what’s thy same ? 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. Peter! what more? 

Peter. Thump. 

Sal. Thump! then see thou thump thy master well. 

Hor. Mastere, I am come hither, as it were, upon 
my man’s instigation, to prove him a knave and my- 
self an honest man: and touching the Duke of York, 
I will take ray death, I never meant him any ill, nor 
the king, nor the queen: and therefore, Peter, have 
at thee with a downright blow! 

York. Dispatch : this knave’s tongue begins to double 
Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants I 

[Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes him down. 

ITor. Hold, Peter, hold I I confess, T confess treason. 

[Dus. 

York. Take away his weapon. Fellow, thank God, 
and the good wine in thy master’s way. 


Pder. 0 God, have I overcome mine enemy in this 
presence ? O Peter, thou bast prevailed in right ! 

King. Go, take hence that traitor from our sight; 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt: 

And God in justice hath reveal’d to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 

Which he had thought to have mimler’d wrongfully. 
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. 

[^und a fiounsh. Exeunt 

SCENK IV . — A street. 

Enter GiX)1ICE8TEH and his Sennngmen. in mourning cloal i 

Glou. Thus sometimes hath the brightest day a cloud, 
And after summer evermore succeeds 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold 
So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet 
Sirs, what’s o’clock? 

Serv. Ten, my lord 



Glou. Ten is the hour that was appointed me 
To watch the coming of my punish’d duchess : 

Uneath ’ may she endure the flinty streets, * 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 
The abject people gazing on thy face. 

With envious looks, laughing at thy ‘«hamo. 

That erst did follow thy proud chariot-wheels 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets 
But soft ! I think she comes ; and I ’ll prepare 
My tear-stain’d eyes to see her miseries. 

Enter the Duchess of Gloucester in a white sheet, and 
a taper burning in her hand ; with SlR John Stanley, 
the Sheriff, and Officers. 

Serv. So please your grace, we’ll take her from the 
sheriff. 

Oku. No, stir not, for your lives; let her pass by 
Duch. Come you, my lord, to see my open shame? 
Now thou dost penance too. Look how they gaze ! 

See how the giddy multitude do point, 

VOL in. 


And nod their heads, and throw ihcir eyes on thee ' 
Ah, Gloucester, hide thee from their hateful looks. 
And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame. 

And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine' 

Glou. Be patient, gentle Nell ; foiget this grief 
Duch. Ah, Gloucester, teach me to forget myself' 
For whilst I think I am thy married wife 
And thou a prince, protector of this land, 

Methinks 1 should not thus be led along. 

Mail’d* up in shame, with papers on my back, 

And follow’d with a rabble that rejoice 
To see my tears and hear my deep-fet groans 
The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet, 

And when I start, the envious people laugh, 

And bid me be advised how I tread. 

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke* 
’Trow’st thou that e’er I’ll look upon the world. 

Or count them happy that enjoy the sun? 

No; dark shall be my light and night my day; 

To think upon my pomp shall be my hell. 

Sometime T’U say, I am Duke Humphrey’s wife, 
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And he a prince and ruler of the laud: 

Yet so he ruled and such a prince he was 
As he stood by whilst J, his forlorn duchess, 

Was made a wonder and a pointing-stock 
To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild and blush not at my shame. 

Nor stir at nothing till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will ; 

For Suffolk, he that can do all in all. 

With her that hateth thee, and hates us all. 

And York and impious Beaufort, that false priest, 

Have all limed bushes to betray thy wings, 

And, fly thou how thou canst, they'll tangle thee: 

But fear not thou, until thy foot be snared. 

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

Glau. Ah, N^, forbear! thou aimest all awry; 

I must offend before I be attainted; 

And had I twenty times so many foes. 

And each of them had twenty times their power. 

All these could not procure me any scathe. 

So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 

Wouldst have me rescue thee from this reproach? 

Why. yet thy scandal were not wiped away. 

But I in danger for the breach of law. 

Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell: 

1 pray thee, sort thy heart to patience: 

These few days* wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. T summon your grace to his majesty’s parliament, 
lloklen at Bury the first of this next month. 

Gloii. And my consent ne’er ask’d herein before! 

This is close dealing. WeU, I will be there. 

[^ExU Herald. 

My Nell. I take my leave: and, master sheriff, 

Let not her jienancc exceed the king’s commission. 
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£Aer. An’t please your grace, here my commission stays, 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the Isle of Man. 

Gleni. Must you. Sir John, protect my lady here? 
Sian. So am I given in charge, may’t please your grace. 
OUya. Entreat her not the worse in that 1 pray 
You use her well: the world may laugh again; 

And 1 may live to do you kindness if 
You do it her: and so, Sir John, farewell! 

Dwk. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not farewell I 
GUm. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak. 

\Exeuni Gloucester and Servingmen. 
Duck. Art thou gone too ? all comfort go with thee ! 
For none abides with me: my joy is death; 

Death, at whose name I oft have been afear’d. 

Because 1 wish’d this world’s eternity 
Stanley, I prithee, go, and take me hence; 

I care not whither, for I beg no favour, 

Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan. Why, madam, that is to the Isle of Man. 
There to be used according to your state. 

Ihuh. That’s bad enough, for I am but reproach: 
And shall I then be used reproachfully? 

Stan, like to a duchess, and Duke Humphrey’s lady ; 
According to that state you shall be used. 

Euch. Sheriff, farewell, and better than I faro, 
Although thou hast been conduct^ of my shame * conductor 
Sher. It is my oflBice; and, madam, pardon me. 

DucA. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is dischaigcd. 
Come, Stanley, shall we go? 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this 
sheet, 

And go we to attire you for our journey. 

Duck. My shame will not be shifted with my sheet; 
No, it will hang upon my richest robes 
And show itself, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way; I long to see my prison. [Exeunt 




ACT III 


Scene I — The Albeij 

Sound a smnet. Enter the King, the Qdeen, Gakdinal 
Beaufort, Suffolk, York, Buckingiiam, Salisbury, and 
Warwick to the Parliament. 

King I muse my Lord of Gloucester is not come: 

Tis not his wont to be the hmdmost man, 

Whate’er occasion keeps him from us now. 

Queen. Can you not see? or will ye not observe 
The strangeness of his alter'd countenance: 

With what a majesty he bears himself, 

How insolent of late he is become. 

How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himself? 

We know the time since he was mild and affable, 

And if we did but glance a far-off look, 

Immediately he was upon his knee. 

That all tho court admired him for submission; 

But meet him now, and, be it in the morn. 

When every one will give tho time of day. 

He knits his brow and shows an angry eye. 

And passeth by with stiff unbowed miee. 

Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small cuts are not regarded when they grin; 

But great men tremble when the lion roars; 

And Humphrey is no little man in England. 

First note that ho is near you in descent. 

And should yon fall, he as the next will mount 
Me seemeth then it is no policy, 

Bespecting what a rancorous mind he bears 
And his advantage following your decease. 

That he should come about your royal person 
Or be admitted to your higlmess’ council. 

By flattery hath he won the commons* hearts. 

And when he please to make commotion, 

'Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him. 

Now 'tis tho spring, and weeds are shallow-rooted; 

Suffer them now, and they’ll o’ergrow tho garden. 

And choke the herbs for want of husbandly. 


at Bury St. Edmunds. 

The reverent care I bear unto my lord 
Made me collect these dangers m the duke. 

If it be fond, call it a woman’s fear. 

Which fear if better reasons can supplant, 

I will subscribe and say I wrong’d the duke. 

My Lord of Suffolk, Buckmghani, and York, 

Reprove my allegation, if you can ; 

Or else conclude my words cffectuaL 
Svf. Well hath your highness seen into tliis duke, 
And, had I first been put to speak iny mind, 

I tliiuk I should have told your grace’s tale. 

The duchess by his subornation. 

Upon my life, began her devilish practices ; 

Or, if he were not pnvy to those faults. 

Yet, by reputing* of his high descent, « pr«i«iof « 

As next the king he was successive heir. 

And such high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess 
By wicked means to frame our sovereira’s fall 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep; 

And in his simple show he harbours treason. 

The fox barks not when he would steal the lamb. 

No, no, my sovereign; Gloucester is a man 
Unsounded yet and full of deep deedt 
Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law. 

Devise strange deaths for small offences done? 

York. And did he not, in his protectorship. 

Levy great sums of money through the realm 
For smdiers’ pay in France, and never sent it? 

By means whereof the towns each day revolted. 

Buck. Tut, these are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time bring to light in smooth Duke Humphrey. 

King. My lords, at once: the care you have of us. 
To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot. 

Is worthy praise; but, shall I speak my conscience. 
Our kinsman Gloucester is as innocent 
FVom meaning treason to our royal person 
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As is the sucking lamb or harmless dove: 

The duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given 
To dream on evil or to w’ork my down&ll. 

Queen. Ah, what’s more dangerous than this fond 
affiance !' ' *'“***'* 

Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrow'd, 

For he’s disposed as the hateful raven: 

Is ho a lamb? his skin is surely lent him, 

For he’s inclined as is the ravenous wolf. 

Who cannot steal a shape that means deceit ? 

Take heed, my lord ; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 

HtUer SOHEBSST. 

Som All health unto my gracious sovereign! 

King. Welcome, Lord Somerset. What news from 
France ? 

Som. That all your interest in those territories 
Is utterly bereft you; all is lost. 

King. Cold news, Lord Somerset: but God’s will be 
done! 

Fork. [Aside.] Cold news for me; for I had hope 
of France 

As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud. 

And caterpillars cat my leaves away; 

But I will remedy this gear ere long. 

Or sell my title for a glorious grave. 

Knter GlXlOCESTEB. 

Glou. All happiness unto my lord the king! 

Fardon, my liege, that I have stay’d so long. 

Sv/. Nay, Gloucester, know that thou art come too 
soon. 

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art: 

I do arrest thee of high treason here. 

Glou. Well, Suffolk, thou shalt noi see me blush 
Nor change my countenance for this arrest: 

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. 

The purest spring is not so free from mud 
As I am clear from treason to my sovereign : 

Who can accuse me? wherein am I guilty? 

Fork. ’Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes of 
France, 

And, being protector, stayed the soldiers’ pay ; 

By means whereof his higimess hath lost France. 

Glou. Is it but thought so? what are they that 
think it? 

I never robb’d the soldiers of their pay. 

Nor ever bad one penny bribe from France. 

So help me God, as I have watch'd the night. 

Ay, night by night, in studying good for England, 

That doit that e’er I wrested from the king. 

Or any groat I hoarded to my use. 

Be brought against me at my tiial-day! 

No; many a pound of mine own proper store, 

Because I would not tax the needy commons. 

Have I dispuised to the garrisons. 

And never ask’d for restitution. 

Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so much, 
Glou. I say no more than truth, so help me God! 
Fork. In your protectorship you did devise. 

Strange tortures for offenders never heard of. 

That England was defamed by tyranny. 

Glou. Why, 'tis well known that, whUes 1 was protector. 
Pity was all the fault that was in me: 

For I should melt at an offendm's tears, 

And lowly words were ransom for their fault 
Unless it were a bloody murderer. 


[Act III. 

Or foul felonious thief that fleeced poor passengers, 

1 never gave them condign punishment: 

Murder indeed, that bloody sin, I tortured 
Above the felon or what trespass else. 

Suf. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly answered ; 
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge. 

Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 

I do arrest you in his highness’ name; 

And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your furtlier time of trial. 

King. My lord of Gloucester, ’tis my special hope 
That you wBl dear yourself from all suspect: 

My conscience tells mo you are innocent. 

Glou. Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerous; 
Virtue is choked with foul ambition. 

And charity chased hence by rancour's hand ; 

Foul subornation is predominant. 

And equity exiled your highness' land. 

I know their complot is to have my life. 

And if my death might make this island happy. 

And prove the period of their tyranny, 

I would expend it with all willingness: 

But mine is made the prologue to their play; 

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril, 

Will not conclude their plotted ti-agedy. 

Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab bis heart’s malice. 
And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 

Sharp Buckingham unburthens with bis tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart; 

And dogged York, that reaches at the moon. 

Whose overweening arm I have pluck’d back. 

By false accuse doth level at my life : 

And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest. 

Causeless have laid disgraces on roy head, 

And with your best endeavour have stirr’d up 
My liefest* liege to be mine enemy : " I'Mren. 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together — 

Myself had notice of your conventicles — 

And all to make away my guiltless life. 

I shall not want false witness to condemn me. 

Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt; 

The ancient proverb will be well effected : 

'A staff is quickly found to beat a dog.’ 

Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable: 

If those that care to keep your royal person 
From treason’s secret knife and traitors’ rage 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at. 

And the offender granted scope of speech, 

’Twill make them cool in zeal imto your grace. 

Suf. Hath he not twit our sovereim lady here 
With ignominious words, though clcrluy couch’d, 

As if she had suborned some to swear 
False allegations to o'erthrow his state? 

Queen. Bat*>I can give the loser leave to chide. 

Glou. For truer spoke than meant; I lose, indeed; 
Beshrew the winners, for they play’d me false! 

And well such loser! may have leave to sptek. 

Buck. He’ll wrest the sense and hold us here all day 
Lord cardinal, ho is your prisoner. 

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guanfl him sure. 
Glou. Ah ! thus King Henry throws awaj^ his crutch 
Before his legs be firm to 'near his body. 

Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side. 

And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee first. 

Ah, that n^ fear were false! ah, that it wtte! 

For, good !&ng Henry, thy decay I fear. [JSkU guarded. 

King. My lords, what to your wisdoms seemeth best^ 
Do or ui^o, as if ourself were here. 

Queen. A^at^ will your highness leave the parliament? 
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King. Av, Margaret ; my heart is drownM with grief. 
Whoso flood begins to flow within mine eyes, 

My body round engirt with misery, 

For what's more miserable than discontent? 

Ah, uncle Humphrey! in thy face I see 
The map of honour, tinith, and loyalty: 

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come 
That e'er 1 proved thee false or fear’d thy faith. 

What louring star now envies thy estate. 

That these great lords and Margaret our queen 
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life? 

Thou never didst them wrong nor no man wrong; 

And as the butcher takes away the calf. 

And binds the wretch, and boats it when it strays. 
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house. 

Even so remorseless have they borne him hence; 

And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 

Looking the way her harmless young one went. 

And can do nought but wail her darling’s loss. 

Even so myself bewails good Gloucester’s case 
With sad unhelpful tears, and witli dimm’d eyes 
Look after liim, and cannot do him good. 

So mighty are his vowed enemies. 

His fortunes I will weep, and 'twixt each groan 
Say, ‘Who’s® a traitor? Gloucester he is none.’ ®whoewii 
[Exeunt all bid Queen, Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk, 
and York; Somerset remains apart. 
Quern. Free lords, cold snow melts with the sun’s 
hot beams. 

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs, 

Too full of foolish pity, and Gloucester’s show 
Beguiles him as the mournful crocodile 
With sorrow snares relenting passengers, 

Or as the snake roll’d in a flowering bank, 

With shining checker’d slough, doth sting a child 
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 

Believe me, lords, were none more wise than 1 — 

And yet herein I judge mine own wit good — 

This Gloucester should be quickly rid the world, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him 
Car. That he should die is worthy policy, 

But yet WG want a colour for his death: 

'Tis meet he be condemn’d by course of law. 

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy : 

The king will labour still to save his life. 

The commons haply rise, to save his life , 

And yet we have but trivial argument, 

More than mistrust, that shows him worthy, death. 

York. So that, by this, you would not have him die. 
Suf. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I ! 

York. ’Tis York that hath more reason for his death. 
But, my lord cardinal, and you, my Ix)rd of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and speak it from your souls, 

Were't not all one, an empty eagle were set 
To guard the chicken fi*om a hungry kite, 

As place Duke Humphrey for the lung’s protector? 
Qibeen. So the poor chicken should be sure of death. 
Suf. Madam, ’tis true ; and were’t not madness, then. 
To make the fox surveyor of the fold ? 

Who being accused a crafty murderer. 

His guilt should be but idly posted over, 

Because his purpose is not executed. 

No; let him die, in that he is a fox. 

By nature proved an enemy to the flock, 

Before his chaps be stain’d with crimson blood, 

As Humphrey, proved by reasons, to my lie^e. 

And do not stand on quillets how to slay lum: 

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety. 

Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter how, 


So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates' him first that first intends deceit. ' checkmau* 
Queen. Thricc-noble Sullblk, 'tis resolutely spoke. 

Suf Not resolute, except so much were done; 

For things are often spoke and seldom meant: 

But that my heart accordeth with my tongue. 

Seeing the deed is meritorious. 

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe. 

Say but the word, and I will be his priest. 

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk, 
Ere you can take due orders for a priest: 

Say you consent and censure well the deed, 

And I’ll provide his executioner, 

I tender so the safety of my liege 

Suf. Here is irly hand, the deed is worthy doing 
Queen. And so say I. 

York. And I : and now wc three have spoke it, 

It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Post. 

Po.^i. Great lords, from Ireland am 1 come amain, 

To signify that rebels there are up, 

And put the Englishmen unto the sword : 

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betirne, 

Before the wound do grow uncurable; 

For, being green, there is great liojic of help 

Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient stop* 
^Vllat counsel give you in this weighty cause? 

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither: 

’Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ'd; 

Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 

Sort\. If York, with all his far-fci policy, 

Had been the regent there instead of me, 

He never would have stay’d in France so long 
York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done . 

I rather would have lost my life betimes 
Thau bring a burthen of dishonour home 
By staying there so long till all were hjst 
Show me one scar character’d on thy skin : 

Men’s flesh preserved so whole do seldom win. 

Q^ieen. Nay, then, this spark will prove a raging fire, 
If wind and fuel be brought to feed it wuli 
No more, good Yoik; sweet Somerset, be still: 

Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there, 

Might happily have proved far worse than his. 

York. What, worse than nought ? nay, then, a shame 
take all! 

Som. And, in the number, thee that wishest shame! 
Car. My Lord of York, try what your fortime is. 
The uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms, 

And temper clay with blood of Englisliincn : 

To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 

Collected choicely, from each county some, 

And try your hap against the Irishmen ? 

York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 

Svf. Why, our authority is his consent, 

And what wc do establish he confirms : 

Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 

York. I am content: provide me soldiers, lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 

Suf. A charge, Jjord York, that I will see perform’d 
But nbw return we to tlio false Duke Humphrey. 

Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with him 
That henceforth he shall trouble us no more. 

And so break off; the day is almost spent: 

Lork Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event. 

York. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days 
At Bristol I expect my soldiers; 

For there I'll ship them all for Imland. 
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Suf. I’ll see it trulf done, my Lord of York. 

[Ext/wtU all hU York, 
York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful thoughts, 
And change misdoubt to resolution: 

Be that thou hopest to be, or what thou art 
Resign to death ; it is not worth the enjoying : 

Let pale-faced fear keep with the mean born man, 

And find no harbour in a royal heart 

Faster than spring-time showers comes thought on thought, 

And not a thought but thinks on dignity. 

My brain, more busy than the labouring spider, 

Weaves t^ous snares to trap mme enemies. 

Well, nobles, well, ’tis politicly done. 

To send me packing with an host of men: 

I fear me you but warm the starved snake. 

Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting your hearts. 
’Twas men I lack’d, and you will give them me: 

1 take it kindly; yet be well assured 

You put sharp weapons in a madman’s hands. 

Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

I will stir up in England some black storm 
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell; 

And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 


Until the golden circuit on my head, 
like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams. 

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.* 

And, for a minister of my intent, 

I have seduced a headstrong Kentishman, 

John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can, 

Under the title of John Mortimer. 

In Ireland have I scon this stubborn Cade 
Oppose himself against a troop of kerns. 

And fought so long, till that his thighs with darts 
Were almost like a shatp-quill’d porpentine; 

And, in the end being rescued, I have seen 
Him caper upright like a wild Morisco, 

Shaking the bloody darts as he his bells. 

Full often, hke a shag-hair’d crafty kern. 

Hath he conversed with the enemy. 

And undiscover’d come to me again. 

And given me notice of their villanies. 

This devil here shall be my substitute; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead. 

In face, in gait, in ^[>eech, he doth resemble: 

By tliis I shall perceive the commons' mind. 



How they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say he be taken, rack’d, and tortured, 

I know no pain they can inflict upon him 
Will make him say I moved him to those arms 
Say that he thrive, as ’tis great like he will. 

Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength 
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d; 

For Humphrey being dead, as he shall be, 

And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exit. 

Scene II . — Bwy St. EdrmnSs. A room of state. 

Enter certain Murderers, hastily. 

First Mur. Run to my Lord of Suffolk ; let him know 
We have dispatch’d the duke, as he commanded. 

See. Mur. O that it were to do ! What have we- done ? 
Didst ever hear a man so penitent? 

Enter SUFFOLK. 

First Mur. Here comes my lord. 

Suf. Now, sirs, have you dispatch’d this thing? 

Firri Mur. Ay, my good lord, he’s dead. 

Suf. Why, that’s well said. Gto, get you to my house ; 


I will reward you for this venturous deed. 

The king and all the peers are here at hand 
Have you laid fair the bed? Is all things well. 
According as I gave directions ? 

First Mur. ’Tis, my good lord. 

Suf. Away! be gone [Exeunt Murderers, 

Sound trumpOa, Enter the King, the Queen, Cardinal 
Beaufort, Somerset, with AttendarUs. 

King. Go, call our uncle to our presence straight; 
Say we intend to try his grace to-day. 

If he be guilty, as ’tis published. 

Suf. I’ll call him presently, my noble lofd. [Exit. 
King. Lords, take your places; and, I p^y you all, 
Proceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle Gloucester 
Than from true evidence of good esteem ' 

Ho be approved in practice culpable. 

Queen. God forbid any malice should prefail. 

That faultless may condemn a nobleman! 

Fray God he may acquit him of suspicion I 
King. I thank thee, Meg; these words content me 
much. 
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Rt-tnUr Suffolk. 

How now I why look’st thou pale ? why trembleat thou ? 
Where is our uncle? what’s the matter, Sufifolk? 

Svf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloucester is dead. 
Quetn. Marry, God forfend! 

Car. God’s secret judgment; I did dream to-ni«^ht 
The duke was dumb and could not speak a word.° 

[The King swoom. 

Queen. How fares my lord? Help, lords! the Wing 
is dead. 

Som. Rear up his body ; wring him by the nose. 
Queen. Run, go, help, help ! O Henry, ope thine eyes! 
Suf. He doth revive again: madam, be patient. 

King. 0 heavenly God ' 

Queen. How fares my gracious lord ? 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign ' gracious Henry, comfort ' 
King. What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me? 
Came he right now to sing a raven’s note. 

Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers; 

And thinks he that the chirping of a wren. 

By crying comfort from a hollow breast. 

Can chase away the iirst-conceived sound? 

Hide not thy poison with such sugar’d words; 

Lay not thy hands on me; forbear, I say; 

Their touch afi'rights me as a serpent’s sting. 

Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight! 

Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding: 

Yet do not go away: come, basilisk. 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight; 

For in the shade of death I shall And joy; 

In life but double death, now Gloucester’s dead. 

Quern. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus? 
Although the duke was enemy to him. 

Yet he most Christian-Uke laments his death; 

And for myself, foe as ho was to me. 

Might liquid tears or heart-offending groans 
Or blood-consuming sighs recall his life, 

I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans. 

Look pale as primrose with blood-drinking sighs. 

And all to have the noble duke alive. 

What know 1 how the world may deem of me ? 

For it is known we were but hollow friends: 

It may be judged I made the duke away; 

So shall my name with slander’s tongue be wounded. 
And princes’ courts be fill’d with my reproach. 

This get I by his death: ay me, unhappy! 

To bo a queen, and crown’d with infamy ! 

King. Ah, woe is me for Gloucester, wretched man ! 
Queen. Be woe for me, more wretched than he ia 
What, dost thou turn away and hide thy face? 

I ana no loathsome leper; look on me. 

What! art thou, like the adder, waxt" deaf? 

Be TOisonous too and kill thy forlorn queen. 

Is m thy comfort shut in Gloucester's tomb? 

Why, then, dame Margaret was ne’er thy joy. 

Erect his statua and worship it, 

And make my imago but an alehouse sign. 

Was 1 for tli^ itig^ wreck’d upon the sea. 

And twice by awkward wind England’s bank 
Drove back a^n unto mv native dime? 

What boded uiis, but wdl forewarning wind 
Did seem to say, ‘Seek not a scorpion’s nest, 

RTor set no footing on this unkind shore 7’ 

What did I then, but cursed the gentle gusts 
And he that loosed them forth tlieir brazen caves; 
And bid them blow towards England’s blessed shore. 


Or turn our stem upon a dreadful rock? 

Yet .^lus would not be a murderer, 

But left that hateful office unto thee: 

The pretty-vaulting sea refused to drown me. 

Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown’d on shore. 
With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkindness: 

The splitting rocks cower’d in the sinking sands. 

And would not dash me with their ragged sides. 
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they. 

Might in thy palace perish Margaret. 

As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs. 

When from thy shore the tempest beat us back, 

I stood upon the hatches in the storm, 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land’s view, 

I took a costly jewel from my neck, 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds. 

And threw it towards thy land: the sea received it, 
And so I wish’d thy body might my heart: 

And even with tliis I lost fair England’s view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with ray heart, 

And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles. 

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coa.st. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk’s tongue. 

The agent of thy foul inconstancy. 

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did 
When he to madding Dido would unfold 
His father’s acts commenced in burning Troy ! 

Am I not witch’d like her ? or thou not false like him ? 
Ay me, I can no more ! die, Margaret ! 

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long. 

Noise within. Enter Wabwicr, Salisbury, and many 
Commons. 

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign. 

That good Duke Humphrey traitorously is murder’d 
By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort’s means. 

The commons, like an angiy hive of bees 
That want their leader, scatter up and down 
And care not who they sting in his revenge. 

Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny. 

Until they hear the order of his death. 

King. That he is dead, good Warwick, ’tis too true; 
But how he died God knows, not Henry: 

Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse. 

And comment then upon his sudden death. 

War. That shall 1 do, my liege. Stay, Salisbury, 
With the rude multitude till I return. [Exit 

King. O Thou that judgest all things, stay my 
thoughts. 

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul 
Some viment hands were laid on Humphrey’s life ' 

If my suspect be false, forgive me, God, 

For judgment only doth belong to thee. 

Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears. 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk. 

And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling; 

But all in vain are these mean obseejuies; 

And to survey his dead and earthy image. 

What were it but to make my sorrow greater? 

Re-enter WARWICK and ethers, hearing GLOUCESTER’S 
body on a bed. 

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view this body. 
King. That is to see how deep my grave is made; 
For with his soul fled all my worldy solace. 

For seeing him I see my life in death. 
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War. As suiely as my soul intends to livo 
With that dread King Idiat took our state upon him, 
To free us from his iather’s wrathful curse, 

I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 

Svjf. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue! 
What instance gives Lord Warwick for his vow ? 

War. See how the blood is settled m his face, 

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost,* 

Of ashy semblance meagre, pale, and bloodless, 

Being all descended to the labouring heart; 

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death. 

Attracts the same for aidance ’gainst the enemy. 


Which with the heart Uicre cools, and ne'er retumeth 
To blush and beautify the cheek again. 

But see, his face is black and full of blood, 

His oye-baUs further out than when he lived, 

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man; 

His hair uprear’d, liis nostrils stretched with struggling. 
His hands abroad display'd, as one that grasp'd 
And tugg'd for life, and was by strength 'subdued 
Look, on the sheets his hair, you see, is sticking: 

His well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged. 
Like to the summer’s com by tempest lodged. 

It cannot be but he was mu^er’d here : 

The least of aU these signs were probable. 



Suf. 'Why, Warwick, who should do the duke to death ? 
Mysdf and ]^ufort had him in protection; 

And we, £ hope, sir, are no murderers. 

War. But both of you were vow’d Duke Humphrey’s 
foes. 

And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep: 

’Tis like you would not feast him like a fnend; 

And 'tis well seen he found an enemy. 

Queen. Then you, belike, suspect these noblemen 
As guilty of Duke Humphrey’s timeless death 

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding fresh, 
And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, 

But will suspect ’twas ho that made the slaughter? 
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's nest, 


But may imagine how the bird was dead. 

Although the kite soar with unbloodied Wk? 

Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

Queen. Are you the butcher, Suffolk ? Where’s youi 
knife ? 

Is Beaufort term’d a kite? Where are his ialonst 
JSuf. I wear no knife to slaughter sleeping men; 

But here’s a vengeful sword, rusted with ease, 

'That shall be scoured in his rancorous hearty 
That slanders me with murder’s crimson bai^. 

Say, if thou darest, proud Lord of Warwickmire, 

That I am faulty in Duke Humphrey’s death. 

. [.Exeunt Cardinal, Somersei, and tdhers. 

War. What dares not Warwick, if false Suffolk dare him ? 
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Qvmu. He dares not calm his contumelious spirit 
Nor cease to be an arrogant controller. 

Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times. 

WcLT, Madam, be still ; with reverence may I say j 
For every word you speak in his belialf ’ 

Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Suf. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour I 
If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much. 

Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stern untutor’d churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip; whose fruit thou art 
And never of the Nevils’ noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee. 
And I should rob the death.sman of his fee. 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames. 

And that my sovereign’s presence makes me mild, 

I would, false, murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech. 

And say it was thy mother that thou mean’st^ 

That thou thyself wast born in bastardy ; 

And after all this fearful homage done, 

Uive thee thy hire and send thy soul to hell. 

Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men I 

Suf. Thou shalt be waking while I shed thy blood, 
If from this presence thou darest go with me. 

War. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence: 
Unworthy though thou art. I’ll cope with thee. 

And do some service to Duke Humphrey’s ghost. 

[Exeunt Suffolk and Warwick. 
King What stronger breastplate than a heart untainted ! 
Thrice is he armed that hath his quarrel just, 

Ami he hut naked, though lock’d up in steel, 

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

M noise within. 

Queen, What noise is this? 

Re-enter Suffolk and Warwick, with fheir weapons 
drawn. 

King. Why, how now, lords ! your wrathful weapons 
drawn 

Here in our presence ! dare you be so bold ? 

Why. what tumultuous clamour have we here ? 

Hwf, The traitorous Warwick with the men of Bury 
Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

Sal. [7b the Commons, entering,'] Sirs, stand apart; 
the king shall know your mind. 

Dread lord, the commons send you word by me. 

Unless Lord Suffolk straight be done to death, 

Or banished fair England's territories. 

They will by violence tear him from your palace. 

And torture him with grievous lingering death. 

Th^y say, by him the good Duke Humphrey died ; 
They say, in him they fear your highness' death; 

And mere instinct of love and loyalty. 

Free from a stubborn opposite intent. 

As being thought to contradict your liking, 

Makes ^em thus forward in his banishment. 

They say, in care of your most royal person. 

That if your highness should intend to sleep 
And charge that no man should disturb your rest 
In pain of your dislike or pain of death. 

Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict, 

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue, 

That sUly glided towards your majesty. 

It were but necessary you wei*e waked. 

Lest, being suffer’d in that harmful slumber, 

The mortd worm might make the sleep eternal; 

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
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That they will guard you, whether you will or no. 

From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is. 

With whose envenomed and fatal sting, 

Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 

They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 

Commons. {Within^ An answer from the king, my 
Lord of Salisbury I 

Snf, 'Tis like the commons, rude, unpolish’d hinds. 
Could send such message to their sovereign: 

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd, 

To show how quaint an orator you are : 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won 
Is, that he was the lord ambassador 
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 

Commons. [Within.] An answer from the king, or 
we will all break in ! 

King. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 

I thank them for their tender loving care , 

And had I not been cited so by them, 

Yet did I purpose as they do entreat; 

For, sure, my thoughte do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk's means : 

And therefore, by His majesty I swear, 

Whose far unworthy deputy I am. 

He shall not breathe infection in this air 
But three days longer, on the pain of death. 

[Exit Salisbury. 

Queen. 0 Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk! 
King. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle Suffolk! 
No more, I say: if thou dost plead for him, 

Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 

Had I but said, I would have kept my word. 

But when I swear, it is irrevocable. 

If, after three days’ space, thou here be’st found 
On any ground that I am ruler of, 

The world shall not be ransom for thy life. 

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with rne ; 

I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exmnt all but Queen and Suffolk. 
Queen. Mischance and sorrow go along with you! 
Heart’s discontent and sour affliction 
Be playfellows to keep you company' 

There’s two of you; the devil make a third! 

And tlireefold vengeance tend upon your steps! 

Suf. Cease, gentle queen, tliesc cxecnitions, 

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

Queen. Fie, coward woman and soft-liearted wretch ! 
Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemy ? 

Suf. A plague upon them! wherefore should I curse 
them ? 

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan, 

I would invent as bitter-searcliing terms, 

As curst, as harsh and horrible to hear, 

Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth, 

< With full as many signs of deadly hate, 

As lean-faced Envy in her loathsome cave : 

My tongue should stumble m mine earnest \rords; 

Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint; 

Mine hair be fix’d on end, as one distract; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban : 

And even now my burthen'd heart would break, 

Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink! 

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste! 
Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees ! 

Their chiefest prospect murdering basilisks ! 

Their softest touch as smart as lizards’ stings! 

Their music frightful as the serpent’s hiss. 

And boding screech-owls make the concert full! 

All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell — 

28 
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Queen. Enoush, sweet Suffolk ; thou torment’st thyself; 
And these dread curses, like the sun 'gainst glass. 

Or like an overcharged gun, recoil. 

And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

Suf. You bade me ban. and will you bid me leave? 
Now, by the ground that I am banish’d from, 

"Well could I curse away a winter’s night, 

'rhough standing naked on a mountain top. 

Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 

And think it but a minute spent in sport. 

Queen. O, let me entreat thee cease. Give me thy 
hand. 

That I may dew it with my mournful tears; 


Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place. 

To wash away my woful monuments. 

O, could this kiss be printed in thy hand. 

That thou mightst think upon these by the seal. 
Through whom a thousand sighs are breatlied for thee I 
So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief; 

‘Tis but surmised whiles thou art standing by. 

As one that surfeits thinking on a want. ' 

I will repeal thee, or, be well assured, 

Adventura to be lumished myself: 

And banished I am, if but from thee. 

Go; speak not to me; even now be gone. 

0, go not yeti Even thus two friends condemn’d. 



Embrace and kiss and take ten thousand leaves, 
Loather a hundred -times to part than die. 

Yet now farewell ; and farewell life with thee ! 

<St^. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banish’d; 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 
’Tis not the land I care for, wert thou thence; 

A wilderness is populous enough. 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company: 

For where thou art, there is the world itself. 

With every several pleasure in the world. 

And where thou art not, desolation. 

1 can no more: live thou to enjoy thy life; 
Myself no joy in nought but that thou livest. 


Enter Vaux. 

Queen. Whither goes Vaux so fast? what news, I 
prithee ? 

Vaux. To signify unto his majesty 
That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of deatfi; 

For suddenly a grievous sickness took hinl. 

That makes him gasp and stare and catch' the air. 
Blaspheming God and cursing men on ear^. 

Sometime he talks as if Duke Humphrey’^' ghost 
Were by his side; sometime he calls the king. 

And whispers to his pillow, as to him. 

The secrets of his overcharged soul: 
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And I am sent to tell his majesty 
That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Quun, Go tell this heavy message to the king. 

[Exit Vattx, 

Ay me! what is this world! what news are these! 

But wherefore ^ieve I at an hour’s poor loss^ 

Omitting Suffolk's exile, my soul’s treasure? 

Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee. 

And with the southern clouds contend in tears, 

Theirs for the earth’s increase, mine for my sorrows? 
Now get thee hence : the king, thou know’st, is coming ; 
If thou bo found by me, thou art but dead. 

Siif, If I depart from thee, I cannot live; 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap? 

Here could I breathe my soul into the air 
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe 
Dying with mother's du^ between its lips: 

Where, * from thy sight, I should be raging mad, * 

And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes, 

To liavo thee with thy lips to stop my mouth; 

So shoulJat thou either turn my flying soul, 

Or I should breathe it so into thy body. 

And then it lived in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee were but to die in jest; 

From thee to die were torture more than death: 

0, let mo stay, befall what may befall! 

Queen. Away! though parting be a fretful corrosive, 
Tt is applied to a deathful wound. 

To France, sweet Suffolk: let me hear from thee; 

For wheresoe'er thou art in this world’s globe. 

I’ll have ah' Iris that shall find thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Queen. And lake my heart with thee. 

Suf. A jewel, lock’d into the wofuU’st cask 
T!iat ever did contain a thing of worth. 

Kven as a splitted bark, so sunder we: 

This way fall I to death. 

Queen, This way for me. 

{Exeunt severally. 


Scene III . — A hedcJiamher. 

Enter the King, Sausbury, Warwick, to the Cardinal 

in hed. 

King. How fares my lord? speak, Beaufort, to thy 
sovereign. 

Car. If thou be’st death. I’ll give thee England’s 
treasure, 

Enough to purchase such another island, 

So tiiou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

King. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 

Where death’s approach is seen so terribh!! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee. 
Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will. 

Died he not in his bed ? where should he die ? 

Can I make men live, whether they wdll or no ? 

O, torture me no more ! 1 will confess. 

Alive again? then show me where he is: 

I’ll give a thousand pound to look upon him. 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. 

Comb down liis hair ; look, look ! it stands upviglit, 
Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul. 

Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that 1 bought of him. 

King. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
liook with a gentle eye upon this wretch! 

O, beat aw’ay the busy meddling fiend 
That lays strong siege unto this wretch’s soul, 

And from his bosom purge this black despair! 

War. See, how the pangs of death do make him grin ! 
Sal. Disturb him not; let him pass peaceably. 

King. Peace to his soul, if God’s good pleasure be! 
Lord cardinal, if thou think’st on heaven’s bliss, 

Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. 

He dies, and makes no sign. 0 God, forgive Inm! 
War. So bad a death argues a monstrous life. 

King. Forbear to judge, for wc are sinners all. 

Close up his eyes and draw the curtain close; 

And let us all to meditation. {Exennt 




ACT IV. 


Scene I. — The coast of Keni. 


Alarum. Fight at sea. Ordnance goes off. Enter a 
Captain, a Master, a Master's Mate, Walter Whit* 
HOKE, and others; with them Suffolk, and others, 
prisoners. 

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful* day 
Is crept into the b^m of the sea; i oo«n«»i«»ta. 

And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 
That dr^ the tragic melancholy night; 

Who, with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings. 

Clip dead men’s graves and from their misty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 

Therefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize; 

For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 

Here shall they make their ransom on the sand. 

Or with their blood stain this discolour’d shore. 

Master, this prisoner freely give I thee; 

And thou that art his mate, make boot of this; 

The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy share. 

First Gent. What is my ransom, roaster ? let me know. 
Mast. A thousand crowns, or el% lay down your head. 
Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes yours. 
Cap. What, think you much to pay two thousand 
crowns. 

And bear the name and port of gentlemen? 

Cut both the villains’ throats ; for die you shall ; 

The lives of those which we have lost in fight 
Be counterpoised with such a petty sum I 
First Gent. I’ll give it, sir; and therefore spare my 
life. 

Sec. Geni. And so will I, and write home for it straight. 
WhU. I lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard. 
And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die; [To Suf. 
And so should these, if I might have my will. 

Cap. Be not so rash ; take ransom, let him live. 

Svf. Look on my George; I am a gentleman: 

Bate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid. 


Whit. And so am I ; my name is Walter Whitmore. 
How now! why start’st thou? what, doth death affright? 

Suf. The name affrights me, in whose sound is deatii. 
A cunning man did calculate my birth. 

And told me that by water I should die: 

Yet let not this make thee bo bloody-minded ; 

Thy name is Gaultier, being rightly sounded. 

Whit. Gaultier or Walter, which it is, I care not. 
Never yet did base* dishonour blur our name. 

But with our sword we wiped away the blot; 

Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge. 

Broke be my sword, my arms tom and defaced. 

And I proclaim’d a coward through the world! 

Suf. Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is a prince, 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 

Whit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in rags! 

Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke: 
Jove sometime went disguised, and why not I? 

Cap. But Jove was never slain, os thou shalt be. 
Siff. Obscure and lowly swain. King Henry’s blood. 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 

Must not be shed by such a jaded groom. 

Hast thou not kiss’d thy hand and held my stirrup? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule. 

And thought thee happy when I shook my head? 

How often hast thou waited at my cup. 

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the board, 
When I have feasted with Queen Margaret? 

Remember it and let it make thee crest-fall’n. 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride; 

How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood. 

And duly waited for my coming forth? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf. 

And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 

Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn swain ? 
Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath me. 
Suf. Blue slave, thy words are blunt, and so art thou. 
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Caf, Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's side 
Strike off his head. 

Buf. Thou darest not, for thy own. 

Ca^. Yes, Pole. 

Buif. Pole i 

Cap. Pool! Sir Pool! lord! 

Ay, kennel, puddle, sink; whose filth and dirt 
Troubles the silver spring where England drinks. 

Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth 
For swallowing the treasure of the realm : 

Thy lips that kiss’d the queen shall sweep the ground ; 
And thou that smiledst at good Duke Humphrey’s d«» a trh 
Aminst the senseless winds shalt grin in vain, 

'ViHio in contempt shall hiss at thee again: 

Aud wedded bo thou to the hags of hell, 

For daring to affy a mighty lord 
Unto the daughter of a worthless king, 

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

By devilish policy art thou grown great 
And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorged 
With gobbets of thy mother’s bleeding heart. 

By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France, 

The false, revolting Normans thorough thee 

Disdain to call us lord, and Picardy 

Hath slain their governors, surprised our forts. 

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 

The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all. 

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain. 

As hating thee, are rising up in arms: 

And now the house of York, thrust from the crown 
By shameful muider of a guiltless king. 

And lofty, jroud, encroaching tyranny. 

Burns with revenging fire; whose hopeful colours 
Advance our half-faced sun, striving to shine. 

Under the which is writ 'Invitis nubibus.’ 

The commons hero in Kent are up in arras: 

And, to conclude, reproach and beggary 
Is crept into the palace of our king, 

And all by thee. Away! convey him hence. 

Svif. O that I were a god, to shoot forth thunder 
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges! 

.Small things make base men proud : this villain here, 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus the strong Illyrian pirate. 

Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-hives: 

It is impossible that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me: 

I go of message from the queen to France; 

I charge thee waft mo safely cross the Channel. 

Cap. Walter — 

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy death. 
Suf. ‘Gelidus timer occupat artus ;’ it is thee I fear. 
Whit. Thou shalt have cause to fear before 1 leave 
thee. 

What, are ye daunted now? now will ye stoop? 

FirU Cent. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak him 
fair. 

Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stem and rough. 
Used to command, untaught to plead for favour. 

Far be it we should honour such as these 
With humble suit: no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block than these knees bow to any, 

Save to the God of heaven and to my king; 

And sooner dance upon a bloody polo 
Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar groom. 

True nobility is exempt from fear: 

More can I bear than you dare exMute. 

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 


Suf. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can. 

That this my death may never be forgot! 

Great men oft die by vile bezouians:* 

A Boman sworder and banditto slave 
Murder’d sweet Tully; Brutus’ bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Ctesar; savage islanders 
Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies by pirates. 

[JExeunt Whitmore and othere with Suffolk. 

Cap. And as for these whose ransom we have set. 

It is our pleasure one of them depart: 

Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Extant all but the First Gentleman. 

Be-enter Whithore wUE Suffolk’s body. 

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body lie. 

Until the queen his mistress bury it. [Exit. 

First Gent. 0 barbarous and bloody spectacle! 

His body will I bear unto the king: 

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends; 

So will the queen, that living held him dear. 

[ExU with the body. 

Scene II. — Blackheath. 

Enter George Bevis and John Holland. 

Bevie. Come, and get thee a sword, though made of 
a lath: they have been up these two days. 

IToll. They have the more need to sleep now, then. 

Bevia. I tell thee. Jack Cade the clothier means to 
dress the commonwealth, and turn it, and set a new nap 
upon it. 

Iloll. So he had need, for ’tis threadbare. Well, I 
say it was never merry world in England since gentle- 
men came up. 

Bems. O miserable age ! virtue is not regarded in 
handicrafts-men. 

Ifoll. The nobility think scorn to go in leather aprona 

Bevis. Nay, more, the king’s council are no good 
workmen. 

IFoll True ; and yet it is said, labour in thy vocation; 
which is as much to say as, let the magistrates be labour- 
ing men; and therefore should we be magistrates. 

Bevis. Thou hast hit it; for there's no better sign of 
a brave mind than a hard hand. 

Ifoll. 1 see them ! I see them ! There’s Best’s son, 
the tanner of Wingham — 

Bevis. He shall have the skin of our enemies, to make 
d(^s leather of. 

JIM. And Dick the butcher — 

Bevis. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and ini- 
quity’s throat cut like a calf. 

Holl. And Smith the weaver — 

Bevis. Algo, their thread of life is spun. 

Holl. Come, come, lot’s fall in with them. 

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick Butcher, Smith the Weaver, 
and a Sawyer, with infinite numbers 

Cade. We, John Cade, so termed of our supposed 
1* Et/h cr 

Dick. [Aside:\ Or rather, of stealing a cade of herrings. 

Cade. For our enemies shall fell before us — inspired 
with the spirit of putting down kings and princes. — Com- 
mand silence. 

Dick. Silence ! 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer — 

Dick. [Aside.] He was an honest man, and a good 
bricklayer. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet — 

Dick. [Asidel] I knew her well ; she was a midwife. 
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Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies — 

Dide. She was, indeed, a pedler's daughter, 

and sold many laces. 

Smith. But now of late, not able to travel 

with her tarred pack, she washes bucks here at home. 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 

Dick. [Aside.] Ay, by my tkith, the field is honour- 
able; and there was he bom, under a hedge, for his father 
had never a house but the cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Smith. [Aside.] A* roust needs; for beggary is 
valiant 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

Dick. [Astdr.] No question of that; for I have seen 
him whipped three market-days together. 

Cade. 1 fear neither sword nor fire. 

iSmitA [Aside.] He need not fear the sword; for his 
coat is of proof. 

Dick. [Asitfe.] But methinks he should stand in fear 
of fire, being burnt i’ the hand for stealing of sheep. 

Cade. Be brave, then ; for your captain is brave, and 
vows reformation. There shall be in England seven half- 
penny loaves sold for a penny : the three-hooped pot shall 
have ten hoops; and 1 will make it felony to drink 
small beer: all the realm shall be in common; and in 
Cheapside shall my palfry go to grass: and when 1 am 
king, as king I will be — 

All. God save your majesty! 

Cade. I thank you, go^ people : there shall be no 
money ; all shall eat and drink on my score ; and I 
will apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree 
like brothers and worship me their lord. 

l^ck. The first thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lament- 
able thing, that of the skin of an innocent lamb should 
be made parchment ? that parchment, being scribbled 
o’er, should undo a man ? Some say the bee stings : 
but I say, 'tis the bee’s wax; for 1 did but seal once 
to a thing, and I was never mine own man since. How 
now! who’s there? 

Bnter some, brintfing forward the Clerk of Chatham. 

Smith. The clerk of Chatham : he can write and read 
and cast accompt. 

Cade. O monstrous ! 

Smith. We took him setting of boys' copies. 

Cade. Here’s a villain ! 

Smith. H’as a book in bis pocket with red letters in’t. 

Cade. Nay, then, he is a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write court- 
liand. 

Cade. I am sorry for't: the man is a proper man, of 
mine honour ; unless I find him guilty, he shall not die. 
Come hither, sirrah, I must examine thee: what is thy 
name ? 

Clerk. Emmanuel 

Dick. They use to uTite it on the top of letters: 
'twill go lurd with you. 

Cade. Let me alone. Dost thou use to write thy 
name? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an honest 
plain-dealing man ? 

CUrk. Srr, I thank God, I have been so well brought 
up that I can write my name. 

All. He hath confened : away with him I he’s a vil- 
lain and a traitor 

Cade. Away with him, I say! hang him with his 
pen and ink-horn about his neck. 

[Exit one with the Clerk. 


Enter Michael. 

Mieh, Where’s our general ? 

Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

Mieh. Fly, fly, fly! Sir Humphrey Stafford and his 
brother are hard by,* with the king’s forces. 

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I'll fell thee down. 
He shall be encountered with a man as- good as him- 
self: he is but a knight, is a’? 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a knight 
presently. [Kruels.] Else up Sir John Mortimer. [i2»ses.] 
Now have at him! 

Enter SlR Humphret Stafford and his Brother, with 
drum and soldiers. 

Staf, Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the gallows, lay your weapons down; 

Home to your cotta^, forsake this groom : 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. 

Bro. But angry, wrathful, and inclined to blood, 

If you go forward ; therefore yield, or die. 

utide. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not:’ 
It is to you, good people, that I speak, ’ "‘• 

Over whom, in time to come, I hope to reign ; 

For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plasterer; 

And thou thyself a shearman, art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

Bro. And what of that? 

Cade. Marry, this : Edmund Mortimer, £ai‘l of March, 
Married the Duke of Clarence’ daughter, did he not? 
Staf. Ay, sir. 

Cade, her he had two children at one birth. 

Bro. That’s false. 

Cade. Ay, there’s the question ; but I say, ’tis true : 
The elder of them, being put to nurse, 

Was by a beggar-woman stolen away; 

And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, ^ 
Became a bricklayer when he came to age: 

His son am I; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, ’tis' too true; therefore he shall be king. 
Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father’s house, 
and the bricks are alive at this day to testify it ; there- 
fore deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s words. 
That speaks he knows not what? 

All. Ay, many, will we; therefore get ye gone. 

Bro. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught you 
this. 

Cade. [Aside.] He lies, for I invented it myself. 

Go to, sirrah, tell the king from me, that, for his father’s 
sake, Henry the Fifth, in whose time boys went to span- 
counter for French crowns, I am content he shall reign ; 
but I’ll be protector over him. 

Dick. And furthermore, we’ll have the Lord Say’s 
head for selling the dukedom of Maine. 

Cade. And good reason ; for thereby is England maimed, 
and fain to go with a staff, but that my puissance holds 
it up. Fellow kings, I tell you that that L^ Say hath 
gelded the commonwealth, and made it an funucli : and 
more than that, he can speak French ; and <tthercfore he 
is a traitor. 

Staf. 0 gross and miserable ignorance I 
Cade. Nay, answer, if you can: the FMhchmen are 
our enemies ; go to, (hen, I ask but this : can he that 
speaks with the tongue of an enemy be a>good coun- 
sellor. or no? 

All. No, no; and therefore we’ll have hiS head. 
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Bro. Well, seeiog gentle words will not prevail 
Assail them with the army of the king. 

SU^f^ Herald, away j and throughout every town 
Proclaim them traitors that arc up with Cade- 
That those which fly before the battle ends ’ 

May, oven in their wives’ and children’s sight. 

Be hang’d up for example at their doors; 

And you that be the king’s friends, follow me. 

[EcuurU the two Staffords, and soldiers. 
Cade. And you that love the commons, follow me. 
Now show yourselves men; ’tis for liberty. 

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman: 

Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon; 

For they are thrifty honest men, and such 
As would, but that they dare not, take our parts. 

Duk. They are all in order and march toward us. 
Cade. But then are we in order when we are most 
out of order. Come, march forward. [^Exmnt. 

Scene III. — Another part of Dladkheuth. 

Alarums to the fight, wherein both the Staffords are slain. 
Enter Cade and the rest. 

Cade. Where’s Dick, the butcher of Ashford ? 

Dick. Here, sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen, 
and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in 
thine own slaughter-house : therefore thus will I reward 
thee, the Lent shall be as lung again as it is ; and thou 
shall have a license to kill for a hundred lacking one. 
Dick. I desire no more. 

Cade. Ai*d, to speak truth, thou deservest no less. 
This monument of the victory will I bear [putting an 
Sir Humphrey's bngandine] ; and the Wlies shall be 
dragged at luy horse heels till I do come to Tx>ndon, 
where we will have the mayor’s sword home before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break open 
the gauls and let out the prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let’s 
inarch towards London. [^eeurU. 

Scene IV. — London. The palace. 

Enter the King with a supplication, and the QuEBN v)ith 
Suffolk’s head, the Duke of Buckingham, and the 
Lord Say. 

Queen. Oft have I heard that grief softens the mind. 
And makes it fearful and degenerate; 

Think therefore on revenge and cease to weep. 

But who can cease to weep and look on this? 

Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast: 

But where’s the body that 1 should embrace? 

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the mhcls’ 
supplication ? 

King. I’ll send some holy bishop to entreat; 

For God forbid so many simple souls 
Should perish by the sword! And I myself, 
llatlier than bloody war shall cut them short. 

Will parley with Jack Cade their general: 

But stay. I’ll read it over once again. 

Queen. Ah, barbarous villains I hath this lovely face 
Ruled, like s wandering planet, over me, 

And could it not enforce them to relent. 

That wero unworthy to behold the same? 

King. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to have thy 
head. 

Sdy. Ay, but I hope your highness shall have his. 
King. How now, madam! 

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk’s death? 


VI.—PART 11. 

I fear me, love, if that I had been dead. 

Thou wouldest not have mourn'd so ’nuch for me. 
Queen. No, my love, I should not mourn, but die for 
thee. 

ErUer a Messenger. 

King. How now! what news? why comest thou in 
such haste? 

Mess. The rebels are in Southwark ; fly, my lord I 
Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer, 

Descended from the Duke of Clarence' house. 

And colls your grace usurper openly. 

And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 

His army is a ragged multitude 

Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless ; 

Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother’s death 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed: 

All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 

They call false caterpillars, and intend tlieir death. 
King. O graceless men ! they know not what they do. 
Bi^. My gracious lord, retire to Killingworth, 

Until a power be raised to put them down. 

Queen. Ah, were the Duke of Suffolk now alive. 
These Kentish rebels would be soon appeased ! 

King. Lord Say, the traitors hate tliee; 

Therefore away with us to Killingworth. 

Say. So might your grace’s person be in danger. 

The sight of me is odious in their eyes; 

And therefore in this city will I stay. 

And live alone as secret as I may. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten I^ondon bridge: 

The citizens fly and forsake their houses: 

The rascal people, thirsting after prey. 

Join with the traitor, and they jointly swear 
To spoil the city and your royal court 

Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take horse. 
King. Come, Margaret ; God, our hope, will succour us. 
Queen. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceased. 
King. Farewell, my lord ; trust not the Kentish rebels. 
Bu^. Trust nobody, for fear you be betray’d. 

Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence. 

And therefore am I bold and resolute. [Eaxuni. 

Scene V. — London. The Tower. 

Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower, walking Then 
enter two or three Citizens below. 

Scales. Ilow now ! is Jack Cade slain ? 

First Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain; for 
they have won the bridge, killing all those that with- 
stand them: the lord mayor craves aid of your honour 
from the Tower to defend the city from the rebels. 

Seales. Such aid as I can spare you shall command; 
But I am troubled here with them myself; 

The rebels have assay'd to win the Tower. 

But get you to Smithfleld and gather head. 

And thither I will send you Matthew Goffe ; 

Fight for your king, your country, and your lives ; 

And so, farewell, for I must hence again. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — London. Cannon Street 

Enter Jack Cade and the rest, and strikes his staff 
on London-stone. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And here, 
sitting upon London-stone, I chaige and command that» 
of the city’s cost, the pissing-conduit run nothing but 
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claret wine this first year of our reign. And now hence- 
forward it shall be treason for any that calls me other 
than Lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running, 

Sidd. Jack Cadel Jack Cadel 

Cade. Knock him down there. [They hill him. 

Smith. If this fellow be wise, he’ll never call ye 
oack Cade more: I think he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My lord, there's an army gathered together in 
Smithfield. 

Cade. Come, then, let's go fight with them : but firsts 
go and set London bridge on fire; and, if you can, 
burn down the Tower too. Come, let’s away. [Exeunt. 


ScBNS VII. — London. Smithfidd. 

Alarumt. Matthew Goffe is slain, and all the rest. 

Then enter Jack Cade, xoith his company. 

Cade. So, sirs: now go some and pull down the 
Savoy; others to the inns of court; down with them all, 

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that word. 

Dsek. Only that the laws of England may come out 
of your mouth. 

HoU. [Aside.] Mass, 'twill be sore lew, then ; for 
he was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and 'tis not 
whole yet 



Smith. [Aside!] Nay, John, it will be stinking law; 
for his breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall bo so. Away, 
bum all the records of the realm: my month shall be 
the parliament of England. 

HM. [Aside] Then we are like to have biting statutes, 
unless his teeth be pulled out 

Cade. And henceforward, all things shall be in common. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize ! here’s the Lord 
Say, which sold the towns in France ; he that made us 
pay one and twenty fifteens, and one shilling to the pound, 
the lost subsidy. 

ErUer George Bevis, with the Lord Say. 

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times. 
Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou buckram lord I now 
art thou within point-blank of bur jurisdiction regal. 
What canst thou answer to my m^esty for giving up 


of Normandy unto Mounsieur Basimecu, the dauphin of 
France ? Be it known unto thee by these presence, even 
the presence of Lord Mortimer, that I am the besom 
that must sweep the court clean of such filth as thou 
art Thou hast most traitorously corrupted the youth 
of the realm in erecting a grammar school: and whereas, 
Wore, our fornathers had no other books but the score 
and the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used, and, 
contrary to the king, his crown and dignitv, thou hast 
built a paper-mill. It will be proved to my face that 
thou bast men about thee that usually talk of a noun 
and a verb, and such abominable words as ho Christian 
ear can endure to hear. Thou bast appointed justices 
of peace, to call poor men before them about matters 
they were not able to answer. Moreover, tWou hast put 
them in prison; and because they could nol reed, thou 
hast hanged them; when, indeed, only for that cause 
they have been most worthy to live. Thoti dost ride 
in a foot-cloth, dost thou notl 

Say. What of that? 

Code. jMarty, thou oughtest not to let thy horse 
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wear a cloak, when honester men than thou go in their 
hose and doublets. 

J)iei. And work in their shirt too; as myself, for 
example, that am •a butcher. 

Say. You men of Kent — 

JHck. What say you of Kent) 

Say. Nothing but this; ‘tis ‘bona terra, mala gena’ 
Cade. Away with him, away with him! he speaks 
Latin. 

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me wliere you will. 
Kent, in the Commentaries Ceesar writ. 

Is term'd the civil’st place of all this isle: 

Sweet is the country, because full of riches; 

The people libei-al, valiant, active, wealthy; 

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 

I sold not Maine, 1 lost not Normandy, 

Yet, to recover them, would lase my life. 

Justice with favour have I always done; 

Prayers and tears have moved me, gifts could never. 


^Vhen have I aught exacted at your hands. 

But to maintain the king, the realm, and you? 

Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks. 

Because my book preferred me to the king; 

And seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 

Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven. 
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits. 

You cannot but forbear to murder me: 

This tongue hath parley'd unto foreign kings 
For your behoof — 

Cade. Tut, when struck'st thou one blow in the field) 
Say. Great men have reaching hands : oft have I 
struck 

Those that I never saw, and struck tliem dead. 

Geo. O monstrous coward! what, to come behind 
folks? 

Say, These cheeks are pale for watching for your good. 
Cade. Give him a box o’ the ear, and that will make 
’em red again. 



Say. Long silting to determine poor men's causes. 
Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 

Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then and the 
holp of a hatchet. 

bi/ck. Why dost thou quiver, roan) 

Say, The palsy, and not fear, provokes me. 

Ca^ Nay, he nods at us, as wi. • should say. I’ll 
be even with you : I’ll see if his head will stand steadier 
on a pole, or no. Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me wherein have I offended most? 

Have I affected wealth or honour? speak. 

Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold? 

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold? 

Whom have I injured, that ye seek my death ? 

These hands are free from guiltless blood-shedding, 

This breast from harbouring foul, deceitful thoughts. 

O, let me live! 

Cade. [Aside.] I feel remorse in myself with his 
words; but I’ll bridle it: he shall die, an it be but 
for pleading so well for his life. Away with him! he 
VOL. in. 


has a familiar under his tongue; he speaks not o’ God’s 
name Go, take him away, I say, and strike off his 
head presently ; and then break into his son-in-law’s 
house. Sir James Cromer, and strike off his head, and 
bring them both upon two poles hither. 

All. It shall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen! if when you make your prayers, 
God should be so obdurate as yourselves. 

How w'ould it fare with your departed souls ? 

And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

Cade. Away with him! and do as 1 command ye. 
[Exeunt some with Lord iSaiy.] The proudest peer in the 
realm shall not wear a head on his shoulders, unless he 
pay me tribute ; there shall not a maid be married, 
but she shall pay to me her maidenhead ere they have 
it : men shall bold of me in capite ; and we cbaige and 
command that their wives be as free as heart can wish 
or tongue can telL 

Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside and 
take up commodities upon our bills? 

29 
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Cadt. Marty, presently. 

AIL 0, brave I 

Re-enter one with the heads. 

Cade. But is not this braver? Let them kiss one 
another, for they loved 'well when they were alive. Now 
part them again, lest they consult about the giving up 
of some more towns in France. Soldiers, defer the spoil 
of the city until night: for with these borne before us, 
instead of maces, will we ride through the streets, and 
at every corner have them kiss. Away! [Exeunt. 

ScEIfE VIII — Southwark. 

Alarum and retreat Enter Cade and all hxs rahhlement. 

Cade. Up Fish Street! down Saint Magnus’ Corner! 
kill and knock down ! throw them into Thames ! [Sound 
a parley.] What noise is this I hear ? Dare any be 
so bold to sound retreat or parley, when I command 
them kill? 

Enter Buckimguam and old CLIFFORD attended. 

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will disturb thee: 


Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king 
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ; 

And here pronounce free pardon to them aU 
That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 

Cltf. What say ye, countrymen? will ye relent. 

And yield to mercy whilst 'tis offer’d you; 

Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths i 

Who loves the king and will embrace his pardon, 

Fling up his cap, and say, ' God save his majesty !’ 
Who hateth him and honours not his father, 

Henry the Fifth, that made all Franco to quake, 

Shake he his weapon at us and pass by. 

All. God save the king! God save the king! 

Cade. WHiat, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye so brave? 
And you, base peasants, do ye believe him ? will you 
needs be hanged with your pardons about your necks ^ 
Hath my sword therefore broke through London gates, 
that you should leave me at the White Hart in South- 
wark? I thought ye would never have given out* 
these arms till you had recovered your ancient • 
freedom: but you are all recreants and dastards, and 
delight to live in slavery to the nobility Let them 
bre& your hacks with burthens, take your houses over 



your heads, ravish your wives and daughters before your 
faces : for me, I will make shilt for one ; and so, God’s 
curse light upon you all! 

AU. We’ll follow Cade, well follow Cade! 

Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth, 

That thus you do exclaim youll go with him? 

Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 

And make the meanest of you earls and dukes? 

Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to; 

Nor knows he how to live but by the spoil. 

Unless by robbing of your friends and us. 

Were’t not a shame, t^t whilst you live at jar. 

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished, 

.Should make a start o’er seas and vanquish you ? 
Methinks already in this civil broil 
1 see them lordmg it in London streets. 

Crying ‘Villiagol’* unto all they meet. 

Better ten thousuid base-bom Cades miscairy 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy. 

To France, to France, and get what you have lost; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast: 

Henry hath money, you are strong -and manly; 

God on our side, doubt not of victory. 


AU. A Clifford! a Clifford! wc’ll follow the king and 
Clifford. 

Cade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fio 
as this multitude ? The name of Henry the Fifth hales 
them to an hundred mischiefs, and makes them leave me 
desolate. I see them lay their heads together to surprise 
me. My sword make way for me, for here is no staying. 
In despite of the devils and hell, have through the very 
middest of you !'*and heavens and honour be witness that 
no want of resolution in me, but only my followers’ base 
and ignominious treasons, makes me betake oie to my 
heels. [Exit. 

Buck. What, is he fled ? Go some, and fopow him ; 
And he that brings his head unto the king 1 
Sliall have a thousand crowns for his reward.!! 

[Exeunt sor^ of them. 
Follow me, soldiers; we’ll de/ise a mean 
To reconcile you all onto the king. ^ [Exeunt, 

Scene IX. — Kenilworth Castle. 

Sound trumpde. Enter Kino, Queen, and Sokerset, on 
the terrace. 

King. 'Vj^as ever king that joy’d an earthly throne, 
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And could command no more content than 1 ? 

No sooner was 1 crept out of my cradle 
But I was made a king, at nine months old. 

Was never subject bn^d to be a king, 

As 1 do long and wish to be a subject. 

Enter BUCKINGHAM and old CLIFFORD. 

Health and glad tidings to your majesty! 
King. Why, Buckiugham, is the traitor Cade surprised? 
Or is he but retired to make him strong? 

Enter, below, multitudes, with haltei's alout their necks. 

Clif. He is fled, my lord, and all his powers do yield ; 
And humbly thus, with halters on their necks. 

Expect your highness’ doom, of life or death. 

king. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting gates, 

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise I 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives, 

And show’d how well you love your prince and country : 
Continue still in this so good a mind. 

And Henry, though he be infortunate. 

Assure yourselves, will never be unkind: 


And so, with thanks and pardon to you all, 

1 do dismiss you to your several countries. 

All. God save the king! God save the king! 

Elder a Messenger. 

Mm. Please it your grace to be advertised 
Tlie Duke of York is newly come from Ireland, 

And with a puissant and a mighty power 
Of gallowglasses and stout kerns 
Is marching hitherward in proud array, 

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along. 

His arms are only to remove from thee 

The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor 

King. Thus stands my state, 'twixt Cade and York 
distress’d ; 

Like to a ship that, having ’scaped a tempest 
Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a pirate: 

But now is Cade driven back, his men di<«pei‘sed , 

And now is York in arms to second him. 

I pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet him. 

And ask him what’s the mason of tliese arms 
Tell him I’ll send Duke Edmund to the Tower; 



And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither 
Until his army be dismiss’d from him. 

Som. My lord, 

I’ll yield myself to prison willingly. 

Or unto death, to do my country good. 

King. In any case, be not too rough in terms; 

For he is flerce and cannot brook hard language. 

Bade. I will, my lord; and doubt not so to deal 
As all things shall redound unto your good. 

King. Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to govern better ; 
For yet may England curse my wretch^.’ reign. 

[Flouri^. Exeunt. 

Scene X — Kent. Iden’s garden. 

Enter Cade. 

Cade. Fie on ambition! fle on myself, that have a 
sword, and yet am ready to famish! These five days 
have I hid me in these woods and durst not peep out, 
for all the country is laid for me; but now am I so 
hungry that if I might have a lease of my life for a 
thousand years I comd stay no longer. Wherefore, on a 
brick wall have I climbed into this garden, to see if I 
can eat grass, or pick a sallet another while, which is 


not amiss to cool a man's stomach this hot weather And 
I think this word ‘ sallet ’ was horn to do me good : for 
many a time, but for a sallet,' nry biain-pan had ' 
been cleft with a brown bill ; and many a time, when I 
have been dry and bravely marching, it hath served me 
instead of a quart pot to drink in ; and now tlie word 
‘sallet’* must serve me to feed on. 

Enter Iden. 

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the court. 
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these’ 

This small inheritance my father left me 
Contenteth me, and w'orlh a monarchy. 

I seek not to wax great by others’ waning. 

Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy: 

Suiliceth that I have maintains ray state. 

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate. 

Cade. Here’s the lord of the soil come to scue me for 
a stray, for entering his fee-simple without leave. Ah, 
villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thousand crowns 
of the king by carrying my head to him: but I'll make 
thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow my sworu like 
a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Wliy, rude companion, whatsoe’er thou be. 
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I know theo not; why, then, should I betray thee? 

Is't not enough to bre^ into my garden. 

And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds. 

Climbing my walls in spito of mo the owner. 

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ? 

Cade, Brave thee! ay, by the best blood that ever 
was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me well : 1 
have eat no meat these five days: yet, come thou and 
thy five men, and if I do not leave you all as dead as 
a door*nail, I pray God I may never eat grass more. 

Iden, Nay, it shall ne’er be said, while England stands. 
That Alexander Iden, an esquii'e of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famish'd man. 

Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine. 

See if thou canst outface me with thy looks: 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser; 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist. 

Thy leg a stick compared with this truncheon; 

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast; 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air. 

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth. 

As for words, whoso greatness answers words, 

Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade, By my valour, the most complete champion that 
ever I heard ! Steel, if thou turn tlie edge, or cut not out 
the burly-boned clown in cliines of beef ere thou sleep in 
thy sheatli, 1 beseech God on my knees thou mayst he 


[Act IV. 

turned to hobnails. [Here they fight. Cade falls,^ 0, I 
am slain I famine and no other hath slain me ; let ten 
thousand devils come against me, and give me but the 
ten meals I have lost, and I’ld defy them all. Wither, 
arden ; and be henceforth a burying-place to. all that 
o dwell in this house, because the unconquered soul of 
Cade is fled. 

Iden, Is’t Cade tliat I have slain, that monstrous traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

And hang thee o'er my tomb when 1 am dead : 

Ne'er shtdl this blood be wipod from thy point; 

But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat, 

To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

Cade, Iden, farewell, and be proud of thy victory. 
TeU Kent from me, she hath lost her best man, and ex- 
hort all the world to be cowards ; for I, that never feared 
any, am vanquished by famine, not by valour. [Dies, 
Iden, How much thou wrong'st me, heaven be my 
judge. 

Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare thee ; 
And as I thrust thy body in with my sword. 

So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell. 

Hence will 1 drag thee headlong by tlie heels 
Unto a dunghill which shall be thy grave. 

And there cut off thy most ungracious head ; 

Which I will bear in triumph to the king. 

Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. [ExH. 
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Enter York, and hie army of Irish, with drums and 

colours. 

York. From Ireland thus comes York to claim his 
right, 

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry’s head; 

Ring, bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and bright. 

To entertain great England’s lawful king. 

Ah! sancta megestas, who would not buy thee dear? 
Let them obey that know not how to rule ; 

This hand was made to handle nought but gold. 

I cannot give due action to my words, 

Except a sword or sceptre balance it; 

A sceptre shall it have, have I a soul, 

On which I’ll toss the flower-de-luce c' France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here? Buckingham, to disturb me? 
The king hath sent him, sure: I must dissemble. 

Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee well. 
York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure? 

Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege. 

To know the reason of these arms in peace; 

Or why thou, being a subject as I am. 

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn. 

Should raise so great a power without his leave. 

Or dare to bring thy force so near the court. 

York. [Aside.] Scarce can I speak, my choler is so 
great: 


Dartford and Blackheath. 

0, I could hew up rocks and fight with flint, 

I am so angry at these abject terms; 

And now, like Ajax Telamonius, 

On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury. 

I am far better born than is the king. 

More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts: 

Rut I must make fair weather yet a while, 

Till Henry be more weak and I more strong. — 
Buckingham, I prithee, pardon me. 

That I have given no answer all this while, 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 

The cause why I have brought this army hither 
Is to remove proud Somerset from the king, 

Seditious to his grace and to the state. 

Buck. That is too much presumption on thy part: 
But if thy arms be to no other end. 

The king hath yielded unto thy demand: 

The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner? 

Buck, Upon mine honour, he is prisoner ? 

York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my powers. 
Soldiers, I thank you all; disperse yourselves; 

Meet me to-moirow in Saint George’s field. 

You shall have pay and every thing you wish. 

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons. 

As pled^ of my fealty and love; 

I’ll send them all as willing as I live : 

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have, 

Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 
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Buck. York, I commeud this kind submission : 

Wo twain will go into his highness’ tent. 

Enter King and Attendants. 

JiiTtff. Ruckingham, doth York intend no harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 

Fori. In all submission and humility 
York doth present himself unto your highness. 

/Cinff. Then what intends these forces won dost bring? 
Fork To heave the traitor Somerset from hence. 

And fight against that monstrous rebel Cade, 

Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter Idkn, 7ait/t Cade's head. 

Idol. If one so rude and of so mean condition 
May pass into the presence of a king, 

Lo, I present your grace a traitor’s head, 

Tlie head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 

King. The head of Cade I Great God, how just art 
Thou ! 

0, let me view his visage, being dead, 

That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew him ? 
Idm. I was, an’t like your majesty. 

ATtny. How art thou call'd ? and what is thy degree? 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that’s my name; 

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

Buck. So please it you, my lord, 'twere not amiss 
He were created knight for his good service. 

Kinjf. Iden, kneel down. [He kneels.] Rise up a 
knight 

We give thee for reward a thoiLsand marks. 

And will that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden,. May Idon live to merit such a bounty. 

And never live but true unto his liege! [ifises. 

Enter Queen and Somerset. 

/fniy See. Ruckingham, SoinersK't comes with the 
queen ■ 

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 

Queen For thousand Yorks he shall not hide his head. 
But boldly stand and front him to his face. 

Fork. How now! is Somerset at liberty? 

Then, York, unloose thy long4mprison’d tliouglits. 

And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset? 

False king! why hast thou broken faith with me. 
Knowing how hardly I cau brook abuse t 
King did 1 call thee ’ no, thou art not king, 

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 

Which darest not, no, nor canst not, rule a traitor. 

That head of thine doth not become a crown; 

Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer's staff. 

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 

That gold must round engirt these brows of mine. 
Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear, 

Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre iqi. 

And with the same to act controlling laws. 

Give place: by heaven, thou shall rule no more 
O’er him whom heaven created for thy ruler. 

Som. 0 monstrous traitor! 1 arrest thee, York, 

Of capital treason 'gainst the king and crown: 

Obey, audacious traitor; kneel for grace. 

York. Wouldst have me kneel? first let me ask of these, 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man. 

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail : [Exit Attendant. 
I know, ere they will have me go to ward, 

They’ll pawn their swords for ray enfranchisement. 


Queen. Call hither Clifford; bid him come amain. 

To say if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be the surety for their traitor father. 

[Exit Buckingham. 

York. 0 blood-besotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scoutgc! 

The sons of York, thy betters in their birth. 

Shall be their father’s bail; and bane to those 
That for my surety will refuse the boys! 

Enter Edward and Richard. 

See where they come: I’ll warrant they’ll make it good. 
Enter old Clifford and his Son. 

Qtieeti. And here comes Clifford to deny their hail. 
Cl[f. Health and all happiness to iny lord the king * 

[Knem. 

York. I thank thee, Clifford : say, what news with thee ? 
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look: 

Wo are thy sovereign, Clift’oi’d, kneel again ; 

For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 

Clif. This is my king, York, I do not mistake; 

But thou mistakest me much to think I do: 

To Bedlam with him! is the man grown mad? 

King. Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppose himself against his king. 

CliJ. He is a traitor; let him to the Tower, 

And chop awa^ tliat factious pate of his. 

Quern. He is arrested, but will not obey ; 

His sons, he says, shall give their word.s tor him. 

York. Will you not, sons? 

Edio. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve. 

Bieh. And if words will not, then our weapons shall. 
Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ' 
York. Ix>ok in a glass, and call thy image so: 

I am thy king, and thou a false-henrt traitor. 

Call hither to the stake my two brave bears, 

That with the very shaking of their chains 
They may astonish these fell-lurking curs 
Bid Salisbury and "Warwick come to me. 

Enter the Earls* of Warwick and Salisburv. 

Clif. Are these thy bears ? we’ll bait tby bears to death, 
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, 

If thou darest biing them to the halting place 
Rich. Oft have I seen a hot o’erwcciiing cur 
Run back and bite, because he was withheld; 

Who, being suffer’d* with the bear’s fell paw, 

Hath clapp’d his tail between liis legs and cried: 

And such a piece of service will you do, 

If you oppose yourselves to match Lord Warwick. 

Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested lumji, 

As crooked in thy manners as thy shape ! 

York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon. 

Clif. Take heSU, lest by your heat you burn youiselves. 
King. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
Old Salisbury, shame to thy silver hair, 

Thou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son! , 

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the rufiian. 

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles? 

0, where is faith ? 0, where is loyalty < i 
If it be banish’d from the frosty head, 

Where shall it find a harbour in the earth ? 

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

And shame thine honourable age with blood ? 

Why art thou old, aud want’st experience? 

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it? 

For shame! in duty bend thy knee to me 
That bows ifnto the grave with mickle age. 
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SeU. My lord, I have consider’d with myself 
The title of this moat renowned duke; 

And in my conscience do repute his grace 
The riglitful heir to England's royal seat. 

King. Hast thdu not sworn allegiance unto me ? 

Sal. 1 have. 

King. Canst thou dispense with heaven for such an 
oath ? 

Sal. It is great sin to swear unto a sin, 

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath. 

Who can he bound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 

To force a spotless virgin’s chastity. 

To reave the orphan of bis patrimony, 

To wring the widow from her custom'd right. 

And have no other reason for this wrone 
But that he was bound by a solemn oaUi ? 

Queen. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 

King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himself. 

York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou bast, 
I am resolved for death or dignity. 

Clif. The first I warrant thee, if dreams prove true. 

War. You were best to go to bed and dream again. 
To keep thee from the tempest of the field. 

Ch/. I am resolved to bear a greater storm 
'Than any thou canst conjure up to-day; 

And that I’ll write upon thy burgonet. 

Might I but know thee by thy household badge. 

War. Now, by my father’s badge, old Nevu’s crest. 
The rampant bear chain’d to the ragged staff. 

This day I’ll wear aloft my buigonet. 

As on a mountain top the cedar shows 
That keeps its leaves in spite of any storm, 

Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Ch/. And from thy burgonet I’ll rend thy bear. 

And tread it under foot with all contempt. 

Despite the bear-ward that protects the bear. 

F. Clif. And so to arras, victorious father. 

To quell the rebels and their ’complices. 

Jtich. Fie I charity, for shame! speak not in spite. 
For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night. 

F. Cl\f. Foul stigmatic, that’s more than thou canst 
tell. 

Jltch. If not in heaven, you’ll surely sup in hell. 

[Exeunt severally. 

Scene II . — Saint Alban's. 

Alarums to the battle. Enter Warwick. 

War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tie Warwick calls: 
And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear, 

Now, when the angry trumpet sounds alanim, 

And dead men’s cries do fill the empt^ air, 

Clifford, I say, come forth and ^ht with me: 

Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to^arms. 

Enter Yoek. 

How now, my noble lord I what, all afoot? 

York. The deadly-banded Clifford slew my steed. 

But match to 'match 1 have encounter'd him. 

And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Even of the bonny beast he loved so well. 

Enter old Cuffobd. 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 

York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other chase, 
For I myself must hunt this deer to death. 

War. Then, nobly, York ; ’tis for a crown thou fight’st. 


As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day. 

It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail’d. [Exit. 
Chf. What seest thou in me, York? why dost thou 
pause '> 

York. With thy brave bearing should 1 be in love. 
But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 

Clif. Nor should thy prowess want praise and esteem. 
But that ’tis shown igiiubly and in treason. 

York. So let it hdp me now against thy sword. 

As I in justice and true right express it. 

Clif. My soul and body on the action both! 

York. A dreadlul lay I Address thee instantly. 

[They fight, and CUfiord fulls. 
Clif. La fin couronne les ceuvies. [Dus. 

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art 
still. 

Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will' [Exit. 



Enter young Clifford. 

F. Clif. Shame and confusion! all is on the rout; 
Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell. 
Whom angry heavens do make their minister. 

Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance ! Let no soldier fly : 

He that is truly dedicate to war 
Hath no self-love, nor he that loves himself 
Hath not essentially but by circumstance 
The name of valour. his dead father.] 0, let the 

vile world end. 

And the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together! 

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast, 

Particularities and petty sounds 

To cease! Wast thou ordain’d, dear father. 

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve 
The silver livery of advised age. 
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And, in thy reverence and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in niHian battle? Even at this sight 
My heart is turn'd to stone : and while 'tis mine. 

It shall be stony. York not our old men spares ; 

No more will I their babes: tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire, 

And beauty that the tyrant oft reclaims 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 

Henceforth I will not have to do with pity: 

Meet 1 an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut it 
As wild Medea young Absyrtus did: 

In cruelty will I seek out my fame. 

Come, thou new ruin of old Cliflbrd’s house: 

As did ^neas old Anchises bear, 

So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders; 

But then .^neas bare a living load, 

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. 

[Exit, hearing off his father. 

Enter Kichard and Somerset to fight. Somerset is killed. 

RUh. So, lie thou there; 

For underneath an alehouse’ paltry sign. 

The Castle in Saint Alban’s, Somerset 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death. 

Sword, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful still : 

Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [Exit. 

Fight: excursions. Enter King, Queen, and others. 

Qxuon. Away, my lord! you are slow; for shame, 
away! 

King. Can we outrun the heavens? good Margaret, 
stay. 

Queen. What are you made of? you’ll nor fight nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 

To give the enemy way, and to secure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

[Alarum afar off. 

If you be ta’en, we then should see the bottom 
Of all our fortunes: but if we haply scape, 

As well we may, if not through your neglect. 

We shall to London get, where you are loved. 

And where this breach now in our fortunes made 
May readily be stopp’d. 

Re-enter young Clifford. 

F. Clif- But that my heart’s on future mischief set. 
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I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly: 

But fly you must; uncurable discomfit 
Keigns in the hearts of all our present parta 
Away, for your relief! and we will live 
To see their day and them our fortune give: 

Away, my lord, away! [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — Fields near St. Alban's. 

Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard, Warwick, 
and Soldiers, with drum and colours. 

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him. 

That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contusions and all brush of time, 

And, like a gallant in the brow of youth. 

Repairs him with occasion ? This happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot. 

If Salisbury be lost. 

Rich. My noble father. 

Three times to-day I help him to his horse. 

Three tiroes bestrid him; thrice 1 led him off, 
Persuaded him from any further act: 

But still, where danger was, still there I met him ; 

And like rich hangings in a homely house. 

So was his will in his old feeble body. 

But, noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought to-day; 
By the mass, so did we all. I thank you, Richard: 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 

And it hath pleased him that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death. 

Well, lords, we have not got that which we have; 

Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 

Being opposites of such repairing nature. 

York. I know our safety is to follow them; 

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

To call a present court of parliament. 

Let us pui'sue him ere the writs go forth. 

What says Lord Warwick ? shall we after them ? 

Wwr. After them ! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now, by my faith, lords, ’twas a glorious day: 

Saint Alban’s battle won by famous York, 

Shall be eternized in all age to come. 

Sound drums and trumpets, and to London all : 

And more such days as these to us befall! [Exsunt 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. — London. Tlu Parliament-house. 


Alarum. Enter the Duke of York, Edward, Richard, 
Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers. 

War. I wonder how the king escaped our hands. 
York. While we pursued the horsemen of the north, 
lie slily stole away and left his men ; 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 

Whose warlike cars could never brook retreat. 

Cheer’d up the drooping army; and himself, 

Lord Clifford, and Lord Staffotd, all abreast, 

Chatged our main battle’s front, and breaking in 
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Edv). Lord Stafford’s father, Duke of Buckingham, 

Is either slain or wounded dangerously; 

I cleft his beaver with a downright blow: 

That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

Mont. And, brother, here’s the Earl of Wiltshire’s blood, 
Whom I encounter'd as the battles join’d. 

Sich, Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
[I%rounnff down idle Duke of Sonurstfs head. 
VOL 111. 


York. Richard hath beat deserved of all my sons. 
But is your grace dead, my Lord of Somerset? 

Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt ! 
i^tcA. Thus do I hope to shake King Henry’s head. 
War. And so do I. Victorious Prince of York, 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 

I vow by heaven these eyes shall never close. 

This is the palace of the fearful king. 

And this the regal seat: possess it, York; 

For this is thine, and not King Henry’s heire’. 

York. Assist me, then, sweet Warwick, and I will; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

Norf. We’ll all assist you; he that flies shall die. 
York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk : stay by me, my lords ; 
And, soldiers, stay and lodge by me this night 

[They go up. 

War. And when the king comes, offer him no violence. 
Unless he seek to thrust you out perforce. 

York. The queen this ^y here holds her parliament, 
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But little thinks we shall be of her council : 

By words or blows here let us win our right 
Rich. Arm’d as we are, let's stay within this house. 
War. The bloody parliament shall this be call’d. 
Unless Plantagenet, Duke of York, be king. 

And bashful Henry deposed, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not, my lords; be resolute; 

I mean to take possession of my right 

War. Neither the kins, nor he that loves him best, 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 

Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. 

I’ll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dams: 

Kesolve thee, Kichard; claim the English crown. 

Flourish. Enter KiNO HenRY, CuffORD, NORTHUMBER- 
LAND, Westmoreland, E.keter, and the rest. 

K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits. 
Even in the chair of state: belike he means, 

Back’d by the power of Warwick, that false peer. 

To aspire unto the crown and i-eign as king. 

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father, 

And thine, Loi'd Clifford; and you both have vow’d 
revenge 

On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends. 

Nm'th. If I be not, heavens be revenged on me! 

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in steel. 
West. What, shall we suffer this? let's pluck him 
down : 

My heart for auger burns; I cannot brook it. 

K. Ken. Be patient, gentle Earl of Westmoreland. 
Clif. Patience is for poltroons, such as he: 

He durst not sit there, had your father lived. 

My gracious lord, hei'e in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin: be it so. 

K. Hen. Ah, know you not the cit^’ favours them, 
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck? 

Exe. But when the duke is slain, they'll quickly fly. 
K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from Henry’s 
heart. 

To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 

Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats 
Shall be the war that Henry means to use. 

Thou factious Duke of York, descend my throne. 

And kneel for gm;e and mercy at my feet; 

I am thy sovereign. 

York. I am thine. 

Exe. For shame, come down : he made thee Duke of 
York. 

York. 'Twas my inheritance, as the earldom was. 
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown 
In following this usurping Henry. 

Clif. Whom should ho follow but his natural king? 
War. True, Clifford ; and that’s Kichard Duke of York. 
K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my 
throne ? 

York. It must and shall be so: content thyself. 

War. Be Duke of Lancaster; let him be king. 

West. lie is both king and Duke of Lancaster; 

And that the Lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 

War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You forget 
That we are those which chased you from the field 
And slew your fathers, and with colours spread 
March’d through the city to the palace gates. 

North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief; 
And by my soul, thou and thy house shall rue it 
West. Plantagenet, of thee and these thy sons, 


[Act I. 

Thy kinsmen and thy friends. I’ll have more lives 
Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins. 

Clif. Urge it no more; lest that, instead of words, 

I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger 
As shall revenge his death before I stir. 

War. Poor Cliffoixl ! how I scorn his worthless threats! 
York. Will you wo show our title to the crown ? 

If not, our swords shall plead it in the field 
K. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown ? 
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York ; 

Thy grandfather, lioger Mortimer, Earl of March: 

I am the son of Henry the Fifth, 

Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoop. 

And seized upon their towns and provinces. 

War. Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost it all. 

K. Hen. The lord protector lost it, and not I : 

When I was crown’d I was but nine months old. 

Rich. You are old enough now, and yet, methinks, 
you lose.. 

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head, 

Edw, Sweet father, do so; set it on your head. 
Mont. Good brother, as thou lovest and honourest arms. 
Let’s fight it out and not stand cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king will fly. 
York. Sons, peace! 

JC. Hen. Peace, thou I and give King Henry leave to 
speak. 

War. Plantagenet shall speak first: hear him, lords; 
And be you silent and attentive too. 

For he that interrupts him shall not live. 

K. Hen. Think’st thou that I will leave my kingly throne. 
Wherein my grandsirc and my father sat? 

No: first shall war unpeople this my realm; 

Ay, and their colours, often borne in France, 

And now in England to our heart’s great sorrow. 

Shall be my winding-sheet. Why faint you, lords / 

My title’s good, and better far than his. 

War. Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king 
A'. Hen. Heniy the Fourth by conquest got tho^rown. 
York. 'Twas by rebellion against his king. 

K. Hen. [Aside ] I know not what to say ; my title’s 
Weak. — 

Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? 

York. What then? 

K. Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful king ; 

For Kichard, in the view of many lords, 

Kesign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth, 

Whose heir my father was, and I am his. 

York. He rose against him, being his sovereign. 

And made him to resign his crown perforce. 

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstrain’d. 
Think you 'twere prejudicial to his crown? 

Exe. No ; for he could not so resign his crown 
But that the m^xt heir should succeed and reign. 

K. Hen. Art thou against us, Duke of Exeter ? 

Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
York. Why whisper you, my lords, and answer not > 
Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king. 

K. Hen. [Astde.^ All will revolt from me, and turn 
to him. 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thoni lay’st. 
Think not that Henry shall be so deposed. 

War. Deposed he shall be, in despite of all. 

North. Thou art deceived : 'tis not thy southern power 
Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud. 

Can set the dnke up in despite of me. 

Cl^. King Henry, be th)r title right or wrong. 

Lord Cliflbrd vows to fight in thy defence: 
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May that ground gape and swallow me alive, 

Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father! 

K. Hen, O Clifford, how thy words revive my heart \ 
York, Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown. 

What mutter you, •'or what conspire you, lords? 

JVar. Do right unto this princely Duke of York, 

Or I will fill the liouse with armed men. 

And over the chair of state, where now he sits. 

Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stamps with his foot, and the Soldia's show themselves, 
K. Hen, My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one word ; 
Let me for this my life-time reign as king. 

Fori. Confirm the crown to me and to mine heirs. 
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou livest. 

King, I am content: Itichard Plantagenet, 

Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif, What wrong is this unto the prince your son I 
War, What good is this to England and himself! 
West, Base, fearful, and despairing Henry! 

Cli/l How hast thou injured both thyself and us 1 
West, I cannot stay to hear these articles. 

North, Nor I. 

Clif, Conic, cousin, let us tell the queen these news. 
West, Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate king. 

In whoso cold blood no spark of honour bides. 

North, Be thou a prey unto the liousc of York, 

And die in ’bands for this unmanly deed ! 

CUf Til dreadful war mayst thou be overcome, 

Or live in peace abandon’d and despised 1 

[Exeunt North,, Clif, and West, 
War, Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 
Exe, Tliey seek revenge, and therefore will not yield. 
K, Hen, Ah, Exeter! 

War, Why should you sigh, my lord? 

K, Hen, Not for myself. Lord Warwick, but my son. 
Whom I imnaturally shall disinherit. 

But be it as it may: I here entail 
The crown to thee and to thine heirs for ever* 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live. 

To honour mo as tliy king and sovereign, 

And neither by treason nor hostility 
To seek to put me down and reign thyself. 

York, This oath 1 willingly take and will perform 
W(n\ Long live King Henry! Plautageiiet, embrace 
him. 

K. Hen, And long live thou and these thy forward sons I 
Yoi'k. Now York and Lancaster are reconciled. 

Ejc, Accursed be he that seeks to make them foes! 

[Sennet, Here they come donm. 
York, Farewell, iny gracious lord; I’ll to my castle. 
War, And I’ll keep London with my soldiers. 

Norf, And I to Norfolk with my followers. 

Mont. And I unto the sea from whence I came. 

[Exeunt ForA and his Sons, Warwick, Norfolk, 
Montague, their Soldiers, tnd Attendants. 
K, Hen, And I, with grief and sorrow, to the court. 

Enter QuEEN Margaret and the Phtnck of Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks bewray her 
anger : 

I’ll steal away. 

K, Hen. Exeter, so will I. 

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me ; I will follow thee. 
K, Hem, Be patient, gentle queen, and I will stay. 

Q, Mar, Who can be patient in such extremes ? 

Ah, wretched man I would I had died a maid, 

And never seen thee, never borne thee son, 

Seeing thou hast proved so unnatural a father: 


Hath he deserved to lose his birthright thus? 

Hadst thou but loved him half so well as I, 

Or felt that pain which I did for liim once. 

Or nourish'd liini as I did with my blood, 

Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there, 
Kather than have made that savage duke thine heir. 
And disinherited tliino only son. 

Prince, Father, you cannot disinherit me : 

If you be king, why should not I succeed? 

K, Hen. l*ardon me, Margaret ; pardon me, sweet son ; 
The Earl of Warwick and the duke enforced me. 

Q. Mar, Enforoed thee 1 art thou king, and wilt be 
forced ? 

I shame to hear tliee speak. Ah, timorous wretch ! 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me; 

And given unto the house of York such head 
As thou shalt reign but by tlieir suffemnee. 

To entail him and his heirs unto the crown. 

What is it, but to makh thy sepulchre 
And creep into it far beforo thy lime ? 

Warwick is chancellor and the lord of Calais; 

Stern Falconbridge commands the narrow seas, 

The duke is made inotector of the realm; 

And yet shall thou be safe? such safely finds 
The trembling lamb environed with wolves. 

Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 

The soldiers should have toss’d me on their ])ikes 
Before I would have granted to that act. 

But thou preferr’st thy life liefore thine honour: 

And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself 
Both from thy table, Henry, and tliy bed, 

Until that act of parliament be lepeafd 
Whereby my son is disinherited. 

The northern lords that have forsworn thy colours 
W^ill follow mine, if once they see them spread; 

And spread they shall be, to thy foul disgrace 
And utter ruin of the house of York. 

Thus do I leave thee. Come, son, let’s away; 

Our army is ready; come, we’ll after tliein. 

K, Hen. Stay, gentle Maigaret, and hear me speak 
Q, Mar, Thou liast spoke too much alieady : get thee 
gone. 

K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay with me ? 
Q, Mar, Ay, to be mimler’d by liis enemies. 

Prince, When I roturn with victory from tlie field 
I’ll SCO your grace: till then I’ll follow licr. 

Q, Mar, Come, son, away; we may not linger thus. 

[Exeunt Queen Margaret and the Prince 
K. Hen, Poor queen ! how love to me and to lier son 
Hath made her break out into terms of lagel 
Revenged may she bo on that liatefiil duke, 

Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire, 

Will cost my crown, and like an empty eagle 
Tire on * the flesh of me and of my son ! ' 

The loss of those three lords torments my heart : 

I’ll write unto them and entreat them fair. 

Come, cousin, you shall bo tlio messenger. 

Exe, And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all. [Exxunt, 

Scene II. — Sandal Castle. 

Enter Richard, Edward, and Montague. 

Rich, Brother, though I be youngest, give me leave. 
Edvj. No, I can better play the omtor. 

Mont. But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter the Duke of York. 

York. Why, how now. sons and brother! at a strife? 
What is your quarrel ? how began it first ? 
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JiUuf. No quarrel, but a slight contention. 
yin-A. About what? 

Jttc/i. About that which concerns your grace and us ; 
The crown of England, father, which is yours. 
york Mine, toy? not till King Henry be dead. 

BieU. Your right depends not on his life or death. 
Bdw. Now YOU are neir, therefore enjoy it now : 

By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe. 

It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

ybrk I took an oath that he should quietly reign. 
JSdw. But for a kingdom any oath may be broken : 

I would break a thousand oaths to reign one year. 

BieA. No ; God forbid your grace should be forsworn 
ForA. 1 shall be, if 1 claim by open war. 

Jlie/i. I’ll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me speak. 
YorA. Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible. 

BtcA. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magistrate, 

That hath authority over him that swears: 


VI. -PART in. fAori. 

Ileniy had none, but did usuro the place; 

Then, seeing 'twas he that made you to depose, 

Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 

Therefore, to arms! And, father, do but think 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown; 

Within whose circuit is Elysium, 

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

Why do we linger thus? I cannot rest 
Until the white rose that I wear be dyed 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart. 

YbrA. Eichard, enough; I will be king, or die. 
Brother, thou shalt to London presently, 

And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. 

Thou, JRichard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk, 

And tell him privily of our intent. 

You, Edward, shall unto my Lord Cobham, 

Witli whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise : 

In them I trust; for they are soldiers. 

Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. 



While you are thus employ'd, what resteth more, 

But that I seek occasion how to rise, 

And yet the king not privy to my drift. 

Nor any of the house of Lancaster? 

Bnfer a Messenger 

But stay : what news ? Why comest thou in such post ? 

Gabr. The queen with all the northern earls and lords 
Intend here to besiege you in your castle : 

She is hard by with twenty thousand men ; 

And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 

YbrA. Ay, with my sword. What I think'st thou that 
we fear them? 

Edward and Bichard, you shall stay with me; 

My brother Montague shall post to London: 

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest. 

Whom we have left protectors of the king. 

With powerful policy strengthen themselves. 

And trust not simple Henry nor his oaths. 


Jfont. Brother, I go ; I '11 win them, fear it not : 
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Bxtt 

Bnter SiR John Mortimer and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 

* 

YbrA. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles. 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour; 

The army of the quton mean to besiege us. 

Sir John. She shall not need ; well meeit her in the 
field. 

YorA. What, with five thousand men? 

Buk. Ay, with five hundred, father, for R need; 

A woman’s general; what should we fear? 

[A tnafch afar off. 
Edw. I hear their drums : let’s set our men in order. 
And issue forth, and bid them battle straight. 

YorA. Five men to twenty ! though the odds he great, 
T doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 

Many a ^ttle have I won in France, 
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When as the enemy hath been ten to one: 

Why should I not now have the like success ? 

[Alarum. Exeunt. 

Scene hattle betwixt Sandal Castle and. 

Wakefield. 

Alarums. Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 

Rut. Ah, whither shall I fly to 'scape their hands 1 
Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifibrd comes! 

Enter Cliffobd and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away! thy priesthood saves thy life. 
As for the brat of this accursed duke. 

Whose father slew my father, he shall die. 

Tut. And T, ray lord, will bear him company. 

Clif. Soldiers, away with him! 

Tut. Ah, Clifford, murder not this innocent child. 
Lsst thou be hated both of God and man! 

[Exit, dragged off by Soldiers. 
Clif. How now! is he dead already? or is it fear 
That makes him close his eyes? I’ll open them. 

But. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws; 

Aud so he walks, insulting o’er his prey. 

And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder. 

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword, 

Aud not with such a cruel, threatening look. 

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die. 

[ am too mean a subject for thy wrath; 

Be thou revenged on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou speak’ st, poor boy ; ray father’s blood 
Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words should enter. 

Rut. Then let my father’s blood open it again: 

He is a man, and, Clifibrd, cope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives and thine 
Were not revenge sufQcient for me; 

No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers’ graves 
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains. 

It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart 
The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to torment my soul; 

And till I root out their accursed line 
And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 

'Therefore — [Lifting his hand. 

Rut. O, let me pray before I take my death I 
'To thee I pray; sweet Clifibrd, pity me! 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier’s point affords. 

But. I never did thee harm : why wilt thou slay me ? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But ’twas ere I was bom. 

Thou hast one son; for his sake pity me. 

Lest in revenge thereof, sith God is just. 

He be as miserably slain as I. 

Ah, let mo live in prison all my day^ : 

And when 1 mve occasion of offence. 

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 

Cl^. No cause I 

Thy father slew my father; therefore, die. [SSfoltf him. 
Rut. Di faciant laudis summa sit ista turn! [Dies. 
Clif. Plantagenet! I come, Plantagenet! 

And this thy son’s blood cleaving to my blade 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood. 

Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. [Exit. 

Scene IV. — Another part of the field. 

Alarum. Enter Richard, Duke of York. 

York. The army of the queen hath got the field: 
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me; 


And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn back and fly, like ships before the wind 
Or lambs pursued by hunger-starved wolves. 

My sons, God knows what hath bechanced them : 

But this I know, they have demean’d themselves 
Like men bom to renown by life or death. 

Three times did Richard make a lane to me, 

Aud thrice cried 'Courage, father! fight it out!’ 

And full as oft came Edward to my side. 

With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter’d him: 

And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 

Richard cried ‘ Charge ! aud give no foot of ground I’ 
Aud cried ‘A crown, or else a glorious tomb! 

A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre!’ 

With this, we charged again: but, out, alas! 

We bodged * again ; as I liave seen a swan * 

With bootless labour swim against the tide 
And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

short alarum vnthin. 

Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue ; 

Aud I am faint and cannot fly their fury : 

And were I strong, I would not shun their fury : 

The sands are number’d that make up my life; 

Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen Marqarbt, Clifford, Northumberland. 
the young Prince, and Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage ; 

I am your butt, and I abide your shot. 

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 

Clf. Ay, to such mercy as nis ruthless arm, 

With downright payment, show’d unto my father. 

Now Phaethon hath tumbled from his car. 

And made an evening at the noontide prick. 

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all : 

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whate’er you can afilict me with. 

Why come you not? what! multitudes, and fear? 

Clif. So cowards fight when they can fly no further; 
So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons ; 

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives. 

Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers. 

York. 0 Clifford, but bethink thee once again. 

And in thy thought o’er-run my former lime ; 

And if thou canst for blushing, view this face. 

And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with cowardice 
Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this! 

Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word. 

But buckle with thee blows, twice two fur one. 

Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford ! for a thousand causes 
I would prolong awhile the traitor’s life. 

Wrath makes him deaf: speak thou, Northumberland. 

North. Hold, Clifford ! do not honour him so much 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart ; 

What valour were it, when a cur doth grin. 

For one to thrust his hand between his teeth. 

When he might spurn him with his foot away? 

It is war’s prize to take all 'vantages; 

And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

[They lay hands on York, who struggles. 
Clif. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin. 
North. So doth the cony struggle in the net. 

York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer’d booty ; 
So true men yield, with robbers so o’ermatch’d. 

North. What would your grace have done unto him 
now ? 
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Q, Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come, make him stand upon this moleliill here. 

That raught at mountains with outstretched arms, 

Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. 

What* was it you that would be England’s king? 

Was't you that reveU’d in our parliament, 

And made a preachment of your high descent ? 

Where are your mess of sons to back you now ^ 

The wanton Edward, and the lusty Geoige ? 

And where’s that valiant crook-back prodigy, 

Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 

Or with the rest, where is your darling Butland? 


Look, York: I stain’d this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Cliffbid, with his rapier's point. 

Made issue from the bosom of the boy ; 

And if thme eyes can water for his ueath, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Alas, poor York! but that I hate thee deadly, 

1 should lament thy miserable state. 

I prithee, grieve, to make me merry, York. 

What, hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine entrails 
That not a tear can fall for Butland’s death ? 

Why art thou patient, man? thou shouldst be mad; 
And 1, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance 
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Thou wouldst be fee’d, I see, to make me sport: 

York cannot speak, unless he vear a crown. 

A crown for York! and, lords, bow low to him: 

Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on. 

[Putting a wper erovm on his head. 
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king 1 
Ay, this is he that took King Henry’s chair. 

And this is he was his adopted heir. 

But how is it that great Plantagenet 
Is crown'd so soon, and broke bis solemn oath ? 

As I bethink me, you should no,t be king 

Till our King Henry had shook hands with death. 

And will you pale* your head in Henry’s glory, **“»^- 


And rob his temple of the diadem. 

Now in his life, against your holy oath? 

O, ’tis a fault too too unpardonable ! 

Off with the crown; and, with the crown, his head; 
And, whilst we breathe, take time to do Mm dead. 

Clif That is my office, for my father's sake, 

Q Mar. Nay, stay; let's hear the onsovs he makes. 
York. She>wolf of France, but worse thtin wolves of 
France, 

Whose tongue more poisons than the addef's tooth I 
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex 
To trium^b, like an Amazonian trull. 

Upon th^ir woes whom fortune captivates! 
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But that thy face is, visard-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush. 

To tell thee whence thou earnest, of whom derived. 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not shame- 
less. 

Thy father bears the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee. not, proud queen, 

Unless the adage must be verified. 

That beggars mounted run their horse to death. 

’Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud: 

But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small: 

Tis virtue that doth make tliem most admired; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at: 

'Tis government* that makes them seem divine; * 

The want thereof makes thee abominable: 

Thou art as opposite to every good 
As the Antipodes are unto us. 

Or as the south to the septentrion.' * 

O tiger’s heart wrapt in a woman’s hide! 

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child, 

'To bid the father wipe his eyes withal. 

And yet be seen to bear a woman’s face? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 

'Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 

Bid'st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy wish: 
Wouldst have me weep? why, now thou hast thy will: 
For raging wind blows up incessant showers. 

And when 'the rage allays, the rain begins. 

These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies: 

And every drop cries vengeance for his death, 

’Gainst thee, fell Cliflbrd, and thee, false Frenchwoman. 


North, Beshrew me, but his passion moves me so 
That hardly can 1 check my eyes from tears. 

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch’d, would not have stain’d with blood: 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 

O, ten times more, than tigers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears: 

This cloth thou dip’dst in blood of my sweet boy. 

And I with tears do wash the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this: 

And if thou tell’st the heavy story right. 

Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears; 

Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears. 

And say, ‘Alas, it was a piteous deed!' 

There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my curse; 
And in thy need such comfort come to thee 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand ! 

Hard-hearted Clifford, tpko me from the world: 

My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads! 

Norik. Had he been slaughter-man to all my kin, 

I should not for my life but weep with him. 

To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all. 

And that will quickly dry thy melting teara 

Cl^. Here’s for my oath, here’s for my father’s death. 

[Stabbing him. 

Q. Mar. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted king. 

[Stalking him. 

York. Open Thy gate of mercy, gracious God! 

My soul flies through these wounds to seek out Thee. 

[Dies. 

Q. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on York gates ; 
So York may overlook the town of York. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 




ACT 11. 


Scene I. — A plain near Mortimer’s Cross in Herefordshire. 


A march,. Enter Eowaro, Richard, and their power. 

Edv). I wonder how our princely father 'scaped, 

Or whether he be 'scaped away or no 
From Clifford’s and Northumberland's pursuit: 

Had he been ta'en, we should have heard the news; 
Had he been slain, we should have heard the news; 

Or had he 'scaped, mcthinks we should have heard 
The happy tidings of his good escape. 

How fates my brother? why is he so sad? 

Rich. T cannot joy, until I be resolved 
Where our right valiant father is become. 

1 saw him in the battle range about; 

And watch’d him how he singled Clifford forth. 
Methought he boro him in the thickest troop 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat; 

Or as a bear, encompass'd round with dogs. 

Who having pinch’d a few and made them cry. 

The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

So fared our father with his enemies; 

So fled his enemies my warlike father: 

Methinks, 'tis prize * enough to be his son. * 

See how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun I 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

Trimm'd like a younker prancing to his love! 

Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns? 
Rich. Thi'ee glorious suns, each one a perfect sun; 
Not separated with the racking clouds. 

But sever’d iu a pale, clear-shining sky. 

See, see! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss. 

As if they vow'd some league inviolable: 

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 

In this the heaven figures some event. 

Edw. 'Tis wondrous strange, the like yet never heard of. 
I think it cites us, brother, to the field. 

That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet, 

Each one already blazing by our meeds, 

Should notwithstanding join our lights together. 

And over-shine the earth as this the world. 

Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair-shining suns. 


Nay, bear three daughters: by your leave I 
speak it. 

You love the breeder better than the male. 

Enter a Messenger. 

But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretell 
Some dreadful stoiy hanging on thy tongue? 

Mess. Ah, one that was a woful lookcr-ou 
When as the noble Duke of York was slain. 

Your princely father and my loving lord! 

Edw. 0, speak no more, for I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how ha died, for 1 will hear it all. ^ 
Mess. Environed he was with many foes, 

And stood against them, as the hope of Troy 
Agaii^st the Greeks' that would have enter’d Troy. 

But Hercules himself must yield to odds; 

And many strokes, though with a little axe, 

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber’d oak. 

By many bands your father was subdued ; 

But only slaughter'd by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford and the ^ueen. 

Who crown’d the gracious duke in high despite. 
Laugh’d in bis face; and when with giief he wept. 

The ruthless queen gave him to dry his cheeks 
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain : 

And after many scorns, many foul taunts, 

They took his Head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same; and there it doth remain, 

The saddest spectacle that e’er 1 view’d. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no sti^. 

0 Clifford, boisterous Clifford! thou hast slooi 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry; 

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him,,’ 

For hand to hand he would have vanquish’d thee. 

Now my soul’s palace is become a prison: 

Ah, would she break from henee, that this Qy body 
Might in the ground be closed up in rest I 
For never henceforth shall I joy again. 

Never, 0 never, shall I see more joy! 

R/UE. ^ cannot weep; for all my body’s moisture 
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Scarce serves to qaench my furnace-burning heart: 

Nor can my tongue unload my heart’s great burthen ; 

For aelftome vrind that I should speak withal 
Is kindling coals tihat fires all my breast, 

And bums me up with flames that tears would quench. 
To weep is to make less the depth of grief: 

Tears then for babes; blows and revenge for me. 

Richard, I bear thy name; I'll venge thy death. 

Or die renowned by attempting it 

Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left with thee ; 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Bieh. Nay, if thou be that ]>Tincely eagle’s bird, 

Show thy descent by gasing ’gainst the sun: 

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdotn say; 

Either t^t is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

March. Enter Warwick, Marquess of Montague, 
and their aimy. 

War. How now, fair lords! What fere? what news 
abroad ? 

Bieh. Great Lord of Warwick, if we should recount 
Our baleful news, and at each word’s deliverance 
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told, 

Tlie words would add more anguish than the wounds. 

0 valiant lord, the Duke of York is slain ! 

Edw. O Warwick, Warwick! that Plantagenet, 

Which held thee dearly as his soul’s redemption. 

Is by the stern Lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago T drown’d these news in tears; 
And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things sith then befell’n. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where your brave father breathed his latent gasp, 
'I'idings, as swiftly as the posts could run. 

Were brought me of your loss and his depart 
I, then in London, keeper of the kin^ 

Muster’d my soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends. 

And very well appointed, as I thought. 

March’d toward Saint Alban’s to intercept the queen, 
Bearing the king in my behalf along; 

For by my scouts I was advertised 
That she was coming with a fuU intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament 
Touching King Henry’s oath and your successioa 
Short tme to make, we at Saint Alban’s met. 

Our battles join’d, and both sides fiercely fought : 

But whether ’twas the coldness of the l^g. 

Who look’d full gently on his warlike queen. 

That robb’d my soldiers of their heated spleen. 

Or whether ’twas report of her success; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour. 

Who thunders to his captives blood and death, 

I cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth, 

'fheir weapons like to lightning came and went; 

Our soldiers’, like the night-owl’s lazy flight. 

Or like an idle thresher with a flail. 

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 

I cheer’d them up with justice of our cause. 

With promise of nigh pay and great rewards : 

But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight. 

And wo in them no hope to win the day; 

So that we fled; the king unto the queen ; 

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself. 

In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you: 

For in the marches hero we heard you were. 

Making another head to fight again. , , 

Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 
War. Some six miles off the duke is with the soldiers; 
VOL. in. 


And for your brother, ho was lately sent 
From your kind aunt. Duchess of Burgundy, 

With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 

Bieh. ’Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick fled : 
Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit. 

But ne’er till now his scandal of retire. 

War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou hear ; 
For thou shalt know this strong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s head. 

And wring the awful sceptre from his fist. 

Were bo as famous and as bold in war 
As he is famed for mildness, peace, and prayer. 

Bieh. I know it well. Lord Warwick ; blame me not - 
’Tis love I bear thy glories makes me speak. 

But in this troublous time what's to be done? 

Shall we go throw away our coats of steel, 

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads? 

Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms? 

If for the last, say, ay, and to it, lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek you out; 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen. 

With Clifford and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds. 

Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax. 

He swore consent to your succession. 

His oath enrolled in the mrliament; 

And now to London all the crew arc gone. 

To frustrate both his oath and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster. 

Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong: 

Now, if the help of Norfolk and myself. 

With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of March, 
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure. 

Will but amount to five and twenty thousand. 

Why, Via! to Loudon will we march amain. 

And once again bestride our foaming steeds. 

And once again cry, 'Charge upon our foes!’ 

But never once again turn back and fly. 

Bieh. Ay, now methinks I bear great Warwick speak : 
Ne’er may be live to see a sunshine day, 

That cries ‘Retire,’ if Warwick bid him stay. 

Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean; 
And when thou fsdl’st — as God forbid the hour' — 

Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forfend ' 

War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of York : 
The next degree is England’s royal throne; 

For King of England shall thou be proclaim’d 
In every borough as we pass along; 

And he that throws not up his cap for joy 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of bis head. 

King Edward, vsJiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown. 

But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 

Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as steel. 
As thou host shown it flintjjr by thy deeds, 

I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 

Edw. Then strike up drums : God and Saint George 
for us! 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. IIow now! what nows? 

Mess. The Duke of Norfolk sends you word by me, 
The queen is coming with a puissant host; 

And craves your company for speedy counsel 

War. Why then it sorts: brave warriors, let’s away. 

[Exenni. 
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Scene II. — York. 

Fiourish. Fnter Emo Henby, Qceen Maboaret, the 
Pbincb or Wales, Cuffobd, and Nobthumbeblano, 
with drum and trumpets, 

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town of York. 
Yonder’s the head of that arch-enemy 
That sought to be encompass’d with your crown: 

Doth not the object cheer your hearty my lord? 

K. Hen. Ay, as the rocu cheer them that fear their 
wreck: 

To see this sight, it irks my very souL 


Withhold revenge, dear Godt ’tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have I infi-inged my vow. 

Clif, My gracious lie^, this too much leiuty 
And harmful pity must be laid aside. 

To whom do lions cast their gentle looks? 

Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick? 
Not his that spoils her young before her fsca 
Who ’scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting? 
Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm wiU turn being trodden on, 
And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 



Thou smiling while he knit his angry brows: 

He, but a duke, would have bis son a king. 

And raise his issue, like a loving sire; 

Thou, being a king, blest with a goodly son. 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him. 

Which argued thee a most unloving fiather.. 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young; 

And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes. 
Yet, in protection of their tender ones. 

Who hath not seen them, even with those win^ 
Which sometime they have used with fearfhl flight 
Make war with him that climb’d unto their nest, 
Offering their own lives in their young’s defence? 
For shame, my liege, make them your precedent I 


Were it not pify that this goodly boy 
Should lose his birthright by bis father’s fault. 

And long hereafter 'sav unto his child, 

*What my great-grandfather and grandsire ^ot 
My careless father fondly gave away’? 

Ah, what a shame were this I Look on th^ boy; 
And let his manly face, which promiseth 
Successful fortune, steel thy mwing heart 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own udth him. 

K. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play’d ^e orator. 
Inferring arguments of mightv force. 

But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never heox 
That things ill-got had ever bad success? 

And hapjiy always was it for that son 
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Whose father for his hoarding went to bell? 

I’ll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind; 

And would my father had left me no morel 
For all the rest is' held at such a rate 
As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep 
Than in possession any jot of pleasure. 

Ah, cousin York! would thy best friends did know 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here! 

Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits : our foes are 
nigh. 

And this soft courage makes your followers faint 
You promised knighthood to our forward son : 
Unsheathe your sword, and dub him presently. 

Edward, kneel down. 

K. Hm. Edward Plantagcnet, arise a knight ; 

And learn this lesson, draw thy sword in right 
Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave. 


I’ll draw it as apparent to the crown. 

And in that quarrel use it to tlie deatli. 

Clif. Why, that is spoken like a toward princa 

EwUr a Messenger. 

Mess. Eoyal commanders, be in readiness; 

For with a band of thirty thousand men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York; 

And in the towns, as they do march along, 

Proclainis him king, and many ily to him : 

Darraign' your battle, for they are at hand. 

Clif. I would your highness would depart the field: 
The queen hath best success when you are absent. 

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our fortune. 
K. Hen. Why, that’s my fortune too ; therefore 1 '11 
stay. 

Korth. Be it with resolution then to fight 



Prinu. My royal father, cheer these noble lords 
And hearten those that fight in your defence: 
Unsheathe your sword, good father; cry, 'Saint George!’ 

March. Enter Edwabd, Geokoe, Richaud, Warwick, 
Nobfolk, Montague, and Soldiera 

Edw. Now, perjured Henry ! wilt thou kneel for grace. 
And set thy diadem upon my head; 

Or bide the mortal fortune of the field 
Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting boy ! 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms 
Before thy sovereign and thy lawful king? 

Edw. I am his king, and he should bow his knee; 

I was adopted heir by his consent: 

Since when, his oath is broke; for, as T hear. 

You, that are king, though he do wear the crown. 

Have caused him, by new act of parliament. 

To blot out me, and put his own son in. 

Clif. And reason too: 

Who should suoceed the father but the son? 


Rich. Are you there, butcher? O, I cannot speak! 
Clif. Ay, crook-back, here I stand to answer thee. 
Or any he the proudest of thy sort 
Rich. ’Twas you that kill’d young Rutland, was it not ? 
Clif, Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 

Rick. For God’s sake, lords, give signal to the fight. 
War. What say’st thou, Henry, wilt tliou yield the 
crown? 

Q. Mar. Why, how now, long-tongued Warwick ! dare 
you speak? 

When you and I met at Saint Alban’s last, 

Your legs did better service than your hands. 

War. Then ’twas my turn to fly, and now ’tis thine. 
Clif. You said so much before, and yet you fled. 
War. ’Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me thence. 
North. No, nor your manhood that durst make you 
stay. 

Rik. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently. 

Break off the parley; for scarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 
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Clif. I slew thy father, oall’et thou him a child? 
Kick. Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous coward. 
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland; 

But ere sunset I’ll make thee curse the deed. 

K. Htn. Have done with words, my lords, and hear 
me speak. 

Q. Mar. Defy them, then, or else hold close thy lips. 
K, Htn. I prithee, sive no limits to my tongue: 

I am a king, and privileged to speak. 

Cl^. My lisge, the wound that bred this meeting 
here 

Cannot be cured by words; therefore be still. 

Rich, Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword: 

By him that made us all, I am resolved 
That Clifford’s manhood Ues upon his tongue. 

Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my ri^t, or no? 

A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day. 

That ne’er shall dine unless thou yield the crown. 

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head; 

For York in justice puts his armour on. 

Prince. If that be right which Warwick says is 
right, 

There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 

Rkh. Whoever got thee, there thy mother stands; 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother’s tongue. 

Q. Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire nor dam; 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic, * * 

Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided, 

As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadful stings. 

RUh. Iron of Naples hid with English gilt. 

Whose father bears the title of a king — 

As if a channel should be call’d the sea — 

Shamest thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught. 
To let thy tongue detect * thy base-bom heart ? • ■*>"*■ 
Edto. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand crowns. 
To make this shameless callet know herself. 

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 

Although thy husband may be Menelaus; 

.Vnd ne’er was Agamemnon’s brother wrong’d 
By that false woman, as this king by thee. 

His father revell’d in the heart of France, 

And tamed the king, and made the dauphin stoop; 
And, had he match’d according to his state. 

He might have kept that glory to this day; 

But when he took a beggar to bis bed. 

And graced thy poor sire with his bridal-day. 

Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for him, 

That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of France, 

And heap’d sedition on his crown at home. 

For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy pride? 
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept; 

And we, in pity of the gentle king. 

Had slipp’d our claim imtil another age. 

Oto. But when we saw our sunshine made thy spring, 
And that thy summer bred us no increase, 

We set the axe to thy usurping root; 

And though the edge hath something hit ourselves. 

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike. 

We’ll never leave till we have hewn thee down. 

Or bathed thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Eiio. An(C in this resolution, I defy thee; 

Not willit^ an 3 r longer conference. 

Since thou deniest me gentle king to speak. 

Sound trumpets I let our bloody colours wave! 

And either victory, or else a grave. 

Q. Mar. Stay, Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman, we’ll no longer stay: 
These words will cost ten thousand lives this day. 

[Exemt. 


SCBHB III . — A fidd of hattie hdtoem TowUm and 
Saxton, in YorkdUre. 

Alarum. Exeuniona. Enter Warwick. 

War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race, 

I lay me down a little while to breathe; 

For strokes received, and man^ blows repaid. 

Have robb’d my strong-knit sinews of their strength. 
And spite of spite needs must I rest awhile. 

Enter Edward, running. 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven ! or strike, ungentle death ! 
For this world ^wns, and Edward’s sun is clouded. 
War. How now, my lordl what hap? what hope 
of good? 

Enter GEORGE. 

Geo. Our bap is loss, our hope but sad despair; 

Our ranks ore ^ke, and ruin follows us: 

What counsel give you ? whither shall we fly ? 

Edw. Bootless is flight, they follow us with wings; 
And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawn thy- 
self? 

Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk. 
Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s lance; 

And in the very pangs of death he cried. 

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far, 

’Warwick, revenm! brother, revenge, my death!’ 

So, underneath the belly of their steeds. 

That stain’d their fetlocks in his smoking blood) 

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

FPar. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood: 
I’ll kUl mv horse, because I will not fly. 

Whjr stand we like soft-hearted women here. 

Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage; ^ 

And look upon, as if the tragedy 

Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors? 

Here on my knee T vow to God al»ve. 

I’ll never pause again, never stand still. 

Till either death hath closed these eyes of mine 
Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Edw. 0 Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine; 
And in this vow do chain my soul to thine! 

And, ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold face, 

I throw iny bands, mine eyes, my heart to thee. 

Thou setter-up and plucker-down of kings. 

Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stands. 

That to my foes this body must be prey. 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope. 

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul I 
Now, lords, tdte leave until we meet again, 

Where’er it be, in heaven or in earth. 

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand; and, gentle Warwick, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: 

I, that did never weep, now melt with woe ■ 

That winter should cut off our spring-time f>. 

War. Away, away I Once more, sweet loitis, farewell. 
Oeo. Yet let us all together to our troopif. 

And give them leave to fly that will not stiy; 

And call them pillars that will stand to ust 
And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian gamM: 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts: 

For yet is hope of life and victory. 

Foreslow^no longer, make we hence amain. [Ecruni. 
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Scene IV . — Avatlur part of (kt field. 

JSxcurtUm. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Sieh. Now, Clifford, 1 have singled thee alone: 
Suppose this arm is for the Duke of York, 

And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge, 

Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall. 

Cltf. Now, Richard, 1 am with thee here alone: 

This is the kind that stabb’d thy father York: 

And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland ; 

And here’s the heart that triumphs in their death. 

And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and brother, 
To execute the like upon thyself; 

And so, have at thee! 

[They J^ht. Warwick conies; Clifford flies 
Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase; 
For 1 myself will hunt this wolf to death. [Exmnt. 

Scene V . — Another part of the fUld. 

Alarum. Enter King Henry alone. 

King. This battle fares like to the morning’s war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing light. 

What time the sliepherd, blowing of his nails. 

Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea 
Forced by the tide to combat with the wind: 

Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea 
Forced to retire by fury of the wind; 

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind ; 

Now one the better, then another best ; 

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast. 

Yet neither conq^ueror nor conquered: 

So is the equal poise of this fell war. 

Here on this molehill will I sit me dowiL 
To whom God will, there be the victory! 

For Maigaret my queen, and Clifford too. 

Have chid me from the battle; swearing both 
They prosper best of all when I am thence. 

Would I were dead! if God’s good will wero so; 

For what is in this world but grief and woe? 

O God! methinks it wero a happy life. 

To be no better than a homely swain; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now. 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 

Thereby to see the minutes how they run. 

How many make the hour full complete ; 

How many hours bring about the day ; 

How many days will finish up the year; 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times : 

So many hours must I tend my flock; 

So many hours must I take my rest? 

So many hours must I contemplate; 

So many hours must 1 sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will ean; 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece: 

So minutes, hours, days, months, and years. 

Fus’d over to the end they were created. 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grava 
Ah, what a life were this! how sweet! how lovely! 
Givu not the hawthom*bush^ a sweeter shade 
'To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 

Than doth a rich*emoroider’d canopy 
To kings that fear their subjects’ treachery? 

O. yes, it doth; a thousand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude, the shepherd’s homely curds. 


His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle. 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade. 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys. 

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates. 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup. 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When care, mistrust, and treuon wait on him. 

Alarum. Enter a Son that has hilled his father, 
dragging in the dead body. 

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody. 

This man, whom hand to hand 1 slew in fight. 

May be possessed with some store of crowns ; 

And I, that haply take them from him now. 

May yet ere night yield both my life and them 
To some man else, u this dead man doth me. 

Who’s this? 0 God! it is my father’s face. 

Whom in this conflict 1 unwaros have kill’d. 

0 heavy times, begetting such events! 

From London by tne king was I press’d forth ; 

My father, being the Earl of Warwick’s man. 

Came on the part of York, press’d by his muster; 

And I, who at his hands received my lite. 

Have by my hands of life beroaved him. 

Pardon me, God, 1 knew not what I did! 

And paidou, father, for I knew not thee! 

My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks; 

And no more words till they have flow’d their fill. 

K. Hen. 0 piteous spectacle! 0 bloody times! 
Whiles lious war and battle for their dens. 

Poor harmless Iambs abide their enmity. 

Weep, wretched man. I’ll aid thee tear for tear; 

And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war. 

Be blind with tears, and break o’erchaiged with grief. 

Enter a Father that has killed his son, bringing in the 

body. 

Path. Thou that so stoutly hut resisted me. 

Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold: 

For I have bought it with an hundred blows. 

But let me see: is this our foeman’s face? 

Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son ! 

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee. 

Throw up thine eye! see, see what showers arise, 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart. 

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart! 

O, pity, God, this miserable age! 

What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 

EiTOueous, mutiuous, and unnatural. 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget! 

0 boy, thy father gave thee life too soon. 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late! 

K. Hen. Woe above woe! grief more than common 
gi'ief I 

0 that my death would stay these ruthful deeds! 

O, pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ! 

The red rose and the white are on his face. 

The fatal colours of our striving houses: 

The one his purple blood right well resembles; 

The other his pale cheeks, methiuks, presenteth. 

Wither one rose : and let the other flourish ; 

If you contend, a thousand lives must wi^er. 

Am. How will my mother for a father’s death 
Take on with me and ne’er bo satisfied! 

Path. How will my wife for slaughter of my son 
Shed seu of tears, and ne’er be satisfied! 

K. Hen. How will the country for these woful chances 
Misthink the king and not be satisfied! 
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Shn. Was ever son so rued a father’^ death 
FaJ^ Was ever father so bemoan'd bis son ? 

K, Hen. Was ever kinjg so grieved for subjects’ woe 7 
Afuch is jmur sorrow; mine ten times so much. 

Sbn. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep my nil. 

[£int with the body. 
Fath. These arms of mine shall bo thy winding-sheet ; 
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre, 

For from my heart thiiie image ne'er shall go; 

My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell; 

And so olraequious* will thy father be, 

£voa for the loss of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 

I'll bear thee hence; and let them fight that will. 

For I have murdered where I should not kill. 

[Exit ioith the body. 
K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with care, 
llere sits a king more wol'ul than you are. 

Alarums: excursions. Enter Quken Margaret, the 
Prince, and Exeter. 

Pritue. Fly, father, fly 1 for all our friends are fled. 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull: 

Away! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord ; towards Berwick post 
amain: 

Edward and Bichard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight, 

With fiery eyes sparkling for very wrath. 

And bloody steel grasp’d in tlieir ireful hands, 

Are at our backs; ana therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away ! for vengeance comes along with them : 
Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed; 

Or else come after: I'll away before. 

K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet Exeter: 
Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. Forward , away ! [£!rrunf. 

Scene VI. — Anotlur part of the field. 

A loud alarum. Enter Clifford, wounded. 

Clif. Here burns my candle out ; ay, here it dies. 
Which, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry light 
0 Lancaster, I fear thy overthrow 
More than my body's parting with my soul I 
My love and fear glued many friends to thee; 

And, now I fall, thy tough commixture melts. 

Impairing Henry, strengthening misproud York, 

The common people swarm like summer flies; 

And whither fly the gnats but to the sun ? 

And who shines now but Henry’s enemies? 

0 Phoebus, hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaethon should check thy fiery steeds. 

Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth! 

And, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings shoidd do. 

Or as thy father and his father did, 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 

They never then had sprung like summer flies ; 

1 and ten thousand in this luckless realm 
Had left no mourning widows for our death; 

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 

For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air? 

And what makes robbers bold but too much lenity? 
Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds; 

No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight ; 

The foe is merciless, and will not pity; 

For at their hands I have deserved no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds. 

And much effuse of blood doth make me faini 


Come York and Richard, Warwick and the rest; 

I stabb’d your fathers’ bosoms, split my breast 

, [He faivis. 

Alarum and retreat. Enter EDWARD, Gkorgb. Richard. 
Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers. 

Edw Now breathe we, lords: good fortune bids us pause. 
And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks. 
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen. 

That led calm Henry, though he were a kmg. 

As doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting gust. 

Command an argosy to stem the wavM. 

But think yon, lords, that Clifford fled with them ? 

JFar. No, ’tis impossible he should escape; 

For, though before his face I speak the words, 

Your brother Bichard mark’d him for the grave: 

And wheresoe’er he is, he’s surely dead. 

[Clifford groans, and dies. 
Edw. Whose sotil is that which takes her heavy leave? 
Eich,. A deadly groan, like life and death’s departing. 
Edw. See who it is: and, now the battle's ended, 

If friend or foe, let him be gently used. 

Eich. Bevoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Clifford; 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth, 

But set his inui'dering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring, 

I mean our princely father, Duke of York. 

War. From off the gates of York fetch down the liead, 
Your father’s head, which Clifford placed there; 

Instead whereof let this supply the room : 

Measure for measure must be answered. 

Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our house, 
Tliat nothing sung but death to us and ours: 

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound. 

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

War. I think hia understanding is bereft. 

Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to tbeo ? 
Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life, 

And he nor sees nor bears us what we say. 

Eith. 0, would lie did I and so perhaps he doth : 

’Tis but his policy to counterfeit. 

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our father. 

Geo. If so thou think'st, vex him with eager words. 
Eich. CliffonI, ask mercy and obtain no grace. 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults. 

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy faults. 

Etch. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York. 
Edw. Tliou pitied’st Rutland; I will pity thee. 

Geo. Wliere’s Captain Margaret, to fence you now ? 
War. They mock thee, Clifford: swear as thou wost 
wont. 

Eich. What, not an oath? nay, then the world goes 
hard 

When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oltli. 

I know by that he’s d^; and, by my souL 
If this right hand would buy two hours’ lif4 
That I in all despite might rail at him. 

This band should chop it off. and with the iaiuing blood 
Stifle the villain whose unstanched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. > 

War. Ay, but he’s dead ; off with the treitoFs head, 
And rear it in the place your father's standi, 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned England’s royal king: 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France. 
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And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen: 

So ebalt thou einoTi^ both these lands together; 

And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread 
The scatter'd foe that hopes to rise again; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 

Yet look to have them buzz to ofifend thine ears. 

First will I see the coronation; 

And then to Brittany I'll cross the sea. 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 

Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be; 
For in thy shoulder do 1 build my seat. 


And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. 

Bichard, I will create thee Duke of Gloucester, 

And George, of Clarence: Warwick, as ourself. 

Shall do and undo as him pleaseth best. 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glou- 
cester ; 

For Gloucester's dukedom is too ominoua 
War. Tut, that’s a foolish observation: 

Bichurd, be Duke of Gloucester. Now to London, 

To see these honours in possession. [Exeunt. 





ACT III. 


Scene L—j 4 fomi in 

Enter two Keepers, vnih erm-bom in their hands. 

First Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we’ll shroud 
ourselves; 

For through this laund* anon the deer will come; •***■• 
And in this covert will we make our stand. 

Calling the principal of all the deer. 

Sec. Keep. I'll stay above the hill, so both may shoot 
First Keep. That cannot be : the noise of thy cross-bow 
Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost 
Here stand we both, and aim we at the best; 

And, for the time shall not seem tedious. 

I’ll tell thee what befel me on a day 

In tills self-place where now we mean to stand. 

See. Keep. Here comes a man ; let’s stay till he be past 

Elder King Henry, dxsgwued, with a prayer-hook. 

K. Hen. From Scotland am I stol’n, even of pure love. 
To greet mine own land with my wishful sight 
No, Harry, Harry, ’tis no land of thine; 

Thy place is fill’d, thy sceptre wning from thee, 

Thy balm wash’d off wherewith thou wast anointed: 

No bending knee will call thee Cesar now, 

No humble suitors press to speak for right, 

No, not a man comes for redress of thee; 

For how can I help them, and not myself! 

Fird Keep. Aj, here’s a deer whose dcin’s a keeper’s fee: 
This is the quondam king; let’s seize upon him. 

K. Hen. Let me embrace thee, sour adversity. 

Fop wise men say it is the wisest course. 

See. Keep. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him. 
FirU Keqt. Forbear awhile; we’ll hear a little more. 
K. Hen. My queen and son are gone to France for aid ; 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the IVench kingfs sister 
To wife for Edward; if this news be true. 


the north of England. 

Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost; 

For Warwick is a subtle orator. 

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words 
By this account then Margaret may win him; 

For she’s a woman to be pitied much : 

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast; ^ 

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart; 

The tiger will be mild whiles she doth mourn; 

And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 

'To hear and see her plaints, her brinish tears. 

Ay, but she’s come to beg, Warwick to give; 

She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry, 

He, on bis right, asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps, and says her Henry is deposed; 

He smiles, and says his Edward is install'd; 

That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no more; 
Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the wrong, 
Inferreth arguments of mighty strength. 

And in conclusion wins the king from her, 

With promise of his sister, and what else, 

To strengthen and supnort King Edward’s place. 

0 Margaret, tffus ’twill be; and thou, poor soul. 

Art then forsaken, as thou went’st forlorn! 

See. Keep. Say, what art thou that talk’st of kings 
and queens ? 

K. Hen. More than I seem, and less .than I was 
born to: 

A man at leas^ for less I should not be; 

And men may talk of kings, and why not 1 7 
See. Keq>. Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou wert a king. 
K. Hen. Why, so I am, in mind ; and that’s enough. 
See. Ke^. But, if thou be a king, where if thy crown 7 
K. Hen. My crown is in my heart, not dn my head ; 
Not deck’d with diamonds and Indian stonds. 

Nor to be seen: my crown is called content: 

A crown it is that sddom kings enjoy. 
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See. Kt«f. Well, if you be a king crown’d with content, 
Your crown content and you must be contented 
To go along with us; for, as we think. 

You are the king Xing Edward hath deposed ; 

And we his subjects sworn in all allegianco 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

K. Hen. But did you never swear, and break an oath ? 
Su. Keep. No, never such an oath ; nor will not now. 
K. Ben. Where did you dwell when I was King of 
England ? 

See. Keep, Hero in this country, where we now remain. 
K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine mouths old; 

My father and my grandfather were kings, 

And you were sworn true subjects unto me: 

And tell me, then, have you not broke your oatlis? 

First Keep. No; 

For we were subjects but while you were king. 

K. Hen. Why, am I dead ? do I not breathe a man ? 
Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear! 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face. 

And as tho air blows it to me again. 

Obeying with my wind when I do blow. 

And yielding to another when it blows. 

Commanded always by the greater gust; 

Such is the lightness of you common men. 

But do not break your oaths; for of that sin 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 

Go where you will, tho king shall be commanded; 

And bo you kings ; command, and I’ll obey. 

First Keep. We are true subjects to the king. King 
^ward. 

K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 

If he were seated as King Edwi^ is. 

First Keep. Wo charge you, in God’s name, and the 
king’s. 

To go with us unto the officers. 

K. Hen. In God’s name, lead; your king’s name be 
obey’d ; 

And what God will, that let your king perform; 

And what ho will, 1 humbly yield unto. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — London. The palace. 

Enter Kino Edwaud, Gloucester, Clarence, and 
Lady Grey 

K. Edw. Brother of Gloucester, at Saint Alban’s field 
This lady’s husband. Sir Richard Grey, was slain. 

His laucu then seized on by the conqueror: 

Her suit is now to repossess those lands; 

Which we in justice cannot well deny. 

Because in quarrel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 

Ghu. Your highness shall do well to g^rant her suit; 
It were dishonour to deny it her. 

K. Sdw. It were no less ; but yet I’ll make a pause. 
Olon. [Aside to C/or.l Yea, is it ■’■>1 
I see the lady hath a tiling to grant. 

Before the king will grant ner humble suit. 

Clar. [Aside to Olou.] He knows the game: how 
true he keeps the wind! 

Olou. [Aside to Clar.] Silence! 

K. Edw. Widow, we will consider of your suit; 

And come some other time to know our mind. 

L. Oretf. Bight gracious lord, I cannot brook delay: 
May it please your highness to resolve me now; 

And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 

Olou. [Aside to Otar.] Ay, widow? then 111 wat^ 
rant you all your lands. 

An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 

Fight closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow. 

▼OL.11L 


Clar, [Aside to Olou.] I fear her not, unless she 
chance to fall. 

Olou. [Aside to Clar.] God forbid that! for he’ll 
take 'vantages. 

K. Edw. How many children hast thou, widow? tell me. 
Clar. [Aside to Olou.] 1 think he means to beg a 

child of her. 

Olou. [Aside to Clar.] Nay, whip me then : he’ll rather 
give her two. 

L. Orel/. Three, my most gracious lord. 

Olou. [Aside to Clar.] You shall have four, if you’ll 
be ruled by him. 

K. Edw. ’Twere pity they should lose their father’s lauds. 

L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then. 

K. Edw. Lords, give us leave: I’ll try this widow’s wit. 
Olou, [Aside to Clar.] Ay, good leave have you; for 

you will have leave. 

Till youth take leave, qnd leave you to the crutch. 

[Olou. and Clar. retire. 

K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love your children ? 

L. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

K. Edw. And would you not do much to do them good ? 

L. Grey, To do them good, I would sustain some harm. 

K. Edw. Then get your husband’s lands, to do them good. 

L. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

K. Edw. I’ll tell you how these lands are to be got. 

L. Grey. So shall you bind me to your highness’ service. 

K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me, if I give them 1 

L. Grey. What you command, that rests in me to do. 

K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my bwn. 

L. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot do it. 

K. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean to ask. 

L. Grey. Why, then I will do what your grace com- 
mand. 

Olou. [Aside to Clar.] He plies her hard ; and much 
rain wears the marble. 

Clar. [Aside to Olou.] As red as fire I nay, then her 
wax must melt. 

L. Orey. Why stops my lord? shall I not hear my task ? 

K. Edw. An easy task; ’tis but to love a king. 

L. Orey. That’s soon perform’d, because I am a subject. 

K. Edw. Why, then, thy husband’s lands I freely 
give thee. 

L. Grey. I take my leave with many thousand thanks. 
Olou. [Aside to Clar.] 'The match is made ; she seals 

it with a curtsy. 

K. Edw, But stay thee, ’tis the fruits of love I mean. 
Z. Orey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege. 
K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense. 

What love, think’st thou, I sue so much to get? 

Z. Orey. My love till death, my humble thanks, my 
prayers ; 

That love which virtue begs and virtue grants. 

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such love. 

L. Orey. Why, then you mean not as I thought you did. 
k. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 
L. Orey. My mind will never grant what I perceive 

Your highness aims at, if 1 aim aright. 

K. Edw. To tell thee ploin, I aim to lie with thee. 

L. Orey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie in prison. 
k. Edw. Why, then thou shalt not have thy husband’s 

lands. , „ , j 

L. Orey. Why, then mine honesty shall be my dower ; 
For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

K. Edw. Therein thou wrong’st thy children mightily. 

L. Orey. Herein your highness wron^ both them and me. 
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 

Accords not with the sadness of my suit: 

Please you dismiss me, either with ‘ay or ‘no, 

32 
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K. Edw. Ay, if thou wilt say 'ay’ to my request; 
No, if thou dost say ‘no’ to my demand. 

L. Orty. Then, no, my lord. My suit is at an end. 
Olov,. [Aside to Clar.'\ The widow likes him not, she 

knits her brows. 

Clar. [Aside to GUm.'\ He is the bluntest wooer in 
Christendom. 

K. Edw. [Asidt.'\ Her looks do argue her replete 
with modesty; 

Her words do show her wit incomparable; 

All her perfections challenM sovereignty: 

One way or other, she is for a king; 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen. — 

Say that King Edward take thee for his queen? 

L. Orey. "Tis better said than done, my gracious lord : 


I am a subject lit to jest withal. 

But far unfit to be a sovereign. 

K. Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to thee 
1 s^k no more than what my soul intends; 

And that is, to eqjoy thee for my love. 

L. Grey. And that is more than 1 will yield unto: 

I know I am too mean to be your queen. 

And yet too good to be your concubine. 

K. Edw. You cavil, widow: I did mean, my queen. 

L. Grey. ’Twill grieve your grace my sons should 
call you father. 

K. Edw. No more than when my daughters call thee 
mother. 

Thou art a widow, and thou bast some children; 

And, by God’s mother, I, being but a bachelor. 



Have other some: why, 'tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. 

Olofu. [Aside to Clar.'\ The ghostly father now hath 
done his shrift. 

Clar. [Aside to Glou.’\ When he was made a shriver, 
’twas for shift. 

K. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we two have 
had. 

Glou. The widow likes it not, for she looks very sad. 
K. Edw. Tou’ld think it strange if I should many her. 
Clar. To whom, my lord? 

A! Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Gha. That would be ten days’ wonder at the Imt. 
Clar. That’s a day longer than a wonder lasts. 

Okm. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

K. Edw. Well, jest on, brothers: I can tell you both 
Her suit is granted for her husband’s lands. 


Enter a Nobleman. 

Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken. 
And brought y^r prisoner to your palace gate. 

JC. Edw. that he be convey’d unto the Tower: 
And go we, brothers,, to the man that took him. 

To question of his apprehension. 

Widow, go you along. Lords, use her honoifrably. 

[Exeunt all buA Gloucester. 
Glou. Ay, Edward will use women honourably. 
Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all. 

That from his loins no hopeful branch may apring, 

To cross roe from the golden time I look fot! 

And yet, between my soul’s desire and me--* 

The lustful Edward’s title buried — 

Is Clarence, Henry, and bis son young Edward, 

And all the unlook’d for issue of their bodies, 

To take tlpeir rooms, ere I can place myself t 
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A cold premeditation for my purpose! 

Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty ; 

Like one that stands upon a promontory. 

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread. 

Wishing his foot were equal with his eye, 

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence. 
Saying, he’ll lade it dry to have his way: 

So do I wish the crown, being so far off; 

And so I chide the means that keeps mu from it; 

And so I say. I’ll cut the causes off. 

Flattering me with impossibilities. 

My eye’s too quick, my heart o’erweens too much. 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 

Well, say thei'e is no kingdom then for llichard; 

What other pleasure can the world afford? 

I’ll make my heaven in a lady’s lap. 

And deck my body in gay ornamente. 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 

0 miserable thought! and more unlikely 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 

Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb: 

Anti, for I should not deal in her soft laws. 

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe. 

To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub; 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Where sits deformity to mock my body; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size; 

To disproportion mo in every part. 

Like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp 
’That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am 1 then a man to be beloved? 

0 monstwoub fault, to harbour such a thought! 

Then since this earth affords no joy to me. 

But to command, to check, to o’erwar such 
As are of better person than myself. 

I’ll make my heaven to dream upon the crown. 

And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell. 
Until my mis-shaped trunk tliat bears this head 
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 

And yet I know not how to. get the crown. 

For many lives stand between me and home: 

And I — like one lost in a thorny wood. 

That rends the thorns and is rent with the thorns. 
Seeking a way and straying from the way; 

Not knowing how to find the open air. 

But toiling desperately to find it out — 

Torment myself to catch the English crown: 

And from that torment I will free myself. 

Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and murder whiles 1 smile. 

And cry ’Content’ to that which grieves my heart. 

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

I’ll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall; 

I’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk 
I’ll play the orator as well as Nestor, 

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could, 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy. 

1 can add colours to the chameleon. 

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages. 

And set the murderous Machiavel to school. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 

Tut, were it farther off, I’ll pluck it dowm [Exit. 

ScENB III.— France. The King’s podaee. 

Flourish. Enter Lewis the French King, his sister Bona, Aw 
Admiral, called Boubbon: Pbince Edward, Queen Marga- 
ret, and Me Earl of Oxford. Lewis sits,andri8ethupagain. 
K. Lew. Fair Queen of England, worthy Maigaiet, 


Sit down with us: it ill befits thy state 

And birth, that thou shouldst stand while Lewis doth sit. 

Q. Mur. No, mighty King of France : now Maigaret 
Must strike her sad and learn awhile to serve 
Where kings command. I was, I roust confess. 

Great Albion’s queen in former golden days: 

But now mischance hath trod my title down. 

And with dishonour laid me on the ground ; 

Where I must take like seat unto my foi-tune. 

And to my humble seat conform myself 

K. Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs this 
deep despair? 

Q. Mar. From such a cause os fills mine eyes with tears 
And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d in cares. 

K. Lew. Whate’er it be, be thou still like thyself, 
And sit thee by our side : [Seais her by Atm.] yield not 
thy neck 

To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 

Be plain. Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 

It snail be eased, if France can yield relief 

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my drooping 
thoughts 

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 

Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis, 

That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

Is of a king become a banish’d man. 

And forced to live in Scotland a forlorn; 

While proud ambitious Edward Duke of York 
Usurps the regal title and the seat 
Of England’s true-anointed lawful king. 

This is the cause that I, poor Margaret, 

With this my son. Prince Edward, Henry’s heir 
Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid; 

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done: 

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 

Our people and our peers are both misled. 

Our treasure seized, our soldiers put to flight. 

And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight. 

K. Lew. Benowned queen, with patience calm the storm. 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q. Mar. The more we stay, the stronger grows our foe. 
K. IjCw. The more I stay, the more I’ll succour thee. 
Q. Mar. 0, but impatience waiteth on true sorrow. 
And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow! 

Elder Warwick. 

K. Lew. What’s he approncheth boldly to our presence? 
Q. Mar. Our Earl of Warwick, Edward’s greatest friend. 
K. Lew. Welcome, bravo Waiwick ! What brings thee 
to France? [JLe descends. She ariseth. 

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise; 

For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

JVar. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 

My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindness and unfeigned love. 

First, to do greetings to thy royal person; 

And then to crave a league of amity; 

And lastly, to confirm that amity 

With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 

That virtuous Lady Bono, thy fair sister. 

To England’s king in lawful marriage. 

Q. Mar. [Aside:\ If that go forward, Henry’s hope 
is done. 

War. [To Nona.] And, gracious madam, in our king’s 
behalf, 

I am commanded, with your leave and favour. 

Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign’s heart; 
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Where fame, late entering at hia heedhil ears, 

Hath placed thy beauty’s image and thy virtue. 

Q. Mar. King Lewis and iJidy Bona, hear me speak, 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honest love. 

But from deceit bred by necessity; 

For how can tyrants stdely govern home. 

Unless abroad they purchase great alliance? 

To prove him tyrant this reason may suflice. 

That Henry liveth still ; but were he dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward stands, King Henry’s son. 

Look, therefore, Lewis, that by this league and marriage 
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour; 

For though usurpers sway the rule awhile, 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth wrongs. 

War. Injurious Margaret ! 

Prince. And why not queen? 

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp; 

Aud thou no more art prince than she is queen. 

Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of Gaunt, 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain; 


The leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty s sun, 
£.Yeinpt from envy, but not from disdain. 

Unless the Lady Boiia quit his pain. 

AT. Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your firm resolve. 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine: 

[To War.] Yet I confess that often ere this day. 
When I have heard your king’s desert recounted. 

Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

AT. Lew. ’Ihen, Warwick, thus: our sister shall be 
Edward’s ; 

Aud now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointure that your king must make. 
Which with her dowry shall be counterpoised. 

Draw near. Queen Maigaret, and be a witness 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 

Q. Mar. Deceitful Warwick! it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my suit: 

Before thy coming Lewis was Henry’s friend. 

K. Lew. And still is frieud to him and Maigaict: 


And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 

Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest; 

And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, 

Who by his prowess conquered all France! 

Fioin these our Henry lineally descends. 

War. Oxford, how liaps it, in this smooth discourse, 
You told not how Henry the Sixth hath lost 
All tliat which Henry the Fifth had gotten ? 

Methinks lliese peers of Franco should smile at that 
But for the rest, you tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth. 

Ox/. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against thy 
liege, 

Whom thou obeyed’st thirty and six years. 

And not liewray thy treason with a Hush? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right. 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ? 

For shame! leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

Ox/. Call him my king by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere, 

Was done to death? and more than so, niy father. 

Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years, 

Wlien nature brought him to the door of death ? 

No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm, 

This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 



K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouclisafe, at our request, to stand aside. 

While I use further conference with Warwick. 

[They stand aloo/. 

Q. Mar. Heavens grant that Warwick’s words bewitch 
him not! 

K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon thy con- 
science, 

Is Edward your true king; for I were loath 
To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 

War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour. 
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the people’s eye? 
War. The more that Henry was unfortunate. 

JT. Lew. Then further, all dissembling set aside. 

Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
Unto our sister Bona. 

War. Such it seems 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 

Myself have often heard him say and swear 
That this his love was an eternal plant. 

Whereof the root was fixed in virtue’s ground. 


But if your title to the crown be weak. 

As may appear by Edward’s good success. 

Then 'tis but reason that I be released 
From giving aid which late 1 promised. 

Yet shall you J»ave all kindness at my hand 
That your estate requires and mine can yidd, 

IFar. Henry now lives in Scotland at his case. 
Where having nothing, nothing can ho lose. 

And as for you yourself, our quondam quetm, 

You have a father able to maintain you; | 

And better 'twere you troubled him than B^nce. 

Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and sbamelels Waiwick, 

S eace, ' 

setter up and puller down of kings I < 

I will not hence, till, with mjr talk and tears. 

Both full of truth, I make King Lewis behbld 
Thy sly conveyance and thy lord’s false lote; 

For both of you are birds of sel&ame feather. 

[Pod Uom a horn within. 

K. Leah Warwick, this is some post to us or thee. 
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Enter a Post. 

Post. [To War.] My lord ambassador, these letters 
aro lor you, • 

Sent from your brother, Marquess Montague: 

[To Lewis.] These Iroui our king unto your majesty: 
[To Margaret.] And, madam, these for you ; from whom 
I know not [They cUl read their Utters. 

Oxf. I like it well that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 

Prince. Nay, mark how Lewis stamps, as he were nettled : 
I hope all’s for the best 

K. Lew. Warwick, what are thj news? and yours, 
fair queen? 

Q, Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with unhoped joys. 
War. Mine full of sorrow and heart’s discontent 
K. Lew. What I has your king married the Lady Grey? 
And now, to soothe your forgery and his. 

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience? 

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France? 

Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner? 

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before: 

This proveth Edward’s love and Warwick’s honesty. 

War. King Lewis, I hero protest in sight of heaven, 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss. 

That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward’s, 

No more my king, for he dishonours me. 

But most himself, if he could see his shame. 

Did 1 foiget that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to his death? 

Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece? 

Dill 1 iinijaD him with the regal crown? 

Did 1 put Henrr from his native right? 

And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame? 

Shame on himself! for my desert is honour: 

And to repair my honour lost for him, 

I here renounce him and return to Henry. 

My noble queen, let former grudges pass. 

And henceforth I am thy true servitor: 

I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q. Mar. Warwick, these wonls have turn’d my bate to love; 
And I forgive and quite foiget old faults. 

And joy that thou becomest King Henry’s friend. 

War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend. 
That, if King Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 

I'll undertake to land them on our coast. 

And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 

’Tis not his new-made bride shall succour him: 

And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me. 

He’s very likely now to fall from him. 

For matching more for wanton lust than honour, 

Or than for strength and safety of our country. 

Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bonn be revenged 
But by thy help to this distressed queeu? 


Q. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poor Henry live. 
Unless thou rescue him from foul despair? 

Bona. My quarrel and this English queen’s are one. 
War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with yours. 

1C. Lew. And mine with hers, and thine, and Margaret’s 
Therefore at last I firmly am resolved 
You shall have aid. 

Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 
K. Lew. Then, England’s messenger, return in post. 
And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 

That Lewis of France is sending over masquers 
To revel it with him and his new bride : 

Thou secst what’s past, go fear* thy king withal 

Bffm. Tell him, in hope he’ll prove a widower shortly. 
I’ll wear the willow garland for his sake. 

Q. Mar. Tell him, ray mourning weeds are laid aside, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

War. Tell him from me that he hath done me wrong. 
And therefore I’ll uncrown him erc’t be long. 

There's thy reward: be gone. [Exit Post. 

K. Lew. But, Warwick, 

Thou and Oxford, with five thousand men. 

Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle; 

And, as occasion selves, this noble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 

Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt. 

What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? 

War. This shall assure my constant loyalty. 

That if our queeu and this young prince agree. 

I’ll join mine eldest daughter and my joy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands 

Q. Mar. Yes, I agree, and -thank you for your motion. 
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous. 

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick; 

And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine. 

Prince, Yes, I accept her, for she well deserves it ; 
And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives his hand to Warwick. 
K. Lew. Why stay we now? These soldiers shall be 
levied. 

And thou. Lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 

>*^hall waft them over with our royal fleet 
I long till Edward fall by war’s mischance. 

For mocking marriage with a dame of France 

[Exeunt all but Warwick. 
War. I came from Edward as ambassador. 

But 1 return his sworn and mortal foe: 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me. 

But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 

Had he none else to make a stale * but me ? * 

Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 

I was the chief that raised him to the crown. 

And I’ll be chief to bring him down again: 
j Not that I pity Henry’s misery, 

I But seek revenge on Edward’s mockery. [Exit 




ACT IV. 

Scene I. — London. The palace. 


Enter Gloucester, Clarence, Somerset, and Montague. 

Olou. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new marriage with the Lady Grey? 

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ? 

Clar. Alas, yon know, 'tis far from hence to France ; 
How could he stay till Warwick made return ? 

Som. My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes the king. 
Glou. And his well-chosen bride. 

Clar. 1 mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, attended; Lady Grey, 
as Queen; Pembroke, Stafford, Hastings, and others. 

K. Edv). Now, brother of Gorence, how like you our 
choice. 

That you stand pensive, as half malcontent? 

Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the Earl of 
Warwick, 

Which are so weak of courage and in judgment 
That they'll take no offence at our abuse. 

K. Edw. Suppose they take offence without a cause. 
They are but Lewis and Warwick: I am Edward, 

Your king and Warwick’s, and must have my will. 

Clou. And shall have your will, because our king: 
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well 
K. Edw. Yea, brother Hichard, are you offended too ? 
Glou. Not I : 

No, God forbid that I should wish them sever’d 
Whom God hath joined together; ay, and 'twere pity 
To sunder them that yoke so well together. 

K. Edw. Setting your scorns and your utislike aside. 
Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my wife and England’s i^ueen. 

And you too, Somerset and Montague, 

Speak freely what you think. 

Clar. Then this is mine opinion: that King Lewis 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the marriage to the Lady Bona. 

Glou. And Warwick, doing what you gave in chaige 
Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

K. Edw. What if both Lewis and Warwick be appeased 
By snch invention as I can devise? 


Mont. Yetk to have join’d with France in such alliance 
Would more have strengthen’d this our commonwealth 
’Gainst foreign storms than any home-bred marriage. 

Hast. Why, knows not Montague that of itself 
England is safe, if true within itself? 

Mont. But the safer when ’tis back’d with France. 
Hast. 'Tis better using France than trusting France: 
Let us be back’d with God and with the seas. 

Which He hath given lor fence impregnable. 

And with their helps only defend ourselves; 

In them and in ourselves our safety lies. 

Clar. For this one speech Lord Hastings well (jgserves 
To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford. 

K. Edw. Ay, what of that 7 it was my will and grant; 
And for this once'my will shall stand for law. 

Glou. And yet methinks your grace hath not done well. 
To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride; 

She better would have fitted me or Clarence: 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar. Or else you would not have bestow’d the heir 
Of the Lord Bonville on your new wife’s son. 

And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a wife 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 

Clar. In choosing for yourself, you show’d your judgment. 
Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the bfoker in mine own behalf; 

And to that end I shortly mind to leave you. 

AT. Bdw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be king, 
And not be tied uiito his brother’s will. 

Q. Elve. My lords, before it pleased hia majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen. 

Do me but right, and you must all confesf 
That I was not ignoble of descent; 

And meaner than myself have had like fovtune. 

But as this title honours me and mine. 

So your dislike, to whom I would be pleading, 

Doth cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow. 

AT. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns: 
What danger or what sorrow can befall thee. 

So long ^ Edward is thy constant friend. 
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And their true sovereign, whom they must obey? 

Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too, 

Unless they seek for hatred at my hands; 

Which if they da yet will 1 keep thee safe. 

And they shall the vengeance of my wrath. 

Olm. I hear, yet say not much, but think the more. 

[Aaide, 

Enter a Post. 

K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters or what news 
From France 1 

Poet. My sovemgn liege, no letters; and few words, 
But such as I, without your special pardon. 

Dare not relate. 

K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee: therefore, in brief. 
Tell me their wor^ as near os thou canst guess them. 
What answer makes Kins Lewis unto our letters? 

Pott. At my depart, these were his very words: 

‘Go tell false Edward, thy supposed king. 

That Lewis of Fmace is sending over masquers 
To revel it with him and Ids new bride.' 

K. Edw. Is Lewis so brave? belike he thinks me 
Henry. 

But what said Lady Bona to my marriage? 

Post. These were her words, utter’d with mild disdain : 
‘Tell him, in hope he’ll prove a widower shortly. 

I’ll wear the willow garland for his sake.’ 

K. Edw. I blame not her, she could say little less; 
She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen? 
For 1 have heard tliat she was there in place. 

Post. ‘ Tell him,’ quoth she, ‘ my mourning weeds are done, 
And I am. ready to put armour on.’ 

K. Edw. BeUke sue minds to play the Amazon. 

But what said Warwick to these injuries? 

Post. He, more incensed against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharged me with these words: 
‘Tell him from me that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore I’ll uncrown him ere’t be long.’ 

K. Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so proud 
words? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d: 

They shall have wars and pay for their presumptioa 
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Post. Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so link’d in 
friendship. 

That young Prince Edward marries Warwick’s daughter. 

Clar. Belike the elder ; Clarence wUl have the younger. 
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, 

For I will hence to Warwick’s other daughter; 

That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourself. 

You that love me and Warwick, follow me 

[Exit Clarenu, and Somerset fellows. 
Olots. M side.] Not I : 

My thoughts aim at a further matter* 1 
Stay not for the love of Edward, but ihe crown. 

K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone to Warwick ! 
Yet am I arm’d a^inst the worst can happen; 

And haste is needful in this desperate cose. 

Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war; 

'fhey are already, or quickly will bo landed : 

Myself in person will straight follow you. 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford. 
But, ere I go, Hastings and Montague, 

Resolve my doubt, xou twain, of all the rest. 

Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance: 

Tell me if you love Warwick more than me? 

If it be so, then both depart to him; 


1 rather wish you foes than hollow friends : 

But if you mind to hold your true obedience. 

Give me assurance with some friendly vow. 

That I may never have you in suspect. 

Mont. So God help Montague as he proves true! 
Hast. And Hastings as he favours Edward’s cause! 
K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand by us? 
Olou. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you 
K. Edw. Why, so ! then am 1 sure of victory. 

Now therefore let us hence; and lose no hour. 

Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — A plain in Warwicksldre. 

Enter Wahwick and Oxeobd, with Prench soldiers. 

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well; 

The common people by numbers swarm to us. 

Enter ClA'HENCE and Somebset. 

But see where Somerset and Clarence comes! 

Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends? 

Clar. Fear not that, my lord. 

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick; 
And welcome, Somerset: I hold it cowardice 
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love; 

Else might 1 think that Clarence, Edward’s brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings: 

But welcome, sweet Clarence ; my daughter shall be thine. 
And now what rests but, in night’s coverture. 

Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d. 

His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 

And but attended by a simple guard. 

We may sui’piise and take him at our pleasure ? 

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy: 

That 03 Ulysses aud stout Diomede 

With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ tents. 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds, 

So we, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle. 

At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard 
And seize himself; I say not, slaughter him. 

For I intend but only to surprise ‘ him. ' c«piQr.. 

You that will follow me to this attempt. 

Applaud the name of Henry with your leader. 

[They all cry, ‘Henry’’ 
Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort: 

For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint Geoige* 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — ^Edward’s camp, near Warwick. 

Enter thru Watchmen, to guard the King’s tent. 

First Watch. Come on, my masters, each man take 
his stand: 

The king by this is set him down to sleep. 

Second Watch. What, will he not to bed? 

First Watch. Why, no ; for he hath made a solemn vow 
Never to lie and take his natural rest 
Till Warwick or himself be quite suppress’d. 

Second Watch. To-morrow then belike shall be the day, 
If Warwick be so near as men report. 

Third Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that 
That with the king here resteth in his tent? 

First Watch. 'Tis the Lord Hastings, the king’s cbiefest 
friend. 

Third Watch. 0, is it so ? But why commands the 
king 

That his chief followers lodge in towns about him, 
While he himself keeps in the cold fiddt 
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Second Watch, ’Tis the more honour, because more 
dangerous. 

Third Watch. Ay, but give me worship and quietness ; 
I like it better than a dangerous honour 
If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

'Tis to be doubted he would waken him 

First Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up his 
passage. 

Second Watch. Ay, wherefore else guard we his royal 
tent, 

But to defend his person fi*om night-foes ? 


VL— PABT III. [Act ir. 

£7iter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerset, and French 
toldiers, silent all. 

War. This is his tent ; and see whore stand his guard. 
Courage, my masters I honour now or never! 

But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 

First Watch. Who goes there ? 

Second Watch. Stay or thou diest' 

[ Warurick and the rest cry all, ' Warwick ' Warwick ' ’ 
and set vpon the Guard, who fly, crying, ‘Ann ' 
arm !' Warwick and the rest following them 



The drum paying and trumpet sounding, re-enter War* 
WICK, Somerset, and the rest, bringing the Kino out 
in his gown, sitting in a chair. Bicuard and HASTINGS 
fly over the stage. 

Som. What are they that fly there* 

War. Bichard and Hastings: let them go; here is 
The duke. 

K. Edw. The duke ! Why, Warwick, when we parted. 
Thou call’dst me king. 

War. Ay, but the case is alter'd 

Wlien you disgraced me in m^ embassade. 

Then 1 degraded you from being king. 

And come now to create you Duke of York. 

Alas! how should you govern any. kingdom. 

That know not how to use ambassadors. 


Nor how to be contented with one wife. 

Nor how to u8a»your brothers brotherly. 

Nor how to study for the people’s welfare. 

Nor how to shroud yourseli from enemies? 

K. Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou here too ? 
Nay, then I see that Edward needs must down. 

Yet Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 

Of thee thyself and ul thy 'complices, 

Edward will always bear himself as king: 

Though fortune’s malice overthrow my state.' 

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel 

War. Then, for his mind, be Edward Eng^d’s king : 

rTVtkfS ojf hit crown. 

But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 

And be true king indeed, thou but the shadow. 

My Lord pf Somerset, at my request. 
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See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd 
Unto my brother, Archbishop of York. 

When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 
I’ll follow you, an4 tell what answer 
Lewis and the Lady Bona send to him. 

Now, for a while farewell, good Duke of York. 

\T1ity lead him out forcibly. 
K. Edw. What fates impose, that men must needs 
abide ; 

It boots not to resist both wind and tide. [Exit guarded. 

Oxf. What now remains, my lords, for us to do 
But march to London with our soldiers 1 

War. Ay, that’s the first thing that wo have to do; 
To free King Henry from imprisonment 
And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt. 

Scene Vf.— London. The palace. 

Enter Qoeen Euzabeth and Bivers. 

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden change 1 
Q. Eliz. Why, brother Bivers, are you yet to learn 
What late misfortune is befall’u King Edward? 

Rin. What! loss of some pitch’d battle against Warwick ? 
Q. Eliz. No, but the loss of his own royal person. 
Riv. Then is my sovereign slain? 

Q. Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner. 
Either betray’d by falsehood of his guard 
Or by his foe surprised at unawares : 

And, as I further have to understand. 

Is new committed to the Bishop of York, 

Fell Warwick’s brother and by that our foe. 

Riv. These news I must confess are full of grief; 
Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may: 

Warwick may lose, that now bath won the day. 

Q. Eliz. Till then fair hope must hinder life’s decay. 
And 1 the rather wean me from despair 
For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb: 

This is it that makes me bridle passion. 

And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross; 

Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear 
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 
l.est with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
King Edward’s fruit, true heir to the English crown. 
Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then become ? 
Q. Eliz. I am inform’d that he comes towards London, 
To set the crown once more on Henry’s bead ; 

Guess thou the rest ; Kin" Edward’s friends must down. 
But, to prevent the tyrants violence — 

For trust not him that hath once broken faith — 

I’ll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary. 

To save at least the heir of Edward’s right: 

There shall 1 rest secure from force and fraud. 

Come, therefore, let us fly while we may fly: 

If Warwick take us we are sure to die. [JHwunf. 

Scene Y. — A park near Middleham Castu in Yorkshire. 

Enter Gu>ucestbk, Lord Hastings, and Sir Wiluam 
Stanley. 

Olou. Now, my Lord Hastings and Sir William Stanley, 
Leave off to wonder why 1 drew you hither. 

Into this chiefest thicket of the park. 

Thus stands the case: you know our king, my brother. 
Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whoso hands 
He hatii good usage and great liberty. 

And, often but attended with weak guard. 

Comas hunting this vmy to disport himself 
1 have advertised* him by secret means •w«wd. 

That if about this hour he make this way 
VOL m. 


Under the colour of his usual game. 

He shall here find his friends with horse and men 
To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter King Edward and a Huntsman %oith him. 

Hunt. This way, my lord ; for this way lies the game. 
K. Edw. Nay, this way, man-*, see where the huntsmen 
stand. 

Now, brother of Gloucester, Lord Hastings, and the rest. 
Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop's deer? 

Glou. Brother, the time and case requireth haste : 
Your horse stands ready at the park-comer. 

AT. Edw. But whither shall we then ? 

Hast. To Lynn, my lord, 

And ship from thence to Flauders. 

Glou. Well guess’d, believe me; for that was luy 
meaning. 

AT. Edw. Stanley, I .will requite thy forwardness. 
Glou. But wherefore stay we? 'tis no time to talk. 
AT. Edw. Huntsman, what say’st thou ? wilt thou go 
along ? 

Hunt. Better do so than tarry and be bang’d. 

Glou. Come then, away ; let’s ha’ no more ado. 

K. Edw. Bishop, farewell : slticld thee from Warwick’s 
frown ; 

And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI — London. The Tower. 

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, 
Somerset, young Hichmond, Oxford, Montague, arid 
Lieutenant of the Tower. 

K. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and Mends 
Hath shaken Edward from the regal seat. 

And turn’d my captive state to liberty. 

My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys. 

At our enlargement what are thy due fees? 

Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their sovereigns ; 
But if an humble prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of your majesty. 

K. Hen. For what, lieutenant? for well using me? 
Nay, be thou sure I’ll well requite tliy kindness. 

For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure; 

Ay, such a pleasure ns incaged birds 
Conceive when after many moody thoughts 
At lost by notes of household harmony 
They quite foiget their loss of liberty. 

But, Warwick, after God, thou set’st me free. 

And chiefly therefore 1 thank God and thee; 

He was the author, thou the instrument. 

Therefore, that 1 may conquer fortune’s spite 
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me. 

And tliat the people of this blessed land 
May not be punish’d with my thwarting stars, 

Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 

I here resign my government to thee. 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War. Your grace hath still been famed for virtuous; 
And now may seem as wise os virtuous. 

By spying and avoiding fortune's malice. 

For few men rightly temper with the stars: 

Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace, 

For choosing me when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway. 

To whom the heavens in thy nativity 
Adjudged an olive branch and laurel crown. 

As likely to be blest in peace and war; 

And therefore 1 yield thee my free consent. 

War. And 1 choose Clarence only for protector. 

33 
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K.Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give me both your hands: 
Now join your hands, and with your hands your hearts. 
That no dissension hinder government: 

I make you both protectors of this land, 

While I myself wul lead a private life. 

And in devotion spend my latter days. 

To sin’s rebuke and my Creator’s praise. 

War. What answers Clarence to his sovereign’s will? 
Clar. That he consents, if Warwick yield consent ; 
For on thy fortune 1 repose myself. 

War. Why then, though loath, yet must I be content : 
We’ll yoke together, like a double shadow 
To Henry’s body, and supply his place; 

I mean, in bearing weight of government. 

While he enjoys the honour and his ease. 

And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounced a traitor. 

And all bis lands and goods be confiscate. 

Clar. What else? and that succession be determined. 
War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his part. 
K. Hen. Bnt^ with the first of all your chief affairs. 
Let me entreat, for I command no more. 

That Margaret your queen and my son Edward 
Be sent for, to return from France with speed; 

For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclipsed. 

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all speed. 
K. Hen. My Lord of ^merset, wlmt youtii is that. 
Of whom you seem to have so tender care? 

Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Bichmond. 
K. Hen. Come hither, England's hope. [Lays hit hand 
on hit head.] If secret powers 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts. 

This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss. 

His looks are full of peaceful majesty. 

His head by nature framed to wear a crown, 

His hand to wield a sceptre, and himself 
Likely in time to bless a regal throne. 

Make much of him, my lor&, for this is he 
Must help you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Post. 

War. What news, my friend? 

Pott. That Edward is escaped from your brother. 
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 

War. Unsavoury news! but how made he escape? 
Pott. He was convey’d by Richard Duke of Gloucester 
And the Lord Hastings, who attended him 
In secret ambush on the forest side. 

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescued him; 

For hunting was his daily exercise. 

War. My brother was too careless of his charge. 

But let os hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

[Eeeunt all but Somenet, Richmond, and Otrford. 
Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of Edwin’s; 
For doubtless Burgundy will yield him help. 

And we shall have more wars before ’t be long. 

As Henry’s late presaging prophecy 
Did glad my heart with hope of this young Bichmond, 
So doth my heart misgive irre, in these conflicts 
What may befidl him, to his harm and ours: 

Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worst. 

Forthwith we’ll send him hence to Brittany, 

Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Qa/. Av, for if Edward repossess the crown, 

’Tis like uat Bichmond with the rest shall dowa 
Som. It shall be so; he shall 'to Brittany. 

Come, therefore, let's about it speedily. [Bsee/mt. 


Scunc VII . — Btfort York. 

Flourith. Enter Eimo Edwabd, Qlouobbtbk, Hastikgs, 
and Soldiers. 

K. Edw. Now, brother Biohard, Lord Hastings, and 
the rest. 

Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends, • 

And says that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry’s regal crown. 

Well have we pass’d and now repass'd the seas. 

And brought desired help from Burgundy: 

What then remains, we being thus arrived 
From Bavenapurgh haven before the gates of York, 

But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Clou. The gates made fast ! Brother, I like not this; 
For many men that stumble at the threshold 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw. Tush, man, abodements must not now 
affright us: 

By fair or foul means we must enter in. 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hatt. My liege. I'll knock once more to summon them. 



Enter, on the vmUt, the Mayor of York, and hit 
Rrethren. 

May. My lords, we were forewarned of your coming, 
And shut toe gates for safety of ourselves; 

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

Jr. Edw. But, master mayor, if Henry be your king. 
Yet Edward at the least is Duke of York. 

May. True, my good lord; I know you for no less. 
K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my 
dukedom. 

As being weU contept with that alone. 

Clou. [Aride!] ^ut when the fox hath once got in 
his nose. 

He’ll soon find means to make the body fillow. 

Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand yo* in a doubt ? 
Open the gates; we are King Henry’s frieida 
May, Ay, say you so ? the gates shall than bo open'd. 

[They deteend. 

Clou. A wise stoat captain, and soon persuaded! 
Heut. The good old man would fain tiiot all were well. 
So ’twere not ’long of him; but being enttt'd, 

I doubt not, I> but we shall soon persuade 
Both hin^ and aU his brothers unto reason. 


Act IV.] 
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Ender (h* Mayor and two Aldermen, Mm. 

K. Bdw. So, master mayor: these gates must not 
be shut 

But in the night or in the time of war. 

What I fear not, man, but yield me up the keys; 

[Taken hia keys. 

For Edward will defend the town and tliee. 

And all those friends that deign to follow me. 

Matdi. Enter Montgomery, with dtutn and eoldten. 

OUm. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 

Our trusty friond, unless I be deceived. 

K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John! But why come you 
in arms? 

MotU. To help King Edward in his time of storm. 
As every loyal subject ought to do. 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery; but we now 
forget 

Our title to the crown, and only claim 
Our dukedom till God please to send the rest. 


Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again: 

1 came to serve a king and not a duke. 

Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. 

[The drum hegtne to march. 
K. Edw. Kay, stay. Sir John, awhile, and we'll debate 
By what safe means the crown may be recover'd. 

Mont. What talk you of debating ? in few words. 

If you'll not hcie proclaim yourself our king, 

I’ll leave you to your loitune and be gone 
To keep them back that come to succom* you : 

Why shall we fight, if you pretend no title? 

Qlou. Why, brother, wherefore stand you on nice 
points ? 

K. Edw. When we grow stronger, then we’ll make 
our claim: 

Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning. 

Hast. Away with scrupulous wit! now arms must 
rule. 

Olou. And fearless minds climb soonest unto crowna 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand; 

The bruit thereof will bring you many fiieuda 



K. Bdw. Then be it as you will; for 'tis my right. 
And Henry but usurps the diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now my sovereign speaketh bke himself; 
And now will I be Award’s champion. 

^tut. Sound trumpet; Edward shall bo here proclaim’d : 
Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. [FlourUh. 

SoUL Edward the Fourth, by the grace of God, king 
of England and France, and lord of Ireland, &c. 

Mont. And whosoe’er gainsays King Edward’s right. 
By this I challenge him to single fight. 

[!I%rms down his gauntlet. 
AU. Long live Edward the Fourth! 

K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; and thanks 
unto you all: 

If fortune serve me, I’ll requite this kindness. 

Now, for this night, let’s harbour here in York 
And when the morning sun shall raise his car 
Above the border of tms horizon, 

We’U forward towards Warwick and his mates; 

For well I wot tliat Henry is no soldier. 

Ah, froward Clarence! how evil it beseems thee. 

To flatter Henry and forsake thy brother! 


Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and Warwick 
Come on, brave soldiers : doubt not of the day. 

And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exeunt 

Scene VIII — London. The palace. 

Flourish. Enter Kino Henry, Warwick, Montague, 
Clarence, Exeteb, and Oxford. 

War. What counsel, lords? Edward from Belgia, 
With hasty Germans and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pa&s’d in safety through the narrow seas. 

And with his troops doth march amain to London; 
And many giddy people flock to him. 

K. Hen. Let’s levy men, and beat him back again. 
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out; 

Which, being sufler’d, rivers cannot quench. 

War. In Warwickshire 1 have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war; 

Those will I muster up: and thou, son Clarence, 

Shalt stir up in Suflblk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 

The knights and gentlemen to come with thee: 

Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
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Northampton and in Leicestershire, shalt find 
Men well inclined to hear ivhat thou command’st: 

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well beloved. 

In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends. 

Mv sovereign, with the loving citizens, 

Like to his island girt in with the ocean. 

Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs, 

Shall rest in London till wo come to him. 

Fair lords, take leave and stand not to reply. 

Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Hm. Farewell, my Hector, and iny Troy’s true hope. 
Clar, In sign of truth, I kiss your highness* hand. 


K, Hen, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate! 
Mont, Comfort, my lord; and so I take my leave. 

And thus I seal my truth, and bid adieu. 

K, Hen, Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 

War, Farewell, sweet lords: let's meet at Coventry. 

[Exeunt all but Kxng Henry and Exeter, 
K. Hen, Here at the palace will 1 rest, awhile. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ? 

Methinks the power that Edward hath in field 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exe, The doubt is that he will seduce the rest. 



K. Hen, That’s not my fear; my meed hath got mo 
fame: 

I have not stopp'd mine ears to their demand^ 

Nor posted off' their suits with slow delays ; 

My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds. 

My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs 
My mercy dried their water-flowing tears; 

I have not been desirous of their wealth. 

Nor much oppress'd them with great subsidies, 

Nor forward of revenge, though they much err’d : 

Then why should they love Edward more than me? 

No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace: 

And when the lion fawns upon the lamb. 

The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout vrUhin, *A Lancaster! A Lancaster!’ 
Exe, Hark, hark, my lord! what shouts are these? 


Enter Kino Edwabd, Gloucester, and soldurs, 

K, Edw, Seize on the shame-faced Henry, bear him hence, 
And once again proclaim us king of England. 

You are the fount that makes small brooks to flow : 
Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck them dry, 
And swell so much the higher by their ebb. 

Hence with him to the Tower; let him not speak. 

[ExeurU some with Ktng Henry, 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course. 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 

The sun shinesj»‘hot ; and, if we use delay. 

Cold biting winter mars our hoped-for hay. 

Olf/u, Away betimes, before his forces join. 

And take the great-grown traitor unawares:' 

Brave warriors, march amain towards Covenliy. [Exmnt, 



ACT V. 


SCEifE I. — Coventry. 


EtUer Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Messengers, 
and others upon tlu walls. 

War. Where is the post that came from valiant Oxford* 
How far .hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow ? 

First Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching hither- 
ward. 

War. How far off is our brother Montague? 

Where is the post that came from Montague ? 

Second Mess. By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop. 

Enter SiR John Somerville. 

War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving son? 
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now? 

Som. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. 

[Drum hfird. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand; 1 hear his drutn. 
Som. It is not his, my lord; here Southam lies: 

The drum your honour hears inarcheth from Warwick. 
War. Who should that be ? belike, unlook’d-for friends. 
Som. They are at hand, and you shall quickly know. 

March ; Jlourish. Enter Kino Euward, Gloucester, 
and soldiers. 

K. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a parle. 
Clou. See how the surly Warwick mans the wall' 
War. O unbid spite ! is sportful Edward come ? 
Where slept our scouts, or how are t! y seduced. 

That wo could hear no news of his repair? 

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates. 
Speak gentle words and humbly bend thy knee. 

Call Edward king and at his hands beg mercy? 

And he shall pardon thee these outrsges. 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence. 
Confess who set thee up and pluck’d thee down. 

Call Warwick patron and be penitent? 

And thou shalt still remain the Duke of York. 

OUnt, I thought, at leasts he would have said the king; 
Or did he make the jest against his will? 

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gifl?_ 

Ohu. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give: 

I’ll do thee service for so good a gift. 


War. ’Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy brother. 
AT. Edw. Why then 'tis mine, if but by Warwick's gilt 
War. Thou art no Atlas for so gieat a weight : 

And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift agaiu ; 

And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject 

AT. Edw. But Warwick’s king is Edward’s prisoner: 
And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this : 

What is the body when the head is oil * 

Clou. Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast. 

But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 

The king was slily finger'd from the deck" 

You left poor Henry at the Bishop’s palace. 

And, ten to one, you’ll meet him in the Tower 
AT. Edw. ’Tis even so ; yet you are Warwick still. 
Clou. Come, Warwick, take the time; kneel down, 
kneel down: 

Nay, when ? strike now, or else the iron coola 
War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face. 

Than bear so low a soil, to strike to thee. 

E. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide 
thy friend. 

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair, 

Shall, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off. 

Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood, 
‘Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more.’ 

Enter Oxford, with drum and colours. 

War. 0 cheerful colours! see where Oxford comes! 
Ox/. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster' 

[He and hts forces enter the city. 
Olou. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

AT. Edw. So other foes may set upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array; for they no doubt 
Will issue out again and bid us battle: 

If not, the city being but of small defence. 

We’ll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 

War. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy help. 

Enter Montague, with drum and cclours. 

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster! 

[He and his forces enter the city. 
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Oku. Thou aod thy brother both shall bvy this treason 
Erea with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

K. JMw. The harder match’d, the greeter victory: 
My mind presageth happy gain and conquesti 

Enter Somsbset, with drum and colours. 

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster! 

[He and his forces eater the city. 
Oku. Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerset, 
Have sold their lives unto the house of York; 

And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 

Enter CLARENCE, loith drum and colours 

War. And lo, where George of Clarence sweeps along. 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 

With whom an upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brother's love I 
Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick calL 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this means ? 

[TaJiin^ his red rose out of his hat. 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee: 

I will not ruinate my father’s house. 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones together, 

And set up Lancaster. Why, trow'st thou, Warwick, 

That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural. 

To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother and his lawful king? 

Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath: 

To keep that oath were more impiety 

Than Jephthah’s, when he sacrificed his daughter. 

I am so sorry for my trespass made 
That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands, 

I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe. 

With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee — 

As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad — 

To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 

And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I doty thee. 

And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. 

Pardon me, Edward, 1 will make amends: 

And, Kicliard, do not frown upon my faults. 

For I will henceforth be no more unconstant 
K. Sdio. How welcome more, and ten times more 
beloved. 

Than if thou never hadst deserved our hate. 

Oku. Welcome, good Clarence; this is brother-like. 
War. O passing* traitor, perjured and unjust! 

JT. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town 
and fight? 

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears? 

War. Alas, I am not coop’d here for defence! 

I will away towards Barnet presently. 

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou darest. 

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Inward dares, and leads the 
way. 

Lords, to the field; Saint George and victory! 

[Exeunt King Edward and his company. March, 
Warwick and his company folkw, 

SCBNB II. — A fidd of haUle near Barnet. 

Alarum and excursions. Enter King Edward, bringing 
forth Warwick wounded. 

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die our few ; 
For Warwick was a bug that fear’d* us all. i 
Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee, 

That Warwick’s bones may keep tliine company. [ExU. 

War. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend or foe. 
And tell mo who is victor, York ot Warwick? 

Why ask I that? my mangled body shows, 


I My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart shows, 
' That I must yield my body to the earth 
And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge. 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagles 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept. 

Whoso top-branch overpeer’d Jove’s spreading tree. 

And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death’s black veil, 
Have b^n as piercing as the mid-day sun. 

To search the secret treasons of the world : 

The wrinkles in my brow, now fill’d with blood. 

Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres; 

For who lived king, but I could dig his grave? 

And who durst smile when Warwick bent his brow ? 
Lo, now my ^ory smear’d in dust and blood! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had. 

Even now forsake me, and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me but my body’s length. 

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust? 
And, live wo how we can, yet die we must. 

Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our loss again; 

The queen from France liath brought a puissant power: 
Even now we beard the news ; ah, couldst tliou fly ! 

War. Why, then I would not fly. .Ah, Montague, 
If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand. 

And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile! 

Thou lovest mo not; for, brother, if thou didst. 

Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood 
That glues my lips and will not let me speak. 

Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 

Som. Ah, Warwick 1 Montague hath breathed his last ; 
And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick, 

And said, 'Commend me to my valiant brother.’ 

And more he would have said, and more he spoke, 
Which sounded like a clamour in a vault, 

That mought not be distinguished; but at last 
I well might hear, deliver’d with a groan, 

'0, farewml, Warwick!’ 

War. Sweet rest his soul ! Fly, lords, and save your- 
selves ; 

For Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet in heaven. 

[Ihes. 

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen’s great power' 
[Here they bear away hts body. Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Another part of the field. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward in triumph; with Glou- 
cester, Clarence, and the rest. 

K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward course. 
And we are graced with wreaths of victory. 

But, in the mitftt of this bright-shining day, 

I spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud. 

That will encounter ^ith our glorious sun. 

Ere he attain his easeful western bed: 

I mean, my lords, those powers that the qufen 
Hath raised in Gallia have arrived our coas^ 

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse thal cloud. 
And blow it to the source from whence it qame: 

The very beams will dry iibose vapours up. 

For every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Oku. The queen is valued thirty thousand strong. 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her: 

If she have time to breathe, be well assured 
Her factio^ will he full os strong as ours. 



Act V.] KING HENBY 

K. Eiflo. We are adTertised by our loving friends 
That thepr do bold their course toward Tewksbury: 

We, having now the best at Barnet field, 

Will thither straight, for willingness rids way; 

And, as we march, our strength will be augmented 
In every county as we go along. 

Strike up the drum; cry, * Courage!’ and away. [Exewni. 

Scene IV. — Plains near Tewlaimry. 

March. Enter Queen Mabgaret, Prince Edward, 
Somerset, Oxford, and soldiers. 

Q, Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit and wail their 
loss. 

But cheerly sock how to redress their harms. 

What though the mast be now blown overboard. 

The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost, 

And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood? 

Yet lives our pilot still. Is’t meet that he 
Should leave the holm and, like a fearful lad, 

With tearful eyes add water to the sea. 

And give more strength to that which hath too much. 
Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock. 

Which industry and courage might have saved ? 

Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were this I 
Say Warwick was our anchor; what of that? 

And Montague our topmast; what of him? 

Our slaughter’d friends the tackles; what of these? 

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor. 

And Somerset another goodly mast? 

The friends -.’f France our shrouds and tacklings ? 

And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 
For onco allow'd the skilful pilot’s charge ? 

We will not from the holm to sit aiid weep. 

But keep our course, though the rough wind say no. 
From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck. 

As good to chide the waves as^ speak them fair. 

And what is Edward but a ruthless sea? 

What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit? 

And Bichard but a ragged fatal rock? 

All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

Say you can swim; alas, *tis but a while! 

Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly sink: 
Bestride the rock; the tide will wash you off. 

Or else you famish ; that’s a threefold death. 

This apeak 1, lords, to let you understand. 

In case some one of you would fly from us. 

That there’s no hoped-for mercy with the brothers 
More than with ruthless waves, with sands and rocks. 
Why, courage then! what cannot be avoided 
’Twere childish weakness to lament or fear. 

Prince. Methinks a woman of this valiant spirit 
Should, if a coward heard her speak these words. 

Infuse his breast with magnanimity 
And make him, naked, foil a man at aims. 

I speak not this os doubting any here; 

For ^d 1 but suspect a fearful man. 

He should have leave to go away betimes, 

Lest in our need he might infect another, 

And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such be here — os God forbid! — 

Let him depart before we need his help. 

Oaif, Women and children of so high a courage. 

And warriors faint! why, ’twere perpetual shame. 

O brave young prince! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee! long mayst thou live 
To bear his image and renew his glories! 

Som. And he that will not fight for such a hope. 
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Go home to bed, and like the owl by day. 

If he arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at. 

Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset ; sweet Oxford, thanks. 
Prince. And take his thanks that yet hath nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, fer Edward is at hand. 
Beady to fight; therefore be resolute. 

I thought no less: it is his policy 
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he’s deceived ; we are in readiness. 

Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your forwardness. 
Oxf. Here pitch our battle ; hence we will not budge. 

Flourish and march. Eider King Edward, Gloucester, 
Clarence, and soldiers. 

K. Edw. Brave folloyrers, yonder stands the thorny 
wood. 

Which, by the heavens’ assistance and your strength, 
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

I need not add more fuel to your fire. 

For well I wot ye blaze to burn them out: 

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords! 

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what I should say 
My tears gainsay; for eveiy word I speak, 

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 

Therefore, no more but this : Henry, your sovereign, 
la prisoner to the foe; his state usurp’d. 

His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, 

His statutes cancell’d, and his treasure spent; 

And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 

You %ht in justice : then, in God’s name, lords. 

Be valiant and give signal to the fight. 

[Alarum : Retreat : Excursions. Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Another fart of the field. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, Gloucester, Clarence, 
and soldiers; with Queen Margaret, Oxford, and 
Somerset, prisoners. 

K. Edw. Now here a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hames Castle straight: 

For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 

Go, bear them hence; I will not hear them speak. 

Oxf. For my part. I'll not trouble thee with words. 
Som. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my fortune 
[Exeunt Oxford and Somerset guarded. 
Q. Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous world, 
To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

AT. Edw. Is proclamation made, that who finds Edward 
Shall have a high reward, and he his life? 

Olou. It is : and lo, where youthful Edward comes ! 

I Enter soldiers, with Prince Edward. 

K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him 
speak. 

What! can so young a thorn begin to prick? 

Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make 
For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects, 

And edl the trouble thou hast turn’d me to ? 

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious York! 
Suppose that I am now my father’s mouth; 

Besign thy chair, and where I stand kneel thou, 

'l^ilst I propose the selfsame words to thee. 

Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to. 

Q. Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so resolved! 
OUns. That you might still have worn the petticoat, 
And ne'er have stol’n the breech from Lancaster. 
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iVtn«e. Let iEsop fable in a winter’s night ; 

His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Glou. By heaven, brat. I'll plague ye for that word. 
Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague to men. 
GUm. For God’s sake, take away this captive scold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crookback rather, 
ir. JSdvf. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your 
tongue. 

Olar. Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert 
PrifM. I know my duty; you are all undutiful: 
Lascivious Edward, and thou perjured George, 

And thou mis-shapen Dick, I tell ye all 
I am your better, traitors as ye are: 

And thou usurp’st my father’s right and mine. 

M. Edu>. Take that, thou likeness of this railer here. 

Atm. 

Glou. Sprawl’st thou ? take that, to end thy agony. 

[iSitalis him. 

Clar. And there’s for twitting me with perjury. 

him. 

Q. Mar. O, kill me too! 

Glou. Marry, and shall. [OJers to Ml her. 

K. Edw. Hold, Bichard, hold; for we have done too 
much. 

Glou. Why should she live, to fill the world with 
words ? 

K. Edw. What, doth she swoon? use means for her 
recovery. 

Glou. Clarence, excuse me to the king my brother; 
I’ll hence to London on a serious matter: 

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 

Clar. What ? what ? 

Glou. The Tower, the Tower. [Exit. 

Q. Mar. 0 Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy mother, 
boy! 

Canst thou not speak ? O traitors ! murderers ! 

They that stabb'd Caesar shed no blo'Hl at all. 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame. 

If this foul deed were by to equal it: 

He was a man ; this, in respect, a child : 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. 

What’s worse than murderer, that I may name it? 

No, no, my heart will burst, an if I speak: 

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst. 
Batchers and villains ! bloody cannibals ! 

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d! 

You have no children, butchers ! if you had. 

The thought of them would have stirr’d up remorse: 
But if you ever chance to have a child. 

Look in his youth to have him so cut off •nirtr.rtd. 
As, deathsmen, you have rid * this sweet young prince ! 
E. Edw. Away with lier ; go, bear her hence perforce. 
Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, dispatch me here; 
Here sheathe thy sword, I’ll pardon tlieo my death: 
What, wilt thou not? then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much ease. 
Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, do thou 
do it 

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear I would not 
do it? 

Q. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself: 
’Twas sin before, but now ’tis charity. 

What, wilt thou not? Wliere is that devil's butcher, 
Hard-favoufd Bicliard? Bichard, where art thou? 

Thou art not here: murder is thy alms-deed; 

Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back. 
jST. Edw. Away, I say ; I charge ye, bear her hence. 
Q. Mar. So come to you and yours, as to this prince! 

[ExU, Ud out fordUy. 


K. Edw. Where’s Bichard gone? 

Clar. To London, all in post; and, as I guess. 

To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 

K. Edw. He’s sudden, if a tiling comes in his head. 
Now march we hence: discharge the common sort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London, 

And see our gentle queen how well she fares: 

By this, 1 hope, she hath a son for me. ' [Exeunt. 

SCEMS VI. — London. The Tower. 

Enter King Henry and Gloucester, with the lieutenant, 
on the walls. 

Glou. Good day, my lord. What, at your book so 
hard? 

K. Hen. Ay, my good lord : — my lord, I should say 
rather; 

'Tis sin to flatter; ‘good’ was little better: 

‘Good Gloucester’ and ‘good devil' wore alike. 

And both preposterous; therefore, not ‘good lord.’ 

Glou. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves: we must confer. 

[ExU Lieutenant 

K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf ; 
So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece 
And next his thmat unto the butcher’s knife. 

What scene of death hath Boscius now to act? 

Glou. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind; 

The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 

K. Hen. The bird that hath been limed in a bush. 
With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush; 

And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird, 

Have now the fatal object in my eye 

Where my poor young was limed, was caught, and kill'd. 

Glou. Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete, 
That taught his son the office of a fowl! 

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown d. 

K. Hen. I, Dtedalus; my poor boy, Icarus; 

Thy father, Minos, that denied our couroe ; 

The sun that sear’d the wings of my sweet boy,** 

Thy brother Edward, and thyself the sea 
Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. 

Ah, kill mo with thy weapon, not with words! 

My breast can better brook thy dagger’s point 
Than can my ears that tragic history. 

But wherefore dost thou come ? is’t for my life ? 

Glou. Thiuk’st thou I am an executioner? 

K. Hen. A persecutor, I am sure, thou art: 

If murdering innocents be executing. 

Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Glou. Thy son I kill’d for his presumption. 

K. Hen. Uadst thou been kill’d when first thou didst 
presume. 

Thou hadst not lived to kill a son of mine. 

And thus I pijpphesy, that many a thousand. 

Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear. 

And many an old man’s sigh and many a widow’s. 

And many an orphan’s water-standing eye— 

Men for their sons, wives for their huslMnds, 

And orphans for their parents’ timeless death — 

Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast boA. 

The owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil sign!; 

The night-crow cried, aboding* luckless timb ; • 

Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempest shook d(?wn trees; 
The raven rook’d* her on the chimney’s to^, 

And chattering pies in dismal discords sun^ 

Thy mother felt more thau a mother’s pain, 

And yet brought forth less than a mother’s hope. 

To wit, an indigested and deformed lump, 

Not like ihe fruit of such a goodly tree. 
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Teeth hadst thou in thy head Tirhen thou wast born 
To sijpify thou earnest to bite the world: 

And, if the rest be true which I have heard, 

Thou earnest — » 

QUm. I’ll hear no more: die, prophet, in thy speech: 

_ ^ [Stote Atm. 

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain’d. 

K. Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter after this. 
O, God forgive my sins, and pardon thee! [Dies. 

Olm. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted. 
See how my sword weeps for the poor king’s death! 

O, may such purple tears be alway shed 


From those that wish the downfall of our house! 

If any spark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell; and say I sent thee thither: 

[iSto&s him again. 

I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear, 
indeed ’tis true that Henry told me of ; 

For 1 have often heard my mother say 
I came into the world with my legs forward; 

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste. 

And seek their ruin that usurp’d our right? 

The midwife wonder’d, and the women cried 
‘0, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth!’ 

And so 1 was; which plainly signified 



That I should snarl and bite and play the dog. 
Then, since the heavens have shaped my body so. 
Let hell make crook’d my mind to answer it. 

I have no brother, I am like no brother ; 

And this word, ‘love,’ which greybeards call divine. 
Be resident in men like one another, 

And not in nae: I am myself alone. 

Clarence, beware; thou keep’st me from the light: 
But I will sort a pitchy day for thee ; 

For I will buz abroad such prophecies 
That Edward shall be fearful of his life, 

And then, to purge his fear. I’ll be thy death. 

King Henry and the prince his son are gone; 

VOL. ni. 


Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest. 

Counting myself but bad till I be best. 

I’ll throw thy body in another room. 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 

[Exit, wUh the tody. 

Scene VIT. — London. The palace. 

Flourish. Enter Kino Edward, Queen Elizabeth, Clar- 
ence, Gloucester, Hastings, a Nurse toith the young 
Prince, and Attendants. 

K, Edw. Once more we sit in England’s royal throne, 
Ee-purchased with the blood of enemies, 
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[Acw V. 


What valiant foemen, like to autamn’s corn, 

Have we mow'd down in tops of all their pride! 

Three Dukes of Somerset, threefold renown’d 
For hard7 and undoubted champions; 

Two Cliffords, as the fiither and the son. 

And two Northumberlands ; two braver men 
Ne'er spurr'd their coureers at the trumpet's sound; 
With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and Montague, 
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion. 

And made the forest tremble when they roar'd. 

Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat. 

And made our footstool of security. 


Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss mv boy. 

Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself 
Have in our armorus watch’d the winter’s night. 

Went all afoot in summer’s scalding heat. 

That thou mightst repossess the crown in peace; 

And of our labours thou shalt reap the gam. 

Olov,. [Asufa] I’ll bloat his harvest, if your head 
were laid; 

For yet I am not look’d on in the world. 

This shoulder was ordain’d so thick to heave; 

And heave it shall some weight, or break my back: 
Work tliou the way — and thou shalt execute. 



K. JBdw. Clarence and Gloucester, love my lovdy queen ; 
And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both. 

ClaT. The duty that I owe unto your majesty 
I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 

Q. Elvt. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy brother, thanks. 
GUm. And that I love the tree from whence thou 
sprang’st, 

Witness the loving kiss I give the ftuit 

[Aside.] To say we truth, so Judas kiss’d his master. 

And cried 'all haill’ when as he meant all harm. 

K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul delights. 
Having my country's peace and brothers’ loves. 


ClOr. What will your grace have done with Mar 
g^ret? 

Beignier, her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

And hither have they sent it for her ransom. 

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to 
France. 

And now what rests but that we spend the time 
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows. 

Such as befits the pleasure of Ihe court? 

Sound drums and trumpets ! forewdl sour annoy ! 

For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. [Exeunt 
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SCENE Enqlarp. 


ACT I. 


Scene 1 . — London. A strut. 


Enter Richaec, Duke of Gloucester, sdiu. 

Olou. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 

And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house 


In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victoiious wreaths; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments; 

Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
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KING EICHARD III. 


[Act I 


Qriui'visag^ war hath smooth’d hia 'v^rinkled front, 
And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries. 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass; 

I, that am rudely stamp’d, and waut love’s majesty 
To strut before a waulun ambling nymph; 
r, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 

Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up. 

And that so lamely and unfashionable 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them; 

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace. 

Have no delight to pass away the time, 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity: 

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover. 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain 
And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous. 

By drunken prophecies libels, and dreams. 

To set my brother Clarence and the king 
In deadly hate the one against the other: 

And if King Edward be as true and just 
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous. 

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up. 

About a prophecy, which says that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day: what means this armed guard 
That waite upon your grace? 

Clar. His majesty. 

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

GUm. Upon what cause? 

Clar. Because my name is Geoige. 

GUm. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours; 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers: 

O, belike his majesty hath some intent 
That you shall be new-christen’d in the Tower. 

But what’s the matter Clarence? may I know? 

Clar. Yea, Bichard, when I know; for I protest 
As yet I do not: but, as I can learn. 

He hearkens after prophecies and dreams; 

And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 

And says a wizard told him that by G 
His issue disinherited should be; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought that I am he. 

These, as I learn, and such like to^s as these 
Have moved his highness to commit mo now 
Glou. Why, this it is, when men are ruled by women . 
’Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower; 

My Lady Grey his wife, Clarence, ’tis she 
That tempers him to this exti-emity. 

Was it not she and that good man of worship, 

Anthony Woodville, her brother there. 

That luade him send Lord Hastings to tho Tower 
From whence this present day he is deliver’d? 

We are not safe, Clarence; we are not safe. 

Clar. By heaven, I think there’s no man is secure 
But the queen’s kindred amd night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and Mistress Shore. 


Heard ye not what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ? 

Glou. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord cbamberlain his liberty. 

I’ll tell ^ou what; I think it is our way, - 
If we wiU keep in favour with the king. 

To be her men and wear her livery: 

The jealous o’erworn widow and herself, . 

Since that our brother dubb’d them geutlewoincn, 

Aro mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brah. I beseech your graces both to pardon me; 

His majesty hath straitly given in charge 
That no man shall have private conference. 

Of what degree soever, with his brother. 

Ol<m. Even so; an’t please your wursliip, Brakenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we say: 

We speak no treason, man: we say, the king 
Is wise and virtuous, and his noble queen 
Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous ; 

We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue; 
And that the queen’s kindred are made gentle-folks: 
How say you, sir? can you deny all this? 

Brak. With this, my lord, myself have nought to do. 
Glou. Naught to do with Mistress Shore ! I tell tliec, 
fellow. 

He that doth naught with her, excepting one. 

Were best he do it secretly, alone. 

Brak. What one, my lord? 

Glou. Her husband, knave : wouldst thou betray me ? 
Brdk. I beseech your grace to pardon me, and withal 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 
Glou. We are the queen’s abjects, and must obey. 
Brother, farewell: I will unto the king; 

And whatsoever you will employ me in. 

Were it to call King Edward’s widow sister, 

I will perform it to enfranchise you. 

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well. 

Glou, Well, your imprisonment shall not be long; 

I will deliver you, or else lie * for you : * 

Meantime, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce. Farewell 

[Exeunt Clarence, Brakerdmry, and Guard. 
Glou. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence ! I do love thee so. 

That 1 will shortly send thy soul to heaven. 

If heaven will take the present at our hands. 

But who comes here? the new-deliver'd Hastings? 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

Hatt. Good time of day unto my gracious lord! 
Glou. As fhuch unto my good lord chamberlain! 
Well are you welcome to the open air. 

How hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment? 

Hast. With patience, noble lord, as priaoners must: 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That were the c%use of my imprisonment. 

Glou. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too; 
For they that were your enemies are his, . 

And have prevail’d as much on him as you. 

Hast. More pity that the eagle should be mew’d. 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glou. What news abroad? 

Hast. No news so bad abroad as this ft home; 

The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 

And hisyphysiciaDB fear him mightily. 
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Act l] king RICHARD III. 


GUm. Now, bj Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 
0, he hath kept an evil diet long. 

And overmuch consumed his royid person: 

'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 

What, is he in his bed? 

HtuL He is. 

GUnt. Qo you before, and 1 will follow you. [Exit HaUinga. 
He cannot live, 1 hope; and must not die 
Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to heaven. 

I’ll in, to ui:ro his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well steel’d with weiehty aiguments; 

And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live: 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 

For then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter. 

What though I kill’d her husband and her father? 

The readiest way to make the wench amends 
Is to become her husband and her father: 

The which will I ; not all so much for love 
As for another secret close intent. 

By marrying her, which I must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market; 

Clarence still breathes ; Edward stiU lives and reigns : 
When thdy are gone, then must I count my gains. [Exit. 

Scene II . — The tame. Another street. 

Enter the corpse of KiNO Hbnrt the Sixth, Gentlemen 
with halberds to guard it ; Ladt Anns being the mourner. 

Anne. Sot down, set down your honourable load. 

If honour .nay be shrouded in a hearse. 

Whilst 1 awhile obsequiously * lament * 

The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king! 

Pole ashes of the house of I^ncaster! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood! 

Be it lawful that 1 invocate thy ghost, 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son, 

Stabb’d by the selfsame hand that made these wounds! 
Lo, in those windows that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes. 

Cursed be the hand that made these fatal holes I 
Cursed be the heart that had the heart to do it! 
Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence! 

More direful hap betide that hated wietch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee. 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives! 

If ever he have child, abortive be it. 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful motber at the view; 

And that be heir to his unhappiness* 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

As miserable by the death of him 

As I am made by my poor lord and thee! 

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load. 
Taken from Paul’s to be interred there ; 

And still, as you are weary of the weight, 

Best you, whiles I lament King Henry’s corse. 

Enter Gi.ouce8T£K 

GUm, Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it down. 
Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend. 
To stop devoted charitable deeds? 

Olou. Villainsi, set down the corse ; or, by Saint Paul, 
I’ll make a corse of him that disobeys. 


Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass. 
Glau. Unmanner’d dog! stand thou, when I command: 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast. 

Or, by Saint Paul, I’ll strike thee to my foot, 

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you adl afraid ’ 
Alas, I blame you not; for you are mortal. 

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. 

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell! 

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body. 

His soul thou canst not have; therefore, be gone. 

OUm. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 

Anru. Foul devil, for God’s sake, hence, and trouble 
us not; 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell. 

Fill’d it with cursing cries and deep exclaims. 

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of. thy butcheries. 

0, gentlemen, see, see! dead Henry’s wounds 
Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afresh! 

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity. 

For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells ; 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural. 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural. 

O God, which this blood modest, revenge his death ! 

O, earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his death! 
Either heaven with lightning strike the murderer dead, 
Or earth, gape open wide and eat him quick,* bi» .iw* 
As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood, 

Which his hell-govem’d arm hath butchered! 

Glffu. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Anne. Villun, thou know’st no law of God nor man. 
No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity. 

Glou. But 1 know none, and therefore am no beast. 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth! 

Glou. More wonderful, when angels are so angry. 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman. 

Of these supposed evib, to give me leave. 

By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffused infection of a man, 

For these known evils, but to give me leave. 

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glou. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself 
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst 
make 

No excuse current, but to hang thyself 

Glou. By such despair, I should accuse myself 
Anne. And, by despairing, shouldst thou stand excused. 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself. 

Which didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glou. Say that I slew them not? 

Anne. Whjr, then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, % thee. 

Glou. 1 did not kill your husband. 

Anne. Why, then he is alive. 

Glou. Nay, ho is dead; and slain by Edward’s hand. 
Anw. In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen Margaret 
saw 

Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood; 

The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 

But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Glou. I was provoked by her slanderous tonrae. 
Which laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind. 
Which never dreamt on aught but butcheries; 

Didst thou not kill this king? 
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KING BIGHABD III. 


[Act I. 


OUni. I grant ye: 

Antu. Dost grant me, bedgenog? then, God giant 
me too 

Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed I 
0, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous I 
Olow. The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him. 
Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never come. 
Olm. Let him thank me, that holp to send him 
thither ; 

For he was fitter for tliat place than earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but helL 
OUnk Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it. 
Anne. Some dungeon. 

Olon. Your bed-chamber 


Anne: 111 rest betide the chamber where thou liest ' 

Olou. So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 

AnTte. 1 hope so. 

Olou. I know so. But, gentle Lady Anne, 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 

And fall somewhat into a slower method. 

Is .not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful as the executioner? 

Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accursed effect. 

Olou. Your beauty was the cause of that effect; 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep 
To undertake the death of all the world, 

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom 



Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide. 

These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 
Olou. These eyes could not endure that beauty's 
wreck; 

You should not blemish it, if I stood by: 

As all the wodd is cheered by the sun. 

So 1 by that; it is my day, my life. 

Anne, Bla^ night o’eishade thy day, and death thy 
life I 

Olou. Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou art both. 
Anne. I would I were, to be revenrad on thee. 

Olou. It is a quarrel most unnatur^ 

To be revenged on him that loveth you. 


Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable. 

To be revenged on him that slew my hus^d. 

Olou. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband. 

Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

AnTte. His better doth not breathe upof the earth. 
Olou. He lives that loves thee better than he could. 
Anne. Name him. 

GTott. Plantagenet 

Atme. Why, that was ha 

Olou. The seliiwme name, but one of better natnia 
Anfie. Where is he? 

Olou. Hera apiUeth eft Am.] Why 

dost, thou spit at me ? 
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Anne. Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake I 
ff/ou. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 
Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

Out of my sightj thou dost infect my eyes. 

Glou. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 
AnTie. Would they were basilisks, to strike thee dead! 
fflou. I would they were, that I might die at once; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears. 
Shamed their aspect with store of childish drops ; 

These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear. 

No, when my father York and Edward wept. 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 
When black-faced Clifford shook his sword at him ; 

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Told the sad story of my father's death, 

And twenty times made pause to sob and weep. 

That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 

Like trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale. 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 

I never sued to friend nor enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing words; 

But, now thy beauty is proposed my fee. 

My proud heart sues and prompts my tongue to speak. 

[jS%e looh scornfully at him. 
Teach not thy lips such scorn, for they were made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword; 

Which if thou please to hide m this true bosom. 

And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

1 lay it naked to the deadly stroke. 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his breast open : she offers at it mih his sword. 
Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry, 

But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now dispatch; 'twas 1 that stahb’d young Edward, 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[Here she n't fall the sword. 
Take up the sword again, or take up n \ 

Anne. Arise, dissembler : though 1 wi h thy dc<tth, 
I will not bo the executioner. 

Glou. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 
Anne. 1 have already. 

Glou. Tush, that was in thy rage: 

Speak it again, and, even with the word, 

That hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love. 

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love; 

To both their deaths thou sholt bo accessory. 

Aivne. 1 would I knew thy heart 
Glou. 'Tis figured in my tongue. 

Anne. I fear me both are fe^ 

Glou. Then never man was true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glou. Sav, then, my peace is made. 

Anne. That shall you know hereafter. 

Glou. But shall I live in hope 7 
Anru. All men, I hope, live so. 

Glou. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Antte. To take is not to give. 

Glou. Look, how this ting encompasseth thy finger. 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine, 

And if thy poor devoted suppliant may 
But bw one favour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou £»t confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne. 'V^at is it? 


Glou. That it would please thee leave these sad designs 
To him tliat hath more cause to be a mourner. 

And presently repair to Crosby Place; 

Where, after I have solemnly interr'd 
At Chertsey monasteiy this noble king. 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 

I will with all expedient duty see you ; 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you. 

Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart ; and much it joys me too. 
To see you are become so penitent. 

Tressel and Berkeley, go along with me. 

Glou. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. 'Tis more than you deserve; 

But since you teach me how to flatter you. 

Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[£xeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkeley. 
Glou. Sirs, take up the corse. 

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord? 

Glo^^. No, to White-friars; there attend my coming. 

[Exeunt all but Gloucester. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ^ 

Was ever woman in this humour won? 

I’ll have her; but I will not keep her long. 

What! I, that kill'd her husband and his father, 

To take her in her heart's extremest hate. 

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes. 

The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 

Having God, her conscience, and these bais against me. 
And I no thing to back my suit at all. 

But the plain devil and dissembling looks, 

And yet to win her, all the world to nothing' 

Ila! 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since, 
Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman. 

Framed in the prodigality of nature. 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal. 

The spacious world cannot again afford: 

And will she yet debase her eyes on me. 

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince. 
And made her widow to a woful bed? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety < 

On me, that halt and am unshapen thus? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, ‘ ‘ 

I do mistake my person all this while: 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot. 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I’ll be at charges for a looking-glass. 

And entertain some score or two of tailors. 

To study fashions to adorn my body: 

Since I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But first I’ll turn yon fellow in his grave; 

And then return lamenting to my love. 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a gloss. 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. [Exit. 

ScENB III . — The palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rtvebs, and Lord Grey 
Riv. Have patience, madam: there’s no doubt his 
majesty 

Will soon recover his accustom’d health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse: 
Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain ^od comfort. 

And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q. Elix. If he were dead, what would betide of me 7 
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Biv. No other harm but loss of such a lord. 

Q. Miz. The loss of such a lord includes all harm. 
The heavens have bless’d you with a goodly son. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Q. Em. O, he is young, and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Biohard Gloucester, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Biv. Is it concluded he shall be protmtorl 
Q. Elig. It is determined, not concluded yet; 

But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter BUCKINGHAM and Stanley. 

Qrejf. Here come the lords of Buckingham and Stanley. 
Su^ Good time of day unto your i 03 ral grace! 

Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you nave been I 
Q. Eliz. The Countess Kchmond, good my Lord of 
Stanley, 

To your good prayers will scarcely say amen. 

Yet, Stamey, notwithstanding she’s your wife. 

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers; 

Or, if she be accused in true report. 

Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
from wayward sickness, and no ground^ malice. 

Biv. Saw you the king to^ay, my Lord of Stanley? 
Stan. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Eliz. What likelihood of his amendment, lords ? 
Back. Madam, good hope; his grace speaks cheerfully. 
Q. Eliz. God grant him health! Did you confer with 
him? 

Buck. Madam, we did : he desires to make atonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloucester and your brothers, 

And betwixt them and my lord chamberlain; 

And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 

Q. Eliz. Would all were wcU ! but that will never be : 
I fear our happiness is at the highest. 

Enter GLOUCESTER, HASTINGS, and Dorset. 

Glou. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it. 
Who are they that complain unto the king. 

That I, forsooth, am stem and love them not? 

By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly 
Tlmt fill his ears with such mssentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter and speak fair. 

Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog. 

Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a rancorous enemy. 

Cannot a plain man live and think no harm. 

But thus his simple truth must be abused 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

Biv. To whom in all this presence speaks your grace ? 
Olou. To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace. 
When have 1 injured thee? when done thee wrong? 

Or thee? or thee? or any of your faction? 

A plague upon you aU! His royal grace — 

Whom God preserve better than you would wish! — 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while. 

But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Q. Eliz. Brother of Gloucester, you mistake the matter. 
The king, of his own royal disposition. 

And not provoked by any suitor else; 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatreA 
Which in your outward actions shows itself 
Against my kindred, brothers, and myself. 

Makes him to send; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 


Olott. I cannot tell:' the word is grown su bad, ' " 

That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch: 
Since every Jack became a gentleman. 

There’s many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, brother 
Gloucester; 

You envy my advancement and my friends' : 

God grant we never may have need of you! 

Glou. Meantime, God grants that we have need of you ; 
Our brother is imprison’d by your means. 

Myself disgraced, and the nobility 

Held in contempt; whilst many fair promotions 

Are daily given to ennoble those 

That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble. 

Q. Eliz. By Him that raised me to this careful height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy’d, 

I never did incense his majesty 

Against the Duke of Clarence, but have been 

An earnest advocate to plead for him. 

My lord, you do me shameful injury, 

Fidsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glou. You may deny that you were not the cause 
Of my Lord Hastings’ late imprisonment. 

Biv. She may, my lord, for — 

Glou. She may. Lord Rivers ! why, who knows not so ! 
She may do more, sir, than denying tliat: 

She may help you to many fair preferments. 

And then deny her aiding hand therein, 

And lay those honours on your high deserts. 

What may she not? She may, yea, marry, may she— 
Biv. What, marry, may she? 

Gloti. What, marry, may she! marry with a king, 

A bachelor, a handsome stripling too: 

I wis your grandam had a worser match. 

Q. Eliz. My Lord of Gloucester, 1 have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs: 

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty 
With those gross taunts I often have endured. 

I had rather be a country servant-maid 
Than a great queen, with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, scorn’d, and baited at: 

Enter QuEEN MARGARET, behind. 

Small joy have 1 in being England’s queen. 

Q. Mar. And lessen’d be that small, God, I beseech 
thee! 

Thy honour, state, and seat is due to me. 

Glou. What ! threat you' me with telling of the king ? 
Tell him, and spare not: look, what I have said 
I will avouch in presence of the king: 

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 

'Tis time to speak ; my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Mar. Out, devil! I remember them too well: 
Thou slewest husband Henry in fhe Tower, 

And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 

Glou. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great afiairs; 

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 

A liberal rewarder of his friends: 

To royalise his blood 1 spilt mine own. < 

Q. Mar. Yea, and much better blood than<^is or thine. 
Glou, In all which time you and your hisband Grey 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster: 

And, Rivers, so were you. Was not your husband 
In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain? 

Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 

Wliat you have been ere now, and what you are; 
Witbat, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q. Mar.\ A murderous villiun, and so still thou art, 
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Glou. Poor Clarence did forsake his father, Warwick; 
Ay, and forswore himself— which Jesu pardon !— 

Q, Mar, Which God revenge ! 

Olau. To figt)it on Edward's party for the crown; 
And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up. 

I would to God my licart were flint, like Edward’s; 

Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine: 

1 am too childish-foolish lor this world. 

Q. Mar, Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave the 
world, 

Thou cacodemon! there thy kingdom is. 

JRiv, My Lord of Gloucester, in those busy days 
Which hero you urge to prove us enemies. 

Wo follow'd then our lor^ our lawful king : 

So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glou, If I should be! I had rather be a pedlar. 

Far be it from my heart, the thought of it! 

Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this country's king. 

As little joy may you suppose in me. 

That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q, Mar. As little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 

For I am she, and altogether joyless. 

I can no longer hold me patient. [Advancing. 

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pill’d • from me ’ • 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me ? 

If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjeetb, 

ITct that, by you deposed, you quake like rebels ? 

0 gentle villain, do not turn away! 

Glou. Foul wrinkled witch, what makest thou in my 
sight ’ 

Q, Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr’d ; 
That will I make before I let thee go. 

Glou, Wert thou not banished on pain of death ? 

Q, Mar. I was ; but I do find more pain in banishment 
Than death can yield me here by my abode 
A husband and a son thou owest to me; 

And thou a kingdom ; all of you allegiance : 

Tho sorrow that I have, by right is yours. 

And all tho pleasures you usurp arc mine. 

Glou. Tho curse my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didst crown his warlike biows with pa icr. 
And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his eyes, 

And then, to dry them, gave.st the duke a clout 
Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland - 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounced against thee, are all fall'n upon thee; 

And God, not wo, hath jdagued^ thy bloody deed, ^runiihed. 
Q, Eliz, So just is God, to right the innocent. 

ITast. 0, 'twas the foulest deed to slay that buuc. 
And the most merciless that e'er was heard of! 

Biv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported. 
Dor. No man but prophesied revenge for it. 

Buck, Northumberland, then pre.«’cnt, wept to see it 
Q. Mar. What! were you snarling all before I came. 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turn you all your hatred now on me? 

Did York^s dread curse prevail so much with heaven 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edwaixl's death, 

Their kingdom's loss, my woful banishment. 

Could all but answer for that peevish brat ? 

Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven i 
Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses! 
If not by war, by surfeit die your king, 

As ours by murder, to make him a king! 

Edward thy sou, which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my son, which was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth by like untimely violence! 

von, ni. 


Thyself a queen, for mo that was a queen. 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 

Long mayst thou live to wail thy children's loss ; 

And see another, as I see thee now. 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine 1 
Long die thy happy days before thy death; 

And, after many lengthen'd hours of grief. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen ! 

Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by, 

And so wast thou. Lord Hastings, when my son 
Was stabb'd with bloody daggers: God, I pray him, 
I'hat none of you may live your natural age, 

But by some unlook’d accident cut oif! 

Glou. Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither’d hag! 
Q. Mar. And leave out thee ? stay, dog, for thou 
shalt hear me. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in store 
Exceeding those that. I can wish upon thee, 

O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace! 

The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul ! 

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou livest, 

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends! 

No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine. 

Unless it be whilst some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils* 

Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog* 

Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature and the son of hell! 

I'hou slander of thy mother’s heavy womb* 

Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins! 

Thou rag of honour! thou detested — 

Glou, Margaret. 

Q, Mar. Richard I 

Glou, Ha ! 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

Glou. I cry thee mercy, then, for I did think 
That thou hadst call’d me all these bitter names. 

Q. Mar, Why, so I did; but look'd for no reply. 

O, let me make the period to iny curse I 

Glou. 'Tis done by me, and ends in ‘ Margaret. ’ 

Q, Eliz. Thus have you breathed your curse against 
yourself. 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my 
fortune ! 

Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled • spider, ® 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? 

Fool, fool! thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself. 

The time will come when thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse that poisonous bunch-back’d toad. 

Ifasl. False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse. 
Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you ! you have all moved 
mine. 

liiv. Were you well served, you would be taught 
your duty. 

Q. Mar. To servo mo well, you all should do me duty, 
Teach mo to be your queen, and you my subjects : 

O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty! 

Dor. Dispute not with her; she is lunatic. 

Q. Mar, Peace, master marquess, you are malapert: 
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current. 

O, that your young nobilitv could judge 
Yhiat 'twere to lose it, ana be miserable ! 

They that stand high have mighty blasts to shake them; 
And if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 

Glou. Good counsel, marry: learn it, learn it, marquess. 
Dor. It toucheth you, my lord, as much as me. 

35 
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Glm. Yea, and much more ; but I was born so high, 
Out aery buUdeth in the cedar’s top, 

And dallies with the wind and scorns the sun. 

Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade; alas! alas! 
Witness my sun, now in the shade of death ; 

Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 

Your aery buildeth in our aery’s nest. 

0 God, that seest it, do not suffer it; 

As it was won with blood, lost be it so! 

Btjuk. Have done ! for shame, if not for charity. 

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me: 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 

And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher’d. 

My charity is outrage, life my shame; 

And in that shame still live my sorrow’s rage! 

Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. 0 princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand, 

In sign of league and amity with thee : 

Now fair befal thee and thy noble house ! 

Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. I’ll not believe but they ascend the sky. 
And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham, take heed of yonder dc^! 

Look, when he fawns, he bites; and when he bites. 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death: 

Have not to do with him, beware of him; 

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him. 

And all their ministers attend on him. 

Glou. What doth she say, my Lord of Buckingham ^ 
Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle 
counsel 1 

And soothe the devil that I warn thee from ? 

0, but remember this another day. 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow. 

And say poor Margaret was a prophetess! 

Live each of you the subjects to his hate. 

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s ! [Exit. 
Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses. 
Riv. And so doth mine : I muse why she’s at liberty. 
Glou. I cannot blame her: by God’s holy mother. 
She hath had too much wrong; and I repent 
My part thereof that I have done to her. 

Q. Elix. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 
Glou. But you have all the vantage of her wrong. 

1 was too hot to do somebody good. 

That is too cold in thinking of it now. 

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid; 

He is frank’d up* to fatting for his pains: 

God pardon them that are the cause of it ! 

Riv. A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion. 

To pray for them that have done scathe to us. ^ 

Ghu. So do I ever : [Asidc!\ being well advised. 

For had 1 cursed now, I had cursed myself. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you; 

And for your grace ; and you, my noble lords. 

Q. Elis. Catesby, we come. Lords, will you go with us? 
Riv. Madam, we wiU attend your grace. 

[Exeunt all hut Gloucester. 
Glou. I do the wrong, and first bemn to brawl. 

The secret mischiefs that I set abroach 
I lay unto the grievous chai^ge of others. 

Clarence, whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness. 


I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 

Namely, to Hastings, Stanley, Buckingham ; 

And say it is the queen and her allies 

That stir the king against the duke my brother. 

Now, they believe it; and withal whet me 
To be revenged on Kivers, Vaughan, Grey: 

But then I sigh; and, with a piece of scripture, 

Tell thorn that God bids us do good for evil: 

And thus I clothe my naked viUany 
With old odd ends stolen out of holy writ; 

And seem a saint, when most 1 play the devil. 

E7iter two Murderers. 

But, soft! here come my executioners. 

How now, my hardy, stout, resolved mates' 

Are you now going to dispatch this deed? 

First Murd. We are, my lord ; and come to have the 
warrant. 

That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glou. Well thought upon: I have it here about me, 

[Gives the warrant. 

When you have done, repair to Crosby Place. 

But, sirs, be sudden in the execution. 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead; 

For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

First Murd. Tush ! 

Fear not, my lord, we will not stand to prate ; 

Talkers are no good doers: be assured 
We go to use our bands, and not our tongues. 

GUni. Your eyes drop millstones, when fools’ eyes 
drop tears: 

T like you, lads; about your business straight; 

Go, go, dispatch. 

First Murd. Wo will, my noble lord. 

Scene IV. — London. The Tower. 

Enter CLARENCE and Brakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ’ 

Clar. 0, I have pass’d a miserable night. 

So fqll of ugly sights, of ghastly dreams. 

That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 

I would not spend another such a night. 

Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days. 

So full of dismal terror was the time! 

Brak. What was your dream ? I long to hear you 
tell it. 

Clar. Methoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy ; 

And, in my company, my brother Gloucester ; 

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the hatches: thence we look’d toward England 

And cited up a thousand fearful times, 

During the wai^l of York and Lancaster 
That had befall’n us.^ As we paced along 
Upon the giddy footipg of the hatches, 

Methought that Gloucester stumbled; and, in falling. 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard, 

Into the tumbling biUows of the main. y 
I^rd, Lord I methought, what pain it was td drown ! 
What dreadful noise of waters in mine earsi 
What ugly sights of death within mine eyeal 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks; 

Ten thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon; 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pead. 
Inestimable stones, unvalued* jewels, * 

All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea: 

Some lay pi dead men's skulls; and in those holes 
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Wliere eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 

As 'twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems, 

Which woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 

And mock'd the^dead bones that lay scatter’d by. 

Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of death 
To gaze upon the secrets of the deep ? 

CldT. hlethought I had j and often did 1 strive 
To yield the ghost: but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wandering air; 

But smother'd it within my panting bulk. 

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea, 

Brah Awaked you not with this sore agony ? 

Clar. 0, no, my dream was lengthen'd after life; 

O, then began the tempest of my soul, 

I pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The first that there did greet my stranger soul. 

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick; 

Who cried aloud, ‘ What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?’ 

And so he vanish’d: then came wandering by 
A shadow like an angel, witli bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and he squeak’d out aloud, 

‘Clarence is come; false, fleeting, perjured Clarence, 
That stabb’d me in the field by Tewksbury; 

Seize on him, Furies, take him to your torments I* 

With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ’d mo about, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noise 
I trembling waked, and for a season after 
Could not believe but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impression made the dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you; 

I promise you, I am afraid to liear you tell it. 

Clar. 0 Brakenbury, I have done those things, 
Which now bear evidence against my soul, 

For Edward’s sake ; and see how he requites me ! 

0 God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 

But thou will be avenged on my misdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone, 

0, spare my guiltless wife and iny poor children I 

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me; 

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 

Brak. I will, my lord : God give your grace good rest! 

[Clarence sleeps. 

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours. 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toil; 

And, for unfelt imagination, 

They often feel a world of restless cares : 

So that, betwixt their titles and low name. 

There's nothing differs but the outwi 1 fame. 

JEnte7' the two Murderers. 

First Mur A. Ho! who's hero? 

Brak. In God's name what are you, and how came you 
hither ? 

First Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I came 
hither on my legs. 

Brak. Yea, are you so brief? 

Sec. Murd. 0 sir, it is better to be brief than 
tedious. Shew him our commission; talk no more. 

[Brakenbury reads it. 

Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands; 

I will not reason what is meant hereby. 


Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 

Here are the keys, there sits the duke asleep: 

1*11 to the king; and signify to him 
That thus I have resign'd my charge to you. 

First Murd. Do so, it is a point of wisdom; fare you 
well. [Exit Brakenbury. 

Sec. Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps? 

First Murd. No ; then ho will say 'twas done cowardly, 
when he wakes. 

Sec. Murd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shoD never 
wake till the great judgment-day. 

First Murd. Why, then he will say we stabbed him 
sleeping. 

Sec. Murd. The urging of that word ‘judgment’ hath 
bred a kind of remorse in me. 

First Murd. What, art thou afraid? 

Sec. Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it; 
but to be damned for "killing him, from which no war- 
rant can defend us. 

First Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute. 

Sec. Murd. So 1 am, to let him live. 

First Murd. Back to the Duke of Gloucester, and 
tell him so. 

Sec. Murd. I pray thee, stay a while: I hope my 
holy humour will change; 'twas wont to hold me but 
while one could tell twenty. 

First Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

Sec. Murd. 'Faith, some certain dregs of conscience 
are yet within me. 

First Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed is 
done. 

Sec. Murd. 'Zounds, he dies : I had forgot the reward 

First Murd. Where is thy conscience now? 

Sec. Murd. In the Duke of Gloucester’s purse. 

First Murd. So when he opens his purse to give us 
our reward, thy conscience flies out. 

Sec. Murd. Let it go ; there’s few or none will enter- 
tain it. 

First Murd. How if it come to thee again ? 

Sec Murd. I'll not meddle with it : it is a dangerous 
thing: it makes a man a coward: a man cannot steal, 
but it accuseth him; he cannot swear, but it checks 
him; he cannot lie with his neighbour’s wife, but it 
detects him : ’tis a blushing shamefast spirit that mutinies 
in a man’s bosom ; it fills one full of obstacles : it made 
me once restore a purse of gold that I found ; it beggars 
any man that keeps it: it is turn’d out of all towns 
and cities for a dangerous thing; and every man that 
means to live well endeavours to trust to himself and 
live without it. 

First Murd. 'Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, 
persuading me not to kill the duke. 

Sec. Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe 
him not: he would insinuate with thee but to make 
thee sigh. 

First Murd. Tut, I am strong-framed, he cannot 
prevail with me, 1 warrant thee. 

Sec. Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow that respects his 
reputation. Come, shall we to this gear? 

First Murd. Take liim over the costard* with 
the hilts of thy sword, and then we will chop him in 
the malmsey-butt in the next room. 

Sec. Murd. 0 excellent device! make a sop of him. 

First Murd. Hark ! he stirs : shall I strike ? 

Sec. Murd. No, first let's reason with him. 

Clax. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of 
wine. 

Sec. Murd. You shall have wine enough, my lord, anou, 

Clar. In God’s name, what art thou? 
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See. Murd, A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

See. Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal 
Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 
See. Murd. My voice is now the king’s, my looks 
mine own. 

Clar. How darkly and how deadly dost thou speak! 
Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale ? 

Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ? 

Both. To, to, to — 

Clar. To murder me ? 

BoCh Ay, ay. 

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so. 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? 

First Murd. Offended us you have not, but the king. 
Clar. I shall be reconciled to him again. 

Sec. Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die. 
Clar. Are you call’d forth from out a world of men 
To slay the innocent? What is my offence? 

Where is the evidence that doth accuse me ? 

What lawful quest have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounced 


'The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death ? 

Before I be convict by course of law. 

To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 

1 chaige you, as you hope to have redemptipn 
By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sins. 

That you depart and lay no hands on me; 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

Fir^ Murd. What we will do, we do upon command. 
See. Murd. And he that hath commanded is the king. 
Clar. Erroneous vassal! the great King of kings 
Hath in the tables of his law commanded 
That thou shalt do no murder : and wilt thou, then. 
Spurn at his edict and fulfil a man's? 

Take heed; for he holds vengeance in his hands. 

To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

See. Murd. And that same vengeance doth ho hurl 
on thee. 

For false forswearing and for murder too: 

Thou didst receive the holy sacrament. 

To fight in quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

First Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow; and with thy treacherous blade 
Unrip’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son. 



See. Murd. Whom thou wert sworn to cherish and 
defend. 

First Murd. How canst thou urge God’s dreadful 
law to us. 

When thou hast broke it in so dear degree? 

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed ? 

For Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 

Why, sirs. 

He sends ye not to murder me for this; 

For in this sin he is as deep as I. 

If God will be avenged for this deed, 

0, know you yet, he doth it publicly; 

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 

He needs no indirect nor lawless course 
To cut off those that have offended him. 

IHrst Murd. Who made thee, then, a bloody minister. 
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 

That princely novice, was struck dead by thee? 

Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage. 
First Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy 
fault, 

Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. Oh, if you love my brother, hate not me ; 

1 am his brother, and 1 love him well 


Tf you be hired for meed, go back again, 

And I will send you to my brother Gloucester, 

Wljo shall reward you better for my life 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

See. Murd. You are deceived, your brother Gloucester 
hates you. 

Clar. 0, no, he loves me, and lie holds me dear: 

Go you to him from me. 

Both. Ay, so we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father York 
Bless’d his three sons with his victorious arm. 

And charged us from* his soul to love each other, 

He little thought of this divided friendship : .. 

Bid Gloucester think of this, and he will w(^p. 

First Murd. Ay, millstones ; as he lesson’d tis to weep. 
Clar. 0 do not slander him, for he is kind. 

First Murd. Bight, 

As snow in harvest. Thou deceivest thyself i 
'Tis he that sent us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. It cannot be; for when I parted ^th him. 
He hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with sobs. 

That he would labour my delivery. 

Sec. Mur^ Why, so he doth, now he delivers thee 
From this world’s thraldom to the joys of heaven. 
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First Kurd. Make peace with God, for you must die, 
my lord. 

Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul, 

To counsel me to. make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind. 

That thou wilt war with God by murdering me? 

Ah, sirs, consider, he that set you on 
To do this deed will bate you for this deed. 

Ssc. Miird, What sliall we do? 

Clar. Belent, and save your souks. 

First Mnrd. Belent! ’tis cowardly and womanish. 
Clar. Not to relent is beastly, savage, devilish. 
Which of you, if you wei-e a prince’s son, 

Being pent from liberty, os 1 am now. 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you, 

Would not entreat for life i 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks; 

0, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Como thou on my side, and entreat for me. 

As you would beg, were you in my distress: 

A begging prince what beggar pities not’ 

Sec. Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 


First Murd. Take that, and that: if all this will not 
do, [iS’tois him. 

I’ll drown you in the malnisey>butt within. 

[Exni, wUh the body. 
Sec. Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately dis- 
patch’d I 

How fain, like Pilate, would 1 wash my hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done I 

Re-e-ntcr First Murderer. 

First Murd. How now I what mean’st thou, that thou 
help’st me not? 

By heavens, the duke shall know how slack thou art ! 
Sec. Murd. 1 would he knew that I had saved his 
brother ! 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say; 

For I icpent me that the duke is slain. \EjciI. 

First Murd, So do not I: go, coward as thou art. 
Now must I hide his body in some hole. 

Until the duke take order for his burial ; 

And when I have my meed, I must away ; 

For this will out, and here I must not stay 



ACT II. 


Scene I. — London. The palace. 


Flourish. Enter King Edwa.ro siel, Queen Elizabeth, 
Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, Grey, and 
others. 

K. Edw. Wliy, so: now have I done a good day's 
work: 

You peers, continue this united league: 

I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence; 

And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven. 

Since I have set my friends at peace on earth. 

Rivers and Hastings, take each other’s hand; 

Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 


liiv. By heaven, my heart is purged from grudging 
hate; 

And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love. 

ITaM. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like! 

El Take heed you dally not before your king; 

Lest he that is the supreme King of kings 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of yon to be the other’s end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love! 

Riv. And I, as 1 love Hastings with my heart! 

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in this. 
Nor your son Dorset, Buckingham, nor you; 

You have been factious one against the other. 
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Wifo^ lore Lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand; 

And what you do, do it unfoignedly. 

Q. Eliz. Here, Hastings ; I will never more remember 
Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine I 
AT. Edvt, Dorset, embrace him; Hastings, love lord 
mar^ess. 

Dot. This interchange of love, I here protest, 

Upon my part shall be unviolablo. 

Host. And so swear 1, my lord. embrace 

K. Sdv). Now, princely Buckingham, seid thou this 
league 

With thy embraeements to my wife’s allies, 

And miAe me happy in your rmity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
On yon or yours [to the Queen.], but with all duteous love 
Doth cherish you and yours, Qod punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love! 

When I have most need to employ a friend. 

And most assured that he is a friend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile. 

Be he unto me! this do I beg of God, 

When I am cold in zeal to you or yours. [Huy embrace. 

K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow, unto my sickly heart 
There wanteth now our brother Gloucester here. 

To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble duke. 

Enter Gloucesteb. 

Olon. Good morrow to my sovereign king and queen ; 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day. 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity; 

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glou. A blessed labour, my mos^ sovereign liege: 
Amongst this princely heap, if any here. 

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise. 

Hold me a foe; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage. 

Have aught committed that is Wdly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace: 

'Tis death to me to be at enmity; 

I hate it, and desire all good men’s love. 

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you. 

Which I will purchase with m^ duteous service ; 

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodged between us; 

Of you. Lord Rivers, and. Lord Grey, of you; 

That all without desert have frown’d on me; 

Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen; indeed, of all. 

1 do not know that Englishman alive 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds 
More than the infant that is bom to-night: 

I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. Eliz. A holy day shall this be kept hereafter: 

I would to God all strifes were well comi>ounded. 

My sovereign lieg^ I do beseech your majesty 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Olou. Why, madam, have I offer’d love for this. 

To be so flout^ in this royal presence? 

Who knows not that the noble duke is dead? 

[They all start. 

You do him ixyury to scorn his corse. 

Biv. Who knows not he is dpad I who knows he is ? 
Q. Eliz. AU-seeiug heaven, what a world is this! 
Buck. Look I so pale, LoM Dorset, as the rest? 


Dor. Ay, mv good lord ; and no one in this presence 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeka 
AT. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was reversed 
Glou. But he, poor soul, by your first drder died, 
And that a winged Meioury did bear; 

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand. 

That came too hg to see him buried. 

God grant that some, less noble and less loval, 

Nearer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood. 

Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go current from suspicion! 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service done ! 

AT. Edw. I pray thee, peace : my soul is full of 
sorrow. 

Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness grant. 

AT. Edw. Then speak at once what is it thou deniand’st. 
Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. 

AT. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother’s deatli, 
And shall the same give pardon to a slave ? 

My brother slew no man; his fault was thought, 

And yet his punishment was cruel death. 

Who sued to me for him ? who, in my rage, 

Kneel’d at my feet, and bade me be advised ? 

Who spake of brotherhood ? who spake of love ? 

Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 

Who told me, in the field by Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he rescued me. 

And said, *Dear brother, live, and be a king?’ 

Who told me, when we both lay in the field 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his own garments, and gave himself, 

All thin and naked, to the numb cold night’ 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 

But when your carters or your waiting-vassals 
HsAre done a drunken slaughter, and defaced 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you: 

But for my brother not a man would speak, 

Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself 
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all 
Have been beholding to him in his life; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 

0 God, I fear thy justice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this! 

Come, Hastings, help mo to my closet. Oh, poor Clarence 
[EzeuTit some with King and Queen. 
Glou. This is the fruit of rashness 1 Mark’d you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look’d pale when they did hear of Clarence’ death? 

O, they did urge it still unto the king I 
God will revenge it. But come, let us in/ 

To comfort Edward with our company. 

Buck. We wait upon your grace. ■* [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — The palaee. 

j 

Enter the Duenssa of Yobk, witA the two children of 
Clabence. 

Boy. TeU me, good grandam, is our father dead? 
Duck. * No, boy. 
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Bay. Why do you -wring your hands, and beat your 
breast. 

And cry, '0 Clarence, my unhappy son!' 

Girl. Why do ^ou look on us, and shako your head. 
And call us wretches, orphans, castaways, 

If that our noble father be alive ? 

Dwh. My pretty cousins, you mistake me much; 

I do lament the sickness of the king, 

As loath to lose him, not your father’s death; 

It were lost sorrow to wail one that’s lost. 

Boy. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for this: 

God will revenge it; whom I -will importune 
With daily prayers all to that uflect. 

Qxrl. And so will I. 

Dwh,. Peace, children, peace! the king doth love 
you well : 

Incapable and shallow innocents. 

You cannot guess who caused your father’s death. 

Boy. Grandam, we can ; for my good uncle Gloucester 


Told me, the king, provoked by the qveen. 

Devised impeachments to imprison him: 

And when my uncle told me so, he wept. 

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my check ; 

Bade me rely on him as on my father. 

And he would love me dearly as his child. 

BuoK. Oh, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes. 

And with a virtuous vizard hide foul guile I 
Ho is my eon : yea, and therein my shame ; 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Son. Think you my uncle did dissemble, grandam? 
Buck. Ay, boy. 

Son 1 cannot think it. Hark ' what noise is this ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, with her hair about her ears; 
Rivehs and Dorset after her. 

Q. Eliz. Oh, who shall hinder me to wail and weep, 
To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 



I’ll join with black despair against iny soul. 

And to myself become an enemy. 

Buck. What means this scene of rude impatience ^ 
Q. Eliz. 'To make an act of tragic violence: 
Edward, my lord, your son, our king, is de^. 

Why grow the branches now the root is wither’d ? 
Why wither not the leaves the sap btnig gone? 

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief. 

That our swift-winged souls may catch the king’s; 

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 

Buck. Ah, so much interest have 1 in thy sorrow 
As I had title in thy noble husband! 

I have bewept a worthy husband’s death. 

And lived by looking on his images : 

But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death. 

And I for comfort have but one false glass. 

Which grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow; yet thou art a mother. 


And hast the comfort of thy children left 

But death hath snatch’d my husband from mine arms. 

And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble limbs, 

Edward and Clarence. 0, what cause have I, 

Thine being but a moiety of my grief. 

To overgo thy plaints and drown thy cries! 

Boy. Good aunt, you wept not for our father’s death , 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 

Girl. Our fath^less distress was left unmoan’d , 

Your widow-dolour likewise bo unwept! 

Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation; 

I am not barren to bring forth complaints: 

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 

That I, being govern’d by the watery moon. 

May send forth plenteous rears to drown the world ! 

Oh for my husband, for my dear lord Edward! 

Chil. Oh for our father, for our dear lord Clarence! 
Buck. Alas for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence ! 
Q. Eliz. What stay had I but hklward ? and he’s gone. 
ChU. What stay had we but Clarence ? and he’s gone. 
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Duch. What stays had 1 bat they ? and they are gone. 
Q, Eliz. Was never widow had so dear a loss! 

CkU. Were never orphans had so dear a loss) 

Diuh. Was never mother had so dear a loeat 
Alas, I am the mother of these moans I 
Their woes are poroeU'd, mine are general 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I; 

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she: 

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I; 

I for an Edward weep, so do not they : 

Alas, you three, on me, threefold distress'd, 

Poor edl your tears ! I am your sorrow's nurse, 

And I wul pamper it with lamentationa 
Dor. Comfort^ dear mother: Ood is much displeased 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing : 

In common wordly things, 'tis call'd ungratmul. 

With dull unwillingness to repay a debt 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven. 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Eiv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother. 

Of the young prince your son: send straight for him: 
Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort lives: 


Drown desperate sorrow in dead Eward’s gmve. 

And plant your joys in living Edward's throna 

BfUtT Gi/iucxster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastinci^ 
and Batcuff. 

OUnt. Madam, have comfort: all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star; 

But none can cure their harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy; 

I did not see your grace: humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Ihuk, God bless thee ; and put meekness in thy mind. 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty I 
Qlou. [Asidz.l Amen ; and make me die a good old 
man! 

That is the bott.and of a mother's blessing*. 

I marvel why her grace did leave it out 
Buck. You cloudy princes and heart-sorrowing peers 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan. 

Now cheer each other in each other's love : 

Though we have spent our harvest of this king. 

We are to reap the harvest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts. 



But lately splinter’d, knit, and join'd together. 

Must gently be preserved, cherish'd, and kept: 

Me seemeth good, that, witii some litGe train. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch'd 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

Rw. Why with some little train, my Lord of 
Buckingham 1 

Buck. Many, my lord, lest by a multitude. 

The new-heal'd wound of malice should break out; 
'Vniich would be so much the more dangerous. 

By how much the estate is green and yet ungovem'd: 
'l^ere every hone boars his commanding rein. 

And may direct his course as please himself. 

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent. 

In my opinion, ought to be preventea 
Olou. 1 hope the king mMe peace with all of us; 
And the compact is firm and true in me. 

Rvv. And so in me; and so, 1 think, in all: 

Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likeluiood of breach. 

Which haply by much commny might be urged : 
Therefore I say with noble Buckipg^ui, 

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 


Boat. And so say I. 

Olou. IDien be it so ; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow. 
Madam, and you, my mother, will you go 
To give your censures in this weighty business? 

} With all our hearts. 

all hut BvBAngham and OUmcater. 
Buck. My krd, whoever journeys to the prince. 

For God's sake, let not us two be behind; 

For, by the way. I'll sort occasion. 

As index to the story we late talk’d of. 

To part the queen’s proud kindred from the king, 

Wou. My other self, my counsel's consiskiy. 

My oracle, my prophet I My dear cousin, t 
I, like a child, will go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behhid. [AetwiU. 

Scene III. — London. A tired. ' 

4 

Enter tioo Citizens medinff. 

Fird CU. Neighbour, well met: whither avay so fast? 
See. at. I promise you, I scarcely know myself: 
Hear you the news abroad? 
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Rrrt Cit Ay, that the king ie dead 

» * T i oy** seldom comes we better : 

I fear, I fear, twill prove a troublous world 

IhUer another Citizen. 

Third C%t. Neighbours, Qod speed! 

y®“ 8®*^ morrow, sir 
Thvrd (M. Doth this news hold of good Kinjr Edward’s 
death 1 

See. Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true; God help the while* 
Thvrd C\t. Then, masters, look to see a troublous 
world. 

First Cit. No, no; by God’s good grace his son shall 
reign. 

Third Cit. Woo to that land that’s govern’d by a child* 
See, Cit,^ In him there is a hope of government, 

That in his nonage council under him. 

And in his full and ripen’d years himself. 

No doubt, shall then and till then govern well 
First Cit. So sto<^ the state when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old 

Third CU. Stood the state so ? No, no, good friends, 
God wot; 


For then this land was famously enrich’d 
With pohtio grave counsel; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

First Cit. Why, so bath this, both by the father and 
mother. 

Third Cit. Better it were they all came by the father. 
Or by the father there were none at all; 

For emulation now, who shall be nearest. 

Will touch us all too near if God prevent not 
O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloucester! 

And the queen’s s6ns and brothers haught* and proud 
And were they to be ruled, and not to rule, 

This sickly land might solace as before. 

First Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst; all shall 
be well. 

Third Cit, When clouds appear, wise men put on 
their cloaks; 

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand; 

When the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth. 

AU may be well; but, if God sort it so, 

’Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. 

See. Cit. Truly, the souls of men are full of dread: 



Yo cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily and full of fear. 

Third Cit. Before the times of change, still is it so: 
By a divine instinct men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing dangers; as, by proof, we see 
The waters swell before a boisterous storm. 

But leave it all to God. Whither away? 

See. at. Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 
Third Cit. And so was I. I’ll bear you company 

[Exeunt, 

Scene IV. — London. The pedaee. 

Enter the Archbishop or York, the young Duke or 
York, Queen Elizabeth, and the Duchess or York 

Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Northampton ; 
At Stony-Stratfora will they be to-night: 

To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

JDueh. 1 long with all mj^ heart to see the prince: 

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Elis. But I hear, no ; the^ say my son of York 
Hath almost overta’en him in his mwth. 

Fork, mother; but I would not have it so. 
Dutih. why, my young cousin, it is good to grow. 
voLin. 


York. Grandaio, one night, as we did sit at supper. 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother - ‘Ay,’ quoth my uncle Gloucester, 
'Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace,’ 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast. 

Because sweet flowers are slow and weeds make haste 
Dueh. Good faith, good faith, the saying did not hold 
In him that did object the same to thee: 

He was the wretched’st thing when he was young. 

So long a-growing and so leisurely. 

That, if this rule were true, he should he gracious 
Aredi. Why, madam, so, no doubt, he is 
Ditch. I hope he is; but yet let mothers doubt 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember’d, 
I could have given my uncle’s grace a flout, 

To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d mine. 
Dueh. How, my pretty Yoik? I pray thee, let me 
hear it 

York. Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old: 

’Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest 
Dueh. 1 pray thee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

36 
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Torh, Graadam, hia nurse. 

DtuiK. His nurse I why, she was dead ere thou wert 
bom. 

Yofic. If ’twere not she, I cannot tell who told me. 

Eliz. A parlous boy: go to, you are too shrewd. 
Ar<3i, Good madam, be not angry with the child. 
Elix. Pitchers have ears. 

EitUr a Messenger. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger. What news ? 

Mas. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to unfold. 
Q. Eliz. How fares the prince? 

.^ess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Dweh. What is thy news then? 

Mess. Lord Kivers and Lord Grey are sent to Pomfret, 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

ZhteA Who hath committed them? 

Mess. The mighty dukes 

Gloucester and Buckingham. 

Q. Elis. For what offence? 

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclosed; 

Why or for what these nobles were committed 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz. Ay me, 1 see the downfall of our house I 
The tiger now hath seized the gentle hind; 


Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and aweless throne: 

Welcome, destruction, death, and massacre! 

I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Diieh. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days. 

How many of you have mine eyes beheld! 

My husband lost his life to get the crown; 

And often up and down my sons were loss'd. 

For me to joy and weep their gain and loss: 

And being seated, and domestio broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors. 

Make war upon themselves ; blood against blood. 

Self against self; 0, preposterous 

And frantic outrage, end thv damned spleen; 

Or let me die, to look on death no more! 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy; we will to sanctuary. 
Madam, farewell. 

Dueh. I’ll go along with you, 

Q. Eliz. You have no cause. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go; 

And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 

For my part. I'll resign unto your grace 
The seal I keep : and so betide to me 
As well 1 tender you and all of yours! 

Come, I’ll conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeuvt. 





ACT III. 

Scene I. — London. A street. 


The trumpets sound. Enter the young Puince, the Dukes 
of Gloucester and Buckingham, Cardinal liouRCHiER, 
Catesby, and others 

Buck. Welcome, sweet priace, to London, to your 
chamber. 

Olou. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts’ sovereign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prinee. No, uncle; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy; 

I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Qhu. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet dived into the world's deceit: 

Nor more can you distinguish of a man 
Than of his outward show; which, God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart 
Those uncles which you want were dangerous; 

Your grace attended to their sugar'd words. 

But look’d not on the poison of their hearts : 

God keep you from them, and from such false friends! 
Prince, God keep me from false friends! but they 
were none. 

OUfu. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet you. 


Enter the Lord Mayor, and his tram. 

May. God bless your grace with health and happy days ' 

Pnnce. I thank yon, good my lord ; and thank you all 
I thought my mother, and my brother York, 

Would long ere this have met us on the way: 

Fie, what a slug is Hastings, that he comes not 
To tell us whether they will come or no! 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the sweating lord. 

Pnnce. Welcome, my lord : what, will our mother come ? 

ffast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 

The queen your mother, and your brother York, 

Have taken sanctuary: the tender pnnce 

Would fain have come with me to meet your grace. 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck. Fie, what an indirect and peevish course 
Is this of hers! Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the Duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently? 

If she deny. Lord Hastings, go with him, 

And from her jealous arms ^uck him perforce. 
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Card. My Lord of Baokingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the Duke of York, 

Anon expect him here; bat if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, Qod in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privil*^ 

Of blessed sanctuary I not lor all this land 
Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless'obstinate, my lord, 

Too ceremonious and traditional: 

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age. 

You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 

The benefit thereof is always granted 

To those whose dealings have deserved the place. 

And those who have we wit to claim the place : 

This prince hath neither claim’d it nor deserved it; 

And ^erefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it: 

Then, taking him from Uience that is not there. 

You break no privilege nor charter there. 

Oft have I heard of sanctuary men; 

But sanctuary children ne’er till now. 

Card. My lord, you shall o’er^rule my mind for once. 
Come on. Lord Hasting will you go with mol 
Bast. I go, my lord 

Prirut. Good lords, make all the speedy haste you 
may. [ExeaiU Cardinal and HdHing$. 

Say, uncle Gloucester, if our brother come. 

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation! 

Glotk Where it seems best unto your royal self. 

If I may counsel you, some day or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower: 

Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit 
For your best hemth and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place. 

Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord? 

Buck. He did, my gracious lord, b^n that place; 
Wliich, since, succeeding ages have re^ified. 

Prince. Is it upon record, or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it? 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, my lord, it were not register'd, 
Methinks the truth should live from age to age, 

As ’twere retail’d to all posterity. 

Even to the general all-ending day. 

Clou. [Aevde.'\ So wise so young, they say, do never 
live long. 

Prinu. What say you, uncle? 

GUru. I say, without characters, fame lives long. 
[Aside.] Thus, like the formal vice. Iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prince. That Julius Ciesar was a famous man; 

With what his valour did enrich his wit. 

His wit set down to make his valour live: 

Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 

For now he lives in fame, though not in life. 

I’ll tell you what> my cousin Buckingham — 

Buck. 'tVhat, my gracious lord? 

Prince. An if I live until I be a man, 

111 win our ancient right in France again. 

Or die a soldier, as 1 lived a king. 

Glou. [Aside!] Short summers lightly* have a forward 
spring. * v««njr. 

Enter young York, Hastings, and the Cardinal. 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the Duke of 
York. 

TPrinu. Richard of York ! how fares our loving brother ? 
York. Well, my dread lord ; so^ must I cell you now. 
Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours: 


[Act III, 

Too late* he died that might have kept tliat title. 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. * 

Glou, How fares our cousin, noble Lord of York ? 
York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord. 

You said that idle weeds are fast in growth > 

The prince mv brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glou. He hath, my lord. 

York. And therefore. is he idle? 

(Bou. O, my &ir cousin, I must not say so. 

York, Then he is more beholding to you than I. 
Ghu. He may command me as my sovereign; 

But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

York I pray you, unde, give me this dagger. 

Glou. My dag^, little cousin? with all my heart. 
Prince. A beggu, brother? 

York Of my Rind uncle; that I know will give; 
And being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

GUm. A greater gift than that 111 give my cousin. 
York A greater gift I 0, that’s the sword to it. 

GUru. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York O, then, I see, you will part but with light gifts ; 
In weightier things you’ll say a beggar nay. 

Glou. It is too heavy for your grace to wear. 

York I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

Glou, What, would you have my weapon, little lord ? 
York. I would, that I might thank you as you call me. 
Glou. How ? 

York Little. 

Prince. My Lord of York will still be cross in talk : 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York You mean, to bear me; not to bear with me: 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me; 

Because that I am little, like an ape. 

He thinks that you shoiild bear me on your shoulders. 

Buck. With what a sharp-provided* wit he reasons! 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, * 

He prettily and apUy taunts himself: 

So cunning and so young is wonderful. 

Glou. My lord, will’t please you pass along? ^ 
Myself and my good cousin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower and welcome you. 

York What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord? 
Prince. My lord protector needs will have it so. 
York I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glou. Why, what should you fear? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost: 

My grandam told me he was murder’d there. 

Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glou. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope I need not fear. 

But come, my lord; and with a heavy heart. 

Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[A Sennet. Exeunt all hut Gloucester, Buck- 
, ingham, and Catesby. 

Buck Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by his subtle mother 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glou. No doubt, no doubt: 0, 'tis a parlous boy; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable: 

He is all the mother’s, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest Come hither, [ Catesby. 
Thou art sworn as deeply to effect what we intend 
As closely to conceal what we impart: 

Thou know’st our reasons urged upon the way; 

^Vhat think’st thou? is it not an easy matter 
To make William Lord Hastings of our min^ 

For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 



Act m.] 


285 


KING BIOHABD HI. 


Coit. He for his &ther^s sake so loves the pri&oe^ 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 

Bade. What think’st thou, then, of Stanley? what 
will he? 

CaU. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 

Back. Well, then, no more but this : go, gentle Catesby, 
And, as it were far off, sound thou Lord Hastings, 

How he doth stand affected to our purpose; 

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

To sit about the coronation. 

If thou dost find him tractable to us, 

Encourage him, and show him all our reasons: 

If he be leaden, icy-cold, unwilling. 

Be thou so too; and so break off your talk. 

And give us notice of his inclination: 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils. 

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ’d. 

Glou. Commend me to LoM William : tell him, Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret castle; 

And bid my friend, for joy of this good news. 

Give Mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 

Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business soundly. 
Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I may. 
Olou. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we sleep ? 
Cate. You shall, my lord. 

Glou. At Crosby Place, there shall you find us both. 

[ExH CaUAy. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do if we perceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots? 

Glou. Chop off his head, man ; somewhat we will do : 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables 
Whereof the kin^ my brother stood possess'd. 

Buck. I'll claim that promise at your grace's hands. 
Glou. And look to have it yielded with ^ willingness. 
Come, let us sup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some form. \Exmwt. 

Scene II. — Before Lord Hastino's home. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. What, hoi my lord I 

Hast. [Within.] Who knocks at the door? 

Hess. A messenger from the Lord Stanley. 

Enter Lord HA8Tnro& 

Hast. What is't o’clock? 

Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep these tedious nights? 
Mess. So it should seem by tW I have to ascy. 

First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 

Hast. And then? 

Mess. Then certifies your lordship, that this night 
He dreamt the boar had razed off h's helm: 

Besides, he says, there are two councils held; 

And that may ^ determined at the one 

Which may make you and him to rue at the other. 

Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s pleasure. 

If presently you wiU take horse with him. 

Ana with all speed post with him toward the north. 

To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy k»d; 

Bid him not fear the separated councils: 

His honour and myself are at the one, 

And at the other is my sorvant Catesby; 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. » nmosusm. 

Tdl him his fears ate shallow, wanting instance’ 


And for his dreams, I wonder he is so fbnd 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers: 

To fly the boar before the boar pursues. 

Were to incense the boar to follow us. 

And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. 

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me; 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 

Mess. My gracious lord, I’ll tell him what you say. 

[Exit. 

Enter Catesbt. 

Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord! 

Hcut. Good morrow, Catesby ; you are early stirring : 
What news, what news, in this our tottering state? 

Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord; 

And I believe 'twill never stand upright 
Till Kichard wear the. garland of the realm. 

Had. How! wear the garland! dost thoumean thecrown? 
Cate. Ay, my good loid. 

Had. rU have this crown of mine cut from my 
shoulders 

Ere I will see tlie crown so foul misplaced. 

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it? 

Cate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party for the gain thereof: 

And thereupon he sends you this good news. 

That this same very day your enemies, 

The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret 
Had. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news. 
Because they have been still mine enemies: 

But, that I'll give my voice on Bichard’s side. 

To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 

God knows I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious mind! 
Had. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-mouth hence. 
That they who brought me in my roaster’s bate, 

I live to look upon their tragedy. 

I tell thee, Catesby, — 

Cate. What, my lord? 

Had. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
in send some packing that yet think not on it 
Cate. 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord. 
When men are unprepared and look not for it. 

Had. O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls it out 
With Bivers, Vaughan, Grey: and so 'twill do 
With some men rise, who think themselves as safe 
As thou and I; who, as thou know’st, are dear 
To princely Bichard and to Buckingham. 

Cate. The princes both make high account of you; 
[Aside.] For they account his head upon the bridge. 
Had. I know they do ; and I have well deserved it 

Enter LORD Stanley. 

Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear, man? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided? 

Stan. My lord, good morrow ; good morrow, Catesby : 
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 

1 do not like these several councils, I. 

Had. My lord, 

1 hold my life as dear as you do yours; 

And never in my life, I do protest. 

Was it mote precious to me than 'tis now: 

Think you, but that I know our state secure, 

I would be so triumphant as I am? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from 
London, 

Were jocund, and supposed their state was sure. 

And they indeed had no cause to mistrust; 
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But yet, you see, how soon the day o'ercost. 

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt: 

Pray God, I say, 1 prove a needless coward ! 

What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent 
Hcut. Come, come, have with you. Wot you what, 
my lord? 

To^ay the lords you talk of are beheaded. 

iS!?an. They, for their truth, might better wear their heads 
Than some that have accused them wear their hats. 

But come, my lord, let us away. 

Enter a Pursuivant. 

Hoa. Go on before; I’ll talk with this good fellow. 

[Exeunt Hanley and CaUdry, 
How now, sirrah! how goes the world with thee? 

Fun. The better that your lordship please to ask. 
Ka^. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now 
Than when I met thee last where now we meet: 

Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the sumestion of the queen's allies; 

But now, I tell thee— -keep it to thyself — 

Tills day those enemies are put to death. 

And I iu better state than e'er 1 was. 

Purs. God hold it, to your honour’s good content! 
Haat. Gramercy, fellow: there, drink that for me. 

[Throws him his purse. 
Purs. God save your lordship! [Exit. 

Enter a Priest. 

Priest. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see your 
honour. 

Hast. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart. 
I am in your debt for your last exercise; 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

[He whispers in his ear. 

Enter BcCKWaHAH. 

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain? 
Your friends at Pomfret, they no need the priest; 

Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 

iTost. Good faith, and when I met this holy man. 
Those men you talk of came into my mind. 

What, go you toward the Tower? 

Bude. I do, my lord; but long I shall not stay: 

I shall return before your lordship thence. 

Hast. 'Tis like enough, for 1 stay dinner there. 

Buck. [Aeide.'\ And supper too, although thou know’st 
it not. 

Come, will you go? 

Hast. Ill wait upon your lordship [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — Pomfret Castle. 

Enter SIR Bichard Batcliff, with halberds, carrying 
Bivers, Grey, and Vaughan to death. 

Bed. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Biv. Sir Bichard Batcliff, let me tell thee this: 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Orey. God keep the prince from all the pack of you ! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vaug. You live that shall cry woe for this hereafter. 
Bat. Dispatch; the limit of your lives is out. 

Biv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody prison, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers! 

Within the guilty closure of thy walls 
Bichard the second here was hack’d to death; 

And, for more slander to thy dismal seat. 

We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 

Chty. Now Margaret’s curse is fall’n upon our heads. 


When she exclaimed on Hastings, you, and T, 

For standing by when Bichard stabb’d her son. 

Biv. Then cursed she Bichard, then cursed she Buck- 
ingham, 

Then cursed she Hastings. 0, remember, God, 

To hear her prayers for them, as now for us ! 

And for my sister and her princely sons. 

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood. 

Which, as thou know'st, unjustly must be spilt, 

Bat. Make haste; the hour of death is expiate. 

Biv. Come, Grey, come, Vaughan, let us all embrace: 
And take our leave, until we meet in heaven. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — The Tower of London. 

Enter Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bishop of 
Ely, Catesby, Lovel, with others, and take their seats 
at a table. 

Hast. My lords, at once : the cause why we are met 
Is, to detennine of the coronation. 

In God’s name, say; when is this royal day? 

Biuk. Are aU things fitting for that roy^ time ( 
Stan. They are; and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day. 

Buck. Who knows the lord protectoi'’s mind herein ? 
Who is most inward with the royal duke? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know his 
mind. 

Buck. Who ? I, my lord ? we know each other’s faces, 
But for our hearts, he knows no more of mine. 

Than 1 of yours; 

Nor I no more of his, than you of mine. 

Lord Hastings, you and bo are near in love. 

Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well ; 
But, for his purpose in the coronation, 

I have not sounded him, nor he deliver’d 
His gracious pleasure any way therein : 

But you, my noble lords, may name the time; 

And in the duke’s behalf I’ll give my voice, 

Winch, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part. 

‘Enter GLOUCESTER. 

Ely. Now in good time, here comes the duke himself. 
Clou. My noble lords and cousins all, good morrow 
I have been long a sleeper; but, I hope. 

My absence doth neglect no great designs. 

Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck. Had not you come upon your cue, my lord, 
William Lord Hastings had pronounced your part — 

I mean, your voice — for crowning of the king. 

Clou Than my Lord Hastings no man might be bolder ; 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me well. 

Hast. I thank your grace. 

Clou. My lord of Ely! 

Ely ** My lord? 

Clou. When I was last in Holborn, 

I saw good strawberries in your garden there: 

I do beseech you send for some of them. 

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all xny heart 

[Exit. 

Clou. Cousin of Buckingham, a word wiih you. 

[Drawing him aside. 

Catesby hath sounded Hastrags in our busifess. 

And finds the testy gentleman so hot. 

That he will lose ms head ere mve consenti 
His master's son, as worshipful ho terms it. 

Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck. Withdraw you hence, my lord. I’ll follow jrou. 

[&c%t Oloueester, Buehingkam following. 
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Stan. We have not yet set down this day of triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment^ is too sudden; 

For I mysdf am not so well provided 
As else I would., be, were the day prolong’d. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 

My. Where is my lord protector? I have sent for 
these strawberries. 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth to-day; 
There’s some conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with such spirit 
I think there’s never a man in Christendom 
That can less hide his love or bate than he; 

For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

^an. What of his heart perceive you in his face 
By any likelihood he show’d to-day? 

Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is offended, 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Stan. I pray God he be not, I say. 


Re-enter Gloucester and Buckingham. 

Olou. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevail’d 
Upon my body with their hellish charms? 

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord. 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders, whatsoever they bo : 

I say, niy lord, they have desei-ved death. 

Glou. Then be your eyes the witness of this ill: 
See how 1 am bewitch’d; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither’d up: 

And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrous witch. 
Consorted with that harlot strumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast If they have done this thing, my gracious lord- 
Glou If! thou piotector of this damned strumpet. 



Tellest thou me of 'ifs'? Thou art a traitor: 

Off with his head ! Now, by Saint Paul I swear, 

I will not dine until I see the same. 

Some see it done: 

The rest, that love me, rise and follow me. 

[Exeunt aU hU Hastings, f^atedty, and Lovd 
Hast. Woe, woe for England I not a whit for me ; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this. 

Stanley did dream the boar did raze his helm; 

But I disdain’d it, and did scorn to fly : 

Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble, 
And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower, 

As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 

O, now I want the priest that spake to me : 

I now repent I told the pursuivant. 

As ’twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d. 

And t myself secure in grace and favour. 

O Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head i 


Cate. Dispatch, my lord ; the duke would be at dinner 
Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head. 

Had. O momentary grace of mortal men. 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God* 

Who builds his hopes in air of your good looks. 

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast. 

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, dispatch; ’tis bootless to exclaim. 
Hast. 0 bloody Richard I miserable England I 
I prophesy the fearfull’st time to thee 
That ever wretched age hath look’d upon. 

Come, lead me to the block; bear him my head: 

They smile at me that shortly shall be dead. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Tower-walls. 

Enter Gloucester and Buckingham, tn roUen armour, 
marvellous ill-favoured. 

Olou. Come, cousin, const thou quake, and change 
thy colour. 
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Hutder thy breath in the middle of a word. 

And then begin a^n, and atop again. 

As if thou weit matoaught and mad adth terror? 

Sude. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian; 
Speak and look back, and pry on every aide, 

Iremble and start at wagging of a straw. 

Intending* deep suspicion: ^lastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles; 

And both are ready in their offices, 

At any tim^ to grace my stratagems. 

But, what, is Catesby gone? 

CKon. He is; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Mayor and Catesby. 

Bude. Lord mayor — 

Olon. Look to the drawbridge there! 

Budt. Hark! a drum. 

C^ou. Catesby, o'erlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord mayor, tiie reason we have sent — 

Ohu. Look back, defend thee, hero are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocency defend and guard us I 
Olou. Be patient, they are friends, fiatcliff and LoveL 

Enter Lovbl and RATCun, with Hastdio's head. 

Lon. Hero is the head of that ignoble tiaitor. 

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Olon. So dear I loved the man, that I must weep. 

I took him for the plainest harmless creature 
That breathed upon this earth a Christian ; 

Made him my Imk, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret tho^hts: 

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue. 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, 

I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife^ 

He lived from all attainder of suspect 
Bade. Well, well, he was the covert’st shelter'd traitw 
That ever lived 

Would you imagine, ox almost believe, 

Were't not that, by great preservation. 

We live to tell it you, the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-house 
To murder me and my good lord of Gloucester? 

May. What, bad he so? 

OUm. What think yon we are Turks or infidels? 

Or that we would, against the form of law. 

Proceed thus rashly to the villain’s death, 

But that the extreme peril of the case. 

The peace of England and our persons' safety. 

Enforced us to this execution? 

May. How Air befidl you! he deserved bis death; 
And you, my good lords, both have well proceeded. 

To warn ftlM traitors from the like attempts. 

I never look’d for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Mistress Shore. 

Qltne. Yet had not we determined he should die^ 
Until your lordship came to see his death ; 

Which now the loving haste of these our friends. 
Somewhat against our meaning, ,have prevented : 
Because^ my lord, we would hav^e had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorous^ oonfiess 
The manner and the pnrpoae of his tnasons ; 

That you n^ht wdl have signified the same 
Unto the eitisens, who haply may 
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace’s word shall serve, 
As wdl as I had seen and heaid him apeak : 

And doubt you not, right noUe princes Mth, 

But I’ll acquaint our duteous einisens 
With all your just proceedings in this cause. 


Qkm. And to that end we wish’d your lordship hme, 
To avoid the carping censures of the world. 

Buck. But aince you come too late of our intents. 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend: 

And BO, my good lord mayor, we bid farewelL {Exit Mayor. 

Gian: Go after, after, cousin Buckingham. 

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post: 
There, at your meet’st advantage of the time, 

Infer the bastar^ of Edward’s childron: 

Tell them how Inward put to death a citisen, 

Only for saying he would make his son 
Heir to the crown: meaning indeed his house, 

Which, by the s^ thereof, was termed so. 

Moreover, urge his hateful luxury. 

And bestial appetite in change of lust; 

Which stretched to their servants, daughters, wives. 
Even where his lustful eye or savage heart, 

Without control, listed to make his prey. 

Hay, for a need, thus for come near my person: 

TeU them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that unsatiate Edwara, noble York 
My princely fother then had wars in France: 

And, by just computation of the time. 

Found that the issue was not his begot; 

Which well appearod in his lineaments. 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father: 

But touch this sparingly, as ’twere for off; 

Because you know, my lord, vm mother lives. 

Bade. Fear not^ my lord. I’ll play the orator 
As if the golden fee mr which 1 plead 
Were for myself: and so, my lorA adieu. 

Olou. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard’s Castle ; 
Where you shall find me wdl accompanied 
With reverend fothers and wdl-leamed bishops. 

Bade. I go; and towards three or four o’clock 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. [Exit. 

GUm. Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw; 
\To Uofo] Go thou to Friar Penker; bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Castle. « 

[Exev/nt all bat GUmeester. 
How will I in, to take some privy order. 

To ^w the bratd of Clarence out of sight ; 

And to give notice, that no manner of person 
At any time have reconrse unto the princes. [ExU. 

SciKB VL — The eame. A street. 

Enter a Soriveher, with a paper hie hand. 

Serin. This is the indictment of the good Lord Hastings; 
Which in a set hand foirly is engroro’d. 

That it mi^ be this day read over in Paal’a 
And mark how wdl the segud bangs together: 

Eleven hours I spent to write it over, 

Fm yesternight by Catesiqr was it brought me; 

The precedenf^was full as long a-doing: 

And jet within these five how lived Lord Hostings, 
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. 

Here’s a good world tiie while I Why, whds so groM, 
That seeth not this palpable device? 

Yet who’s so blind, W says he sees it not? 

Bad is the world; and all will come to nclkght. 

When such bad dealing must be seen in tly^ht [Sxd. 

Senra VII.»JBByiMnfs Cadle. 

Enter Gunjonm and BncniraHaK, at edferal doore. 

Olou. How now, my lord, what aav tiie eitisens? 
Buds. How, by the hdy motiier of our Lord, 

The oitisgis an mum and speak not a word. 
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Glou. Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s children ? 
Buck. I did ; with his contract with Lady Lucy, 

And his contract by deputy in France; 

The insatiate greediness of bis desires, 

And his enforcement of the city wives; 

His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy. 

As being got, your father then in France, 

And his resemblance, being not like the duke : 

Withal 1 did infer your lineaments. 

Being the right idea of your father. 

Both in your form and nobleness of mind ; 

Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace. 

Tour bounty, virtue, fair humility; 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpose 
Untouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse: 

And when mine oratory grew to an end, 

I bid them that did love their country’s good 
Cry, ‘God save Bichard, England’s royal king!’ 

Olou. Ah! and did they so? 

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a word; 
But, like dumb statuas or breathing stones. 

Gazed each on other, and look’d deadly pale. 

'^ich when 1 saw, I reprehended them ; 

And ask’d the mayor what meant this wilful silence: 
Ills answer was, the people were not wont 
To be spoke to but 1^ the recorder. 

'Ihen he was ui^ged to tell my tale again, 

‘Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke inferred;’ 

But nothing spake in u'arrant from himself. 

When he had done, some followers of mine own, 

At the ItiM'cr end of the hall, hurl’d up their caps. 

And some ten voices cried, ‘God save King Richard!’ 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, 

‘Thanks, gentle citizens and friends,’ quoth I; 

‘This general applause and loving shout 
Argues your wisdoms and your love to Richard:’ 

And even Itere brake off, and came away. 

Glou. What tonguoless blocks were they ! would they 
not speak? 

Buck. No, by my troth, my lord. 

Glou. Will not the mayor then and his brethren come? 
Buck. The mayor is here at hand : intend* some fear ; 
Bo not you spoke with, but by mighty suit: 

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand. 

And stand betwixt two churchmen, good my lorl; 

For on that ground I’ll build a holy descant:' 

And be not easily won to our request: 

Play the maid’s part, still answer nay, and take it 
Glou. I go; and if you plead as well for them 
As I can say nay to thee for myself. 

No doubt we’ll bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor knocks. 

[ExU Gloucester. 

Enter the Mayor and Ci’ 2 ens. 

Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here; 

I think the duke will not be spoke withal 

Enter Catebbt. 

Here comes his servant: how now, Catesby, 

What says he? 

Cate. My lord, he doth entreat your grace 
To visit him to-morrow or next day: 

He is within, with two right reverend fathers. 

Divinely bent to meditation; 

And in no worldly suit would he be moved. 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to thy lord again; 

VOL HI. 


Tell him, myself, the mayor, and citizens. 

In deep designs aud matters of great moment, 

No less importing than our general good. 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 
pale. I'll tell him what you say, my lord. [EeU. 
Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward t 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed. 

But on bis knees at meditation; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 

But meditating with two deep divines; 

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 

But pmying, to enrich his watchful soul* 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it. 

May. Marry, God forbid his grace should say ns nay ! 
Buck. I fear he will 

Be-tnter Catebbt. 

How now, Catesby, what says your lord? 

Cate. My lord. 

He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to speak with him, 

His grace not being warn’d thereof before : 

My lord, he fears you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, tW I mean no good to him: 

By heaven, I come in perfect love to him; 

And so once more return and tell his grace. 

[Exit Cated/y 

When holy and devout religious men 

Are at their beads, ’tis bard to draw them thence. 

So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Gloucesteb aloft, between two Bishops. Catesby 

returns. 

May. See, where he stands between two clergymen I 
Buck. Two props of virtue for a Christian prince. 

To stay him from the fall of vanity : 

And, see, a book of prayer in bis hand. 

True ornaments to know a holy man. 

Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince. 

Lend favourable ears to our request; 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal. 

Glou. My lord, there needs no such apology: 

I rather do beseech you pardon me. 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Neglect the visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure? 

Biuk. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above. 
And all good men of this ungovern’d isle. 

Glm. 1 do suspect I have done some offence 
That seems disgracious in the city’s eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. You have, my lord: would it might please 
your grace. 

At our entreaties, to amend that fault! 

Glou. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land ? 
Buck. Then know, it is your fault that you resign 
The supreme sea^ the throne majestical. 

The scepter’d office of your ancestors. 

Your state of fortune and your due of birth. 

The lineal glory of your royal house, 

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock; 

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts. 

Which here wo wakeu to our country’s good, 

This noble isle doth want her i>roper Un^; 

Her face defaced with scars of infamy, 

37 
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Her royiil stock graft with ignoble plants. 

And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf 
Of blind forgetfulness and dark oblivion. 

Which to recure, we heartily solicit 

Your gracious self to take on you the charge 

And kingly government of this your land; 

Not as protector, steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another’s gain; 

But as successively fh)m blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your empeiy, your own. 

For this, consorted with the citizens. 

Your very worshipful and loving friends. 

And by their vehement instigation, 

In this jnst suit come 1 to move your grace. 

Olm. 1 know not whether to depart in silence. 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof. 


Best fitteth my degree or your condition: 

If not to answer, you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

Which fondly you would here impose on me; 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours. 

So season’d with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other side, I check’d my friends. 
Therefore, to speak, and to avoid the first. 

And then, in speaking, not to incur the last, 
Definitively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks; but my desert 
Unmeritable shuns your high request 
First if all obstacles were cut away. 

And that my path were even to the crown, 

As my ripe revenue and due by birth; 



Yet so much is my poverty of spirit. 

So mighty and so many my defects. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatness. 

Being a bark to brook no mighty sea. 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my ^arj smother'd. 

But, God be tlwnked, there's no need of me. 

And mnch I need to help you, if need were; 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruity 
Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time. 

Will well become the seat of majesty. 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 

On him I lay what yon would lay on me. 

The right and fortune of his happy stars; 

Which God defend that 1 should wring from him! 

ButJe. My lord, this argues conscience in your grace ; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial. 


■All circumstances well considered. 

You say that Edward is your brother’s son: 

So say we Mb, but not by Edward’s wife; 

For first he was contract to Lady Lucy— 

Your mother lives a witness to that vow— 

■And afterward by substitute betroth'd 
To Bona, sister to the King of France. 

These both put by, a poor petitioner, 

A care-crazed mother of a many children,' 

A beauty- waning and distressed* widow, ^ 

Even in the afternoon of her best dajrs, •' 

Made prize and purchase of his lustM ejte. 
Seduced the pitch and height of all his tl^oughts 
To base declension and loathed bigamy : 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our numners term the prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate. 
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Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 
This proffer’d benefit of dignity; 

If not to bless us and the land 'withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing times, 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May. Do, good my lord, your citizens entreat you. 
Bwk. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love. 
Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful suit! 
Oolu. Alas, why would you heap those cares on me? 
I am unfit for state and majesty: 

I do beseech you, take it not amiss, 

I cannot nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it — as, in love and zeal. 

Loath to depose the child, your brother’s son; 

As well we know your tenderness of heart 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse. 

Which we have noted in you to your kin, 

And equally indeed to all estates — 

Yet whether you accept our suit or no. 

Your brother’s son shall never reign our king; 

But we will plant some other in the throne. 

To the disgrace and downfall of your house: 

And in this resolution here we leave you. — 

Come, citizens: ’zounds! I'll entreat no more. 

Clou. O, do not swear, my lord of Buckingham. 

[ExU Buckingham wUh the Citizens. 


Cate. Call them again, my lord, and accept their suit. 
Another. Do, good my lom, lest all the land do rue it. 
Gliyu. Would you enforce me to a world of cares? 
Well, call them again. I am not made of stone, 

But penetrable to your kind entreats, 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul. 

BA-enJter Buckingham and the rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and sage, grave men. 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back. 

To bear her burthen, whether I will or no, 

I must have patience to endure the load: 

But if black scandal or foul-faced reproach 
Attend the sequel of your imposition. 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 

For God he knows, and you may partly see. 

How far I am from the desire thereof. 

May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and will say it. 
Glm. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 
Buck. Then I salute you with this kingly title: 
Long live Richard, England’s royal king! 

May. and Cit. Amen. 

Buck. To-morrow will it please you to be crown’d? 
Glou. Even when you please, since you will have it so. 
Buck. To-morrow, then, wc will attend your grace: 
And so most joyfully we take our leave. 

Glou. Come, let us to our holy task again. 

Farewell, good cousin; farewell, gentle friends. [Exeunt. 





ACT IV. 


ScBNiE I. — Befort th» Tvmr. 

Brtik. Sight well, dear madam. By your patience, 

I may not suffer you to visit them ; 

The king hath straiUy charged the contrary. 

Q, Eliz, The king! why, who’s that? 

Brdk. 1 cry you mercy: I mean the lord protector. 
Q. Eltz. The Lord protect him from that kingly title I 
Hath he set bounds betwixt their love and me ? 

I am their mother; who should keep me from them^ 
Ihich. I am their father’s mother; I will see them. 
Anw. Their aunt- 1 am in law, in love their mother : 
Then bring me to their sights; I’ll bear t^ blame 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 

SroA. No, madam, no ; I may not leave it so : 

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon tine- [Eheii, 

Efiitr IxiRi) Stamley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one 'hour hence, 
And 111 salute your grace of York as mother. 

And reverend looker on, of two fair queena 
[To Anna] Come, madam, you must strai^t to West- 
minster, 

There to be crowned Kichard’s royal queen. 


Enter, on one eitle. Queen Euzabeth, Duchess ov York, 
and Marquess of Dorset ; on the other, Anne, Duchess 
or Gloucester, leading Lady Margaret Plantagenet, 
Clarence’s yonng Daughter. 

Dueh, Who meets us here ? my niece Plantagenet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloucester? 

Now, for my life, she’s wandering to the Tower, 

On pure heart’s love to greet the tender princes. 
Daughter, well met 

Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day i 
Q. Eltz. Aa much to you, good sister I Whither away? 
Anna No farther than the Tower; and, as I guess. 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves. 

To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

Q. Eliz. Kind sister, thanlm : we’ll enter all together. 

Enter Brakenbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave. 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York ? 
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<}. Bliz. 0, cut my lace in sunder, that my pent heart 
May have some scope to heat, or elM I swoon 
With this dead-killiug news I 
Anne, Sespitefiil tidings ! O unpleasing news I 
Dor. Be of good cheer: mother, how fares your grace? 
Q. Bliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee hence ! 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels; 

Thy mother's name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 

And live with Bichmond, from the reach of hell: 

Go, hie thee, hie thee &om this slaughter-house, 

Lest thou increase the number of the dead; 

And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse. 

Not mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen. 

Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, madam. 
Take all the swift advantage of the hours; 

You shall have letters from me to my son 
To meet you on the way, and wdcome you. 

Be not ta’en tardy by unwise delay, 

Dueh. 0 ill-dupersinc wind of misery! 

0 my accursed womb, the bed of dea^i 

A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world, 

Whose unavoided eye is murderous. 

Stan. Come, madam, come; I in all haste was sent. 
Antu. And I in all unwillingness will go, 

1 would to God that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal that must round my brow 
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain! 

Anointed let me be with deadly venom. 

And die, ere men can say, God save the queen I 
Q. Bliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ; 

To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne. No! why? When he that is my husband now 
Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse. 

When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his liands 
Which issued from my other angel husband. 

And that dead saint which then I weeping follow’d ; 

0, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face. 

This was my wish: ‘Be thou,’ quoth I, 'accursed. 

For making me, so young, so old a widow! 

And, when thou wed'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 

And be thy wife — if any be so mad — 

As miserable by the life of thee 

As thou hast made me by my dear lord’s death!’ 

Lo, ere 1 can repeat this curse again. 

Even in so short a space, my woman’s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words 
And proved the subject of my own soul’s curse. 

Which ever since hath kept my eves from rest; 

For never yet one hour in his bed 
Have 1 enjoy’d the golden dew of sleep, 

But have been waked by his timorous dreams. 

Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick; 

And wiU, no doubt, shortly bo rid of me. 

Q. Bliz. Poor heart, adieu! I pity thy complaining. 
Anne. No more than from my soul I mourn for yours. 
Q. Bliz. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory! 
Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that takest thy leave of it! 
Duch. [To Dorset.'\ Go thou to Richmond, and good 
fortune guide thee! 

[To Anne.] Go thou to Richard, and good angels guard thee ! 
[To Q. Bliz.] Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts 
possess thee! 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me! 
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 

And each hoar’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen. 

Q. Bliz. Stay yet ; look back with me unto the Tower. 
Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes 
Whom envy hath immured within your walls! 


Rough cradle for such little pretfy ones! 

Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well! 

So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell [Ba>eunt. 

Scene II. — London. The pcdace. 

Sennet. Bnter Richaud, in pomp, eroumed; Buckingham, 
Catesby, a Page, and others. 

K. JRieh. Stand all apart Cousin of Buckingham I 
Buck. My gracious sovereign? 

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. [Here he aeeendeth his 
throne.] Thus high, by thy advice 
And thy assistance, is King Richard seated : 

But shall we wear these honours for a day ? 

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck. Still live they and for ever may they last! 

K. Rich. 0 Buckingham, now do 1 play the touch, 
To try if thou be current gold indeed : 

Young Edward lives: think now what I would say. 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be king. 
Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liege. 

H. Rich. Ha! am Iking? ’tisso: but Edward lives. 

Buck. True, noble prince. 

jST. Rich. 0 bitter consequence. 

That Edward still should live! ‘True, noble prince'’ 
Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull ; 

Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead; 

And I would have it suddenly perform’d. 

What sayest thou? speak suddenly; be brief. 

Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure. 

JT. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness freezeth : 
Say, have I thy consent that they shall die ? 

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause, my lord. 
Before I positively speak herein ; 

I will resolve your grace immediately. [Exit. 

Code. [Aside to a stander ly.] The king is angry: see, 
he bites the lip. 

K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools 
And unxespecUve bojm: none are for me 
That look into me with considemte eyes: 

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. 

Boy! 

Ft^. My lord? 

K. Rieh. Know’st thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death? 

Page. My lord, 1 know a discontented gentleman. 
Whose humble means match not his haugMy mind: 
Gold were as good as twenty orators. 

And will, no doubt, tempt him to anytliing. 

K. Rich. What is his name? 

Page. His name, my lord, is Tyrrel. 

K. Rich. I partly know the man : go, call him hither. 

[Exit Page. 

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham i 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsel:’ 

Hath he so long held out with me uutired. 

And stops he now for breath ? 

Enter Stanley. 

How now I what news with you ? 
Stan. My lord, I hear the Marquess Dorset’s fled 
To Richmond, in those parts beyond the sea 
Where he abidea [Stande apart. 

K. Rich. Catesby ! 

CaU. My lord? 

K. Rich. Rumour it abroad 
That Anne, my wife, is sick and like to die: 

I will take order for her keeping close. 
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Inquire me out eome mean-bom gentleman, 

Wnom I will marry straight to Clarence* daughter: 

The boy is foolish, and 1 fear not him. 

Look, how thou dream'st! 1 say again, ^ve out 
That Anne my wife is sick and like to die: 

About it; for it stands me much upon. 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. 

[Exit Cataiby. 

I must be married to my brother's daughter. 

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass. 

Murder her brothers, and then marry her ! 

Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin; 

Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 

Be-enter Page, with Tykrsl. 

Is thy name lyrrel? 


Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject. 
A. Jtich. Art thou, indeed? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious sovereign. 

K. Eieh. Darest thou resolve to kill a friend of mine ? 
Tyr. Ay, my lord; 

But I had rather kill two enenxies. 

K. Bieh. Why, there thou hast it : two deep enemies, 
Foes to my rest and my sweet sleep’s disturbers 
Are they that 1 would have thee deal upon: 

Terrel, 1 mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 

JC. Bieh. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, come 
hither, Tytrel: 

Go, by this token : rise, and lend thine ear : [ Whiyiers. 
There is no more but so: say it is done. 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee too. 



Tyr. ’Tis done, my gracious lord. 

A. Bieh. Shall we hear from thee, Tyrrel, ere we sleep ? 
2^. Ye shall, my lord. [Exit. 

Be-enter Buckingham. 

Buei. My lord, I have consider’d in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

A. Bieh. Well, let that pass. Dorset is fled to 
Richmond. 

Bud. I hear that news, my lord. 

A. Bieh. Stanley, he is your wife’s son : well, look to it. 
Bud^ My lord, I claim your gift, my due by promise. 
For which your honour and your faith is pawn’d; 

The earldom of Hereford and the moveables 
The which you promised 1 should possess. 

A. Bieh. Stanley, look to your wife: if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, yon shaU answer it 


Bud What says your highness to my just demand? 
A. Bieh. As I remember, Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy l^at Richmond should be king. 

When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 

A king, perhaps, perhaps — 

Buck My lord I 

A. Bieh. How chance the prophet could not at that 
time 

Have told me, I being by, that I should km him? 
Bitd My lord, your promise for the eaodom — 

A. Bieh. Richmond! When last I was fit Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy show’d me the castll. 

And call’d it Rougemont: at which name | started. 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 

I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Bud. My lord! 

A. Bie^ Ay, what’s o’clock? 
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ScEKE III.— The same. 

Enter TyrBEL. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody deed is done, 
The most arch act of piteous massacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighlon and Forrest, whom 1 did suborn 
To do this ruthless piece of butchery. 

Although they were flesh’d villains, bloody dogs. 
Melting with tenderness and kind compassion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths’ sad stories. 
'La, thus,' quoth Dightou, ‘lay those tender babes:’ 
‘Thus, thus,’ quoth Forrest, 'girdling one another 
Within their innocent alabaster arms; 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 

Which in their summer beauty kissed each other. 

A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 



Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promised me. 

JT. Rum. Well, but what’s o’clock? 

Buck. Upon the 'stroke of ten. 

Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why let it strike? 

JC. Rich. Because that like a Jack, thou keep'st the stroke 
Betwixt thpr begging and my meditation. 

I am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Bude. Why, then resolve me whether you will or no. 
JC. Rich. Tut, tut. 

Thou troublest me; I am not in the vein. 

[Exennt all hut Buckingham. 
Buck. Is it even so? rewards he iny true service 
With such dwp contempt ? made I him king for this ? 
O, let mo think on Hastings, and be gone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on! [Evit. 


Which once,’ quoth Forrest, ‘almost changed my mind; 
Blit 01 the devil’ — there the villain stopp’d; 

Whilst Dighton thus told on : ‘ We smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 

That from the prime creation e’er she framed.’ 

Thus both are gone with conscience and remorse; 

They could not speak; and so I left them both, 

To bring this tidings to the bloody king. 

And here he cornea 

Enter KiNO Richard. 

All hail, my sovereign liege! 

JC. Rich. Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy news ? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in chaige 
Beget your happiness, be happy then. 

For it is done, my lord. 

JC. Rich. But didst thou see them dead? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

JC. Ruh. And buried, gentle Tyrrel? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them; 
But how or in what place I do not know. 

K. Ruh. Come to me, Terrel, soon at after supper. 
And thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good, 

And bo inheritor of thy desire. 

Farewell till soon. [Exit Tyrrel. 

The son of Clarence have I pent up close; 

His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage; 

The Sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom,^ 

Amd Anq ii my wife hath bid the world good night. 


Kow, for I know the Breton Richmond aims 
At voung Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter. 

And, by that knot, looks proudly o’er the crown. 

To her I go, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catesby. 

CaU. My lord! 

K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou comest in so 
bluntly ? 

Cate. Bad news, my lord : Ely is fled to Richmond ; 
And Buckingham, back’d with tlie hardy Welslimen, 

Is in the field, and still his power increaseth. 

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied army. 

Come, I have heard that fearful commenting ’ * 

Is leaden servitor to dull delay; 

Delay leads impotent and snail-paced beggary : 

Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king! 

Come, muster men : my counsel is my shield ; 

We must be brief when traitors brave the field [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — Before the palace. 

Enter Queen Marqaret. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten n>outh of death. 

Here in these confines slily have I lurk’d, 

To watch the waning of mine adversariea 
A dire induction am I witness to. 
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And will to France, hoping the oonsrauence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 

Withdraw thee, wretched Maigaret: who comes hero? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess of Yobk. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, my young princes I ah, my tender babes ! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets! 

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air 
And be not flx’d in doom perpetual, 

Hover about me with your airy wings 
And hear your mother's lamentation! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her; say, that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night. 

Ditch. So many miseries have crazed my voice. 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumb, 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

Q. Mar. Plantamnet doth quit Plantagenet 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Q. Elix. Wilt thou, 0 God, fly from such gentle lambs, 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 

When didst thou sleep when such a deed was done? 

Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet son. 
Duck. Blind sight fload life, poor mortal living ghost 
Woe's scene, world's shame, grave’s duo by life usurp'd, 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days. 

Rest thy uurest on England's lawful earth, down. 

Unlawfully made drunk with innocents' blood! 

Q. Eliz. 0, that thou wouldst as well afford a grave 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat! 

Then would 1 hide my bones, not rest them here. 

0, who hath any cause to mourn but I ? 

[Sitting down by her. 

Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow bo most reverend. 

Give mine the benefit of seniory. 

And let my woes frown on the upper hand. 

If sorrow can admit society, [^Uiny down with them. 
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine : 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him; 

I had a Harry, till a Richard kill’d him; 

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him; 

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 

Daeh. I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard 
kill’d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death: 

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 

To worry lambs and lap their ^ntle blood. 

That foul defacer of God’s handiwork, 

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls. 

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. 

0 upright, just, and true-disposing God, 

How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body, 

And makes her pew-fellow with others’ moan! 

Dach. 0 Hairy’s wife, triumph not in my woes! 

God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar. Bear with me; I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that stabnd my Edward; 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; 

Young York he is but boot, because both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loss: 

Thy Clarence ho is dead that kill’d my Edward; 

And the beholders of this tragic play. 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves. 


Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer. 

Only reserved their factor, to buy souls 
And send them thither: but at hand, at hand, 

Ensues his piteous and unpitied end: 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray, 

To have him suddenly convey'd away. 

Cancel bis bond of life, dear God, I pray. 

That I may live to say. The dog is deadf 

Q. Eliz. 0, thou didst prophesy the time would come 
That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled * spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad ! * 

Q. Mar. I call’d thee then vain flourish of iny fortune ; 
I call’d thee then poor shadow, painted queen; 

The presentation of but what I was; 

The flattering index of a direful pageant; 

One heaved a-high, to be hurl’d down below ; 

A mother only mock’d with two sweet babes; 

A dream of what thou wert, a breath, a bubble, 

A sign of dignity, a garish flag. 

To M the aim of every dangerous shot; 

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where are thy children ? wherein dost thou joy ? 

Who sues to thee and cries, 'God save the queen’? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee? 

Where be the thronging troops that follow’d thee? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art: 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ; 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me; 

For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert. 

To torture thee the -more, being what thou art. 

Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burthen’d yoke; 
From which even here 1 slip my weary neck. 

And leave the burthen of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad mischance: 
These English woes will make me smile in France. 

Q. Eliz. 0 thou well skill’d in curses, stay awhile. 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies ! 

Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the nights, and fast the days; 
Compare dead happiness with living woe; 

Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, 

And he that slew them fouler than ho is: 
lettering thy loss makes the bad causer worse: 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q. Eliz. My 4irords are dull; 0, quicken them with thine ! 
Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce 
like mine. [Exit 

Duch. Why should calamity be full of words? 

Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client woes, 

Airy succeeders of intestate joys. 

Poor breathing orators of miseries 1 

Let them have scope; though what they dd impart 

Help not at all, yet do they ease the heart! 

Duch. If so, then be not tongue-tied : gd with me. 
And in the breath of bitter words let’s smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons atnother’d. 

I hear his drum : be copious in exclaims. ' 

ErUer KiNO Richabd, marching, toith drums and trumpets. 

K. EicH, Who intercepts my expedition ? 
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Dueh. 0, she that might have intercepted thee. 

By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 

From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done I 
Q. Eliz. Hidest thou that forehead with a golden crown, 
Where should be ghiven, if that right were right. 

The slaughter of the prince that owed that crown, 

And the dire death of my two sons and brothers? 

Tell mo, thou villain slave, where are my children? 
Dueh. Thou toad, tliou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence ? 

And little Ned Plantagenet, his son? 

Q. EHz. Where is kind Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? 
K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! strike alarum, drums ! 


Let not the heavens bear these tell*tale women 
Hail on the Lord's anointed : strike, I say ! 

[^Flourish. Alarum$. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair. 

Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Du£h. Art thou my son ? 

K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my father, and yourself. 
Dueh. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition. 
Which cannot brook the accent ol reproof. 

Dueh. O, let me speak! 

K. Rich. Do then; but I'll not hear 



Dueh. I will be mild and gentle in my speech. 

AT. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am in haste. 
Dueh. Art thou so hasty? I have stay’d for thee, 
God knows, in anguish, pain, and agony. 

AT. Rich. And came 1 not at last to comfort you ? 
Dueh. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it well. 
Thou earnest on earth to make the earth my hell. 

A grievons burthen was thy birth to me; 

Tetehy and wayward was thy infancy; 

Thy school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and furious. 
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous, 

Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, bloodv, treacherous. 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred: 
voi.. m 


What comfortable hour canst thou name. 

That ever graced me in thy company? 

AT. Rich. Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that call’d 
your grace 

To breakfast once forth of my company. 

If I be so disgracious in your sight. 

Let mo march on, and not offend your grace. 

Strike up the drum. 

Dueh. I prithee, hear me speak. 

AT. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 

Dueh. Hear me a word; 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

El Ruth. So. 
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Duch. Either thou wilt die, by Qod's juet ordinance, 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror. 

Or I with met and extreme age shall perish 
And never look upon thy face again. 

Therefore take with thee my most heavy curse; 

Which in the day of battle tire thee more 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'sti 
My prayers on the adverse party fight; 

And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies. 

And promise them success and victory. 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end; 

Shame serves thy life and doth thy death attend. [£xit. 
Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much less spirit 
to curse 

Abides in me; I say amen to all. 

K. Eieh. Stay, m^am ; I must speak a word with you. 
Q. Eliz. I have no moe sons of the royal blood 
For thee to murder: for my daughters, Richard, 

They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens; 

And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

JT. Eieh. You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q. Eliz. And must she die for this ? 0, let her live. 
And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty; 

Slander myself as false to Award's bed; 

Throw over her the veil of infamy: 

So she may Uve unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter, 

I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 

K. Euh. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal blood. 
Q. Eliz. To save her life. I’ll say she is not so. 

JC. EuJl Her life is only safest in her birth. 

Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died her brothers. 

JC. Rich. TjO, at their births good stars were opposite. 
Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. 
K. Rich. All unavoided* is the doom of destiny. 

Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny: 

My babes were destined to a fairer death, 

If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life. 

K. Rich. You speak as if that I had slain my cousins. 
Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle cozen’d 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindr^, freedom, life. 

Whose hand soever lanced their tender hearts. 

Thy head, all indirectly, mve direction: 

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 

To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 

Mv tongue should to thy ears not name my boys 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes; 

And I, in such a despoate bay of death. 

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft. 

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

JC. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise 
And dangerous success of bloody wars. 

As I intend more good to you and yours 
Than ever you or yours were by me wrong'd! 

Q. Eliz. What good is cover'd with the face of heaven. 
To be discover’d, %at can do me good? 

K. Rich. The advancement of your children, gentle lady. 
Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their heads ? 
JC. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of honour. 
The high in^rial type of this earth’s ^ory. 

Q. Eliz.’ Flatter my sorrows with report of it; 

TeU me what state, what dignity, what honour, 

Const thou demise to any child of mine? 

JE, Rich. Even all I nave; yea, and myself and all, 
WiU I withal endow a child of thine; 

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 


[Act IV. 

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs 
Which thou supposest I have done to thee. 

Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness’ data* 

K. Rich. Then know, that from my soul I love thy 
daughter. 

Q. Eliz. My daughter’s mother thinks it with her soul. 
JC. Rich. What do you think? 

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter from thy soul : 
So from thy soul’s love didst thou love her brothers; 
And from my heart’s love I do thank thee for it. 

K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my meaning: 
I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter. 

And mean to make her queen of England. 

Q. Eliz. Say then, who dost thou mean shall be her king ? 
Jt. Rich. Even he that makes her queen : who shomd 
be else? 

Q. Eliz. What, thou? 

AT. Rich. 1, even I: what think you of it, madam? 
Q. Eliz. How const thou woo her? 

Jr. Rich. That would I leom of you. 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 

Q.Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me? 

K. Rick. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 
Edward and York; then haply she will weep: 

Therefore present to her — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland's blood — 

A handkerchief; which, say to her, did dram 
The purple sap from her sweet brother’s body. 

And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to love. 

Send her a story of thy noble acts; 

Tell her thou madest away her uncle Clarence, 

Her uncle Rivers; yea, and, for her sake. 

Madest quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. Come, come, you mock me ; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. ^ 

Q. Eliz. There is no other way; 

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape. 

And not be Richard that hath done all thia 
Jr. Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her. 

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed she cannot choose but hate 
thee. 

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

AT. EwA. Look, what is done cannot be now amended : 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 

Which after hours give leisure to repent. 

If I did take the Inngdom from your sons. 

To make amends, I’U give it to your daughter. 

If I have kill’d the issue of your womb. 

To quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter: 

A grandam’s'^namo is little less in love 
Than is the doting title of a mother; 

They are as children but one step below. 

Even of your mettle, of your very blood; 

Of all one pun, save for a nighty of jCToais 
Endured of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 

Your children were vexation to your youith. 

But mine shall be a comfort to your ag^ 

The loss you have is but a son teing kiAg, 

And by that loss your daughter is made '.queen. 

I cannot make you what amends I would. 

Therefore accept such kindness as I can.’ 

Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul 
LeadB discontented steps in foreign soil. 

This fait alliance quickly shall call home 
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To hi^h promotions and great dignity: 

The kino, that calls your beauteous daughter wife, 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother; 

Again shall you be mother to a king. 

And all the ruins of distressful times 
Itepair'd with double riches of content. 

Wwtt we have many goodly days to see: 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed 
Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl. 
Advantaging their loan with interest 
Of ten times double gain of happiness. 

Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go; 

Make bold her bashful years with your experience • 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale; 

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flume 
Of golden sovereignty; acquaint the princess 
With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys : 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 
The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will 1 come 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s 'bed , 

To whom I will retail my conquest won. 

And she shall be solo victress, Csesar’s Caesar. 

Q. Eliz. What wei*e I best to say ? her father’s brother 
Would be her lord ? or shall I say, her undo ? 

Or, he that slew her brothers and her uncles? 

Under what title shall I woo for thee. 

That God, the law, my honour, and her love. 

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years? 

K. Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by this alliance. 
Q. Elit. Which she shall purchase with still lasting war. 
K. Rich. .Say that the king, which may command, 
entreats. 

Q. Eliz. That at her hands which the king’s King 
forbids. 

JC. Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen. 
Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

JC. Rich. Say, I will love her overla.stingly. 

Q. Eliz. But how long shall that title 'ever’ last? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s end. 

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet life last ? 
K. Rich. So long as heaven and nature lengthens it 
Q. Eliz. So long as hell and Bichard likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject' love. 
Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, loathes such sovereignty 
IC. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best being plainly told. 
JC. Rich. 'Then in plain terms tell her my loving tale. 
Q. Eliz. Plain and not honest is too harsh a style. 
JC. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too quick. 
Q. Eliz. O no, my reasons are too deep and dead; 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their grave. 

JC. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam , that ts past 
Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I till heart-strings break. 
JC. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, and my 
crown — 

Q. Eliz. Profaned, dishonour’d, and the third usurp’d. 
K. Rich. I swear — 

Q. Eliz. By nothing; for this is no oath: 

The George, profaned, hath lost his holy honour; 

The garter, luemish’d, pawn’d his knightly virtue; 

The crown, usurp’d, disgraced his kingly glory. 

If something thou 'wilt swear to bo believed, 

Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong’d. 
E. Rich. Now, by the world — 

Q. Eliz. ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father^s death— 

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonour’d. 

E Rich. Then by mysdf— 


Q. Eliz. Thyself thyself misusest. 

JC. Rich. Why then, by God — 

Q. Eliz. God’s wrong is most of alL 

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him, 

The unity the king thy brother made 
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain: 

If thou hadst feared to break an oath by Him, 

The imj>crial metal, circling now thy brow. 

Had graced the tender temples of my child. 

And both the princes had been breathing here. 

Which now, two tender playfellows for dust. 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 

What canst thou swear by now? 

K. Rich. The time to come. 

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wi'ongcd in the time o’erpast ; 
For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past wrong’d by thee. 

The children live, whose parents thou hast slaughter’d, 
Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age; 

The parents live, whose children thou hast butcher’d. 
Old wither’d plants, to wail it with their age. 

Swear not by time to come; for that thou hast 
Misused ere used, by time mis\ised o’erpast. 

E. Rich. As I intend to prosper and repent. 

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms! myself myself confound! 

Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ! 

Day, yield mo not thy light; nor, night, thy rest! 

Be opposite all planets of good luck 

'To my proceedings, if, with pure heait’s love. 

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter! 

In her consists my happiness and thine; 

Without her, follows to this land and me. 

To thee, herself, and many a Christian soul, 

Death, desolation, ruin, and dec.iy: 

It cannot be avoided but by this ; 

It •w'ill not be avoided but by this. 

Therefore, good mother — I must call you so — 

Be the attorney of my love to her: 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 

Not my deserts, but what 1 aa ill deserv'c : 

Urge the necessity and state of times. 

And be not peevish-fond in great designs. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 

E. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I foiget myself to be myself? 

E. Rich. Ay, if yourselfs remembrance wrong youreelf. 
Q. Eliz. But thou didst kill my children. 

E Rich. But in your daughter’s womb I bury them : 
Where in that nest of spicery they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to j'our recomforturc. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy Avill ? 
E Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. Eliz. I go. Write to me very shortly, 

And you shall understand from mo her mind. 

E. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss ; and so, fare- 

[Exit Queen Elizabeth. 

Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman! 

Enter Ratclitf ; Catesby following. 

How now! what news? 

Rat. My gracious sovereign, on the western coast 
Bideth a puissant navy; to the shore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends. 

Unarm’d, and unresolved to beat them back; 

Tis thought that Bichmond is their admiral; 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore. 
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K. Hieh. Some light>foot friend post to the Duke of 
Norfolk : 

BatcIifT, thyself, or Catesby ; where is he ? 

Cat*. Here, my lord. 

AtcA. Fly to the duke : \_To Ratcliff. \ Post thou 
to Salisbury : 

When thou comcst thither — [ To Cate^.'\ Dull, unmindful 
villaiu. 

Why staud’st thou still, and gust not to the duke? 

OcUe. First, mighty sovereign, let mo know your mind, 
What from your grace 1 shall deliver to him. 

K. Rich. O, true, good Catesby : bid him levy straight 
The greatest strength and power he can make, 

And meet me presently at Salisbury. 

Cate. I go. [Exit. 

Rat. What is’t your highness’ pleasure I shall do 
At Salisbury? 

K. Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there before I go ? 
Rat. Your highness told me I should post before. 
Rich. My mind is changed, sir, my mind is changed. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

How now, what news with you? 

Stan. None good, my lord, to please you with the hearing; 
N'or none so bad, but it may well told. 

AT. Rich. Hoyday, a riddle ' neither good nor bad ! 
Why dost thou run so many mile about. 

When thou mayst tell thy tale a nearer way? 

Ouce more, what news ? 

Stan. Kichmond is on the seas. 

AT. Rick. There let him sink, and be the seas on him ! 
White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there?' 

Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 

AT. Rich. Well, sir, as you guess, as you guess? 

Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and Ely, 

He makes for England, there to claim the crown. 

AT. Rich. Is the chair empty ? is the sword unsway’d? 
Is the king dead? the empu% unpossess’d? 

What heir of York is there alive but we? 

And who is England’s king but great York’s heir ? 
Then, tell me, what doth he upon the sea? 

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your liege. 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 

'rhou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust me not. 
AT. Rick Where is thy power, then, to beat him back ? 
Where ate thy tenants and thy followers? 

Are they not now upon the western shore, 
Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 
X. Rich. Cold friends to Kichard: what do they in 
the north. 

When they should serve their sovereign in the west? 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty sovereign; 
Please it your majesty to give me leave. 

I’ll muster up my fnends, and meet your grace 
Where and what time your majesty shall please. 

AT. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join with 
Richmond : 

I will not trust you, sir. 

Stan. Most mighty sovereign. 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful: 

I never was nor never will be false. 

AT. Rich. WeU, 

Qo muster men; but, hear you, leave behind 
Your son, Qeorge Stanley; look your faith be firm. 

Or else his head's assurance is but frail 
Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you. {Exit, 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My mcious sovereign, now in Devonshire, 

As I by firiends am well advertised. 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate' 

Bishop of Exeter, his brother there. 

With many moe confederates, aie in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Sec. Mess. My liege, in Kent the Guildfords are in arms ; 
And every hour more competitors 
Flock to their aid, and still their power increaseth. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Third Mess. My lord, the army of the Duke of 
Buckingham — 

K. Rich. Out on you, owls! nothing but songs of 
death? [He striketh him. 

Take that, until thou bring me better news. 

27iird Mess. The news I have to tell your majesty 
Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham’s army is dispersed and scatter’d ; 

And he himself wander’d away alone. 

No man knows whither. 

K. Rich. I cry thee mercy; 

Tliere is my purse to cure that blow of thine. 

Hath any well-advised friend proclaim’d 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 

Third Mess. Such proclamation hath been made, my 
liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Fourth Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel and Lord Marquess 
Dorset, 

’Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace. 

The Breton navy is dispersed by tempest; 

Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks 
If they were his assistants, yea or no; 

Who answer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party: he, mistrusting them, 

Hoised sail and made away for Brittany. 

AT. Rich. March on, march on, since we are up in arms; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies. 

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Re-etUer Catesby. 

Cate. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken ; 
That is the best news: that the Earl oi Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tidings, yet they must be told. 

K. Rich. Aw^ toward Salisbury! while we reason 
here, 

A royal battle might be won and lost: 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury; the rest march on with me. 

[F/ottmA Exeunt. 

Scene V. — ^Lobd Stanley's house. 

Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher Ubivick. 

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from me: 
That in the sty of this most bloody boar 
My son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold: 

If I revolt^ off goes young George’s head; 

The fear of that withholds my present aid. 

But, tell mi. where is princely wchmond now ? 
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Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha’rford-west, in Wales. 
Stan. What men of name resort to him? 

Chris, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier* 

Sir Gilbert Talbot„ Sir William Stanley ; 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt. 

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew; 

And many moe of noble fame and worth : 


And towards London they do bend their course. 

If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Return unto thy lord; commend me to him: 
Tell him the queen hath heartily consented 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

These letters will resolve him of my mind. 

Farewell. [ExeuiU. 



ACT V. 

Scene I. — ScUiAury. An open place. 


Enter the Sheriif, and Buckingham, with halberds, led 
to execution. 

Suck. Will not King Richard let me speak with him ? 
Sher. No, iny good lord; therefore, be patient 
Suck. Hastings, and Edward’s children. Rivers, Grey, 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injustice. 

If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour. 

Even for revenge mock my destruction! 

This is All-Sow day, fellows, is it not? 

<8%«r. It is, my lord 

Stude. Why, then All-Souls’ day is my body’s dooms- 
day. 

’This is the day that, in King Edward’s time, 

I wish’d might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children or his wife’s allies; 

This is the day wherein I wish’d to fall 
By the false faith of him 1 trusted must; 

This, this All-Souls’ day to my fearful soul 
Is the determined respite of my wrongs: 

That high All-Seer that 1 dallied with 
Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head. 

And given in earnest what 1 begg’d in jest. 

Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters’ bosoms: 
Now Margaret’s curse is fallen upon my head; 

‘When he,’ quoth she, ‘shall split thy heart with sorrow. 
Remember Margaret w'as a prophetess.’ 

Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame; 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II. — Hie camp near Tamworth. 

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with drum and colours. 

Biehm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends. 
Bruised underneath the yoke of tyranny. 

Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march’d on without impediment ; 

And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar. 

That spoil’d your summer fields and fruitful vines. 
Swills yuuT worm blood like wash, and makes bis trough 
In your embowell’d bosoms, this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn: 

From Tamworth thither is but one day’s march. 

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Osf. Every man’s conscience is a thousand swords. 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not but his friends will fly to us. 
Blunt. He hath no friends but what are friends for fear. 
Which in his dearest need will fly from him. 

Biehm. All for our vantage. Then, in God’s name, march: 
Tnie hope is swift, and files with swaUow’s wings; 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Bosworth Field. 

Enter King Richard in arms, with Norfolk, the Earl 
OF Surrey, and others. 

K. Bich. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bosworth field. 
My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad? 
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Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 
IT. Sich. My Lord of Norfolk— 

Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

JT. Bieh. Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha! must 
we not? 

Nor. We must both give and take, my gracious lord. 
N. Nick. Up with my tent there! here wUl I lie 
to-night ; 

But where to-morrow? Well, all’s one for that. 

Who hath descried the number of the foe? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 
Hl. Nick. Why, our battalia trebles that account: 
Besides, the kin^s name is a tower of strength. 

Which they upon the adverse faction want. 

Up with my tent there! Valiant gentlemen, 

Let us survey the vantage of the field; 

Call for some men of sound direction: 

Let’s want no discipline, make no delay; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt. 

Enter, on tke otker side of fAe juiA, Bichmomd, Sir 
W uxuM Brandor, Oxford, and otkers. Some of tke 
Soldiers pitek NickmontPs tent. 

Nickm. The weary sun hath made a golden set^ 

And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 

Gives signal of a goodly day to-morrow. 

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. 

Give me some ink and paper in my tent: 

I'll draw the form and moiiel of our battle, 
limit each leader to his several chaige. 

And part in just proportion our smaU strength. 

My ^rd of Oxford, you. Sir William Brandon, 

And you. Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me. 

The &irl of Pembroke keeps his regiment: 

Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him. 

And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent 
Yet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou go’st. 
Where is Lord Staedey quarter’d, dost thou know? 

Blunt. Unless 1 have mista'en hU colours much. 
Which well I am assured I have not done. 

His regiment hes half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Nickm. If without peril it be possible. 

Good captain Blunt, b^r my good-night to him. 

And give him from me this most needful scroll 
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord. I’ll undertake it; 

And so, God give you quiet rest to-night! 

Nickm. Good night, good Captain Blunt. Come, 
gentlemen. 

Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business: 

In to our tent; the air is raw and cold. 

[Tkey witkdraw into tJu tent. 

Enter, to kis tent, King Bichard, Norfolk, Ratcliff, 
Catksby, and otkers. 

K. Nick. What is’t o’clock? 

Cate. It’s supper-time, my lord; 

It’s nine o’clock. 

K. Nick. I will not sup to-night. 

Give me some ink and paper. 

What, is my beaver easier than it was? 

And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cate. It is, my liege ; and all things are in readiness. 
K. Nick. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy chaige; 

Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

K Nick. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit. 


K. Nick. Catesby I 
Cate. My lord? 

if. Nick. Send out a pursuivant at arms 

To Stanley’s regiment; bid him bring his power 
Before sunrising, lest his son George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. [Exit Cated)y. 
Fill me a bowl of win& Give me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. 

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff! 

Nat. My lord? 

K. Ni^. Saw’st thou the melancholy Lord North- 
umberland? 

Nat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himself. 

Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K, Nick. So, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine : 
I have not that ahmrity of 8pirit> 

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 

Set it down. Is ink and paper ready? 

Nat. It is, my lord. 

K. Nick. Bid my guard watch; leave me. 

Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my tent 
And help to arm me. Leave me, I say. 

[Exeunt Natcliff and tke olktr Attendants. 

Enter Staklet to Richmond t» kis tent, Lords and otheis 

attending. 

Stan. Fortune end victory sit on thy helm! 

Nickm. All comfort that the dark night can afford 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law! 

Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother. 
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good : 

So much for that. The silent hours steal on. 

And fiaky darkness breaks within the cast. 

In brief — for so the season bids us be — 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning, *« 

And put my fortune to the arbitreraent 
Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring * war. * 

I, as I may — that which I would I cannot — 

With best advantage will deceive the time. 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms: 

But on thy side I may not be too forward. 

Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his father’s sight. 

Farewell: the leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse. 

Which so long sunder’d friends should dwell upon: 

God give us leisure for these rites of love! 

Once more, adieu: be valiant, and speed well! 

Nickm. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment: 

111 strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap. 

Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-mortow. 

When I should mount with wings of victo^: 

Once more, good night, kind lords and genfiemen. 

[Exeunt all but Niekmond, 
O Thou, whose captain I account myself, 

Look on my forces with a nacious eye; 

Put in their hands thy braising irons of wfath, 

That they may crush down wiw a heavy filll 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries I 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 

That we may praise thee in the victory I 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul. 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes: 

Sleeping hud waking, 0, defend me still I [Sleq^ 
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EriltT the Ohott of Pbinoe Edward, son to Henry the 

Sixth. 

Ohost. [To Let me sit heavy on thy soul 

to-morrow I 

Think, how thou staVdst me in my prime of youth 
At Tewksbury: despair, therefore, and diet 
[ To Biiehsnond,'\ Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wrongedsouls 
Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf: 

King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

Enivr the Ohost of Henry the Sixth, 

Ghast. [ To Richard."] When I was mortal, my anointed body 


By thee was punched full of deadly holes: 

Think on the Tower and me: despair, and die! 

Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die! 

[To Richmond.] Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror! 
Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy sleep : live, and flourish ! 

Enter the Ghost of Clarence. 

Ghost, [To Richardi] Let me sit heavy on thy soul 
to-morrow I 

I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine. 

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to death! 



To-morrow in the battle think on rne, . , 

And fell thy edgeless sword: despair, and 

[To Richmond:] Thou offspring of the hou.«ie of Lancaster, 

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee : 

Good angds guard thy battle ! live, and flourisli 

Enter the Ghosts of Rivbbs, Grey, and Vaughan. 

Ghost of R. [To Ruhard.] Let me sit heavy on thy 
soul to-morrow, 

Rivers, that died at Pomftetl despair, and die! 

Ohost qf 0. [To Richard.] Think upon Grqr, and let 
thy soul despair. 


Ghost of V. [To Richard:] Think upon Vaughan, and, 
with guilty fear. 

Lot fall thy lance: despair, and die! 

All. [To Rvdvttumd.] Awake, and think our wrongs 
in wchard’s bosom 

Will conquer him! awake, and win the day! 

Enter the OhoU of HASTINGa 
Ghost. [ToRi^rd.] Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days! 

Think on Lord Hastings: despair, and die! 

[To Bichmmd.'\ Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake! 
Arm, fight, end conquer, for fair England’s sake ! 
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Enter the Ghosts of the two young Priuccs. 

Ghosts, [To Richard^ Dream on thy cousins smother’d 
in the Tower : 

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death I 
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair and die! 

[To Richmond.'] Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and 
wake in joy; 

Good onmls guard thee from the boar’s annoy t 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee dourish. 

Enter the Ghost of Lady Anne. 

Ghost, [To RUhard] Richard, thy wife, that wretched 
Anne thy wife. 

That never slept a quiet hour with thee. 


Now fills thy sleep with perturbations; 

To*morrow in the battle think on me. 

And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die! 

[To Rnehmc^'] Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep; 
Dream of success and happy victory I 
Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghost of Buckingham. ' 

Ghost. [To Richard.] The first was I that helped thee 
to the crown; 

The last was I that felt thy tyranny : 

O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltiness! 

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death : 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath ' 

[To Ricimond.] I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid: 



But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d : 

God and good angels fight on Richmond’s side; 

And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts out of his dream, 
K. Rich Give me another horse : bind up my wounds. 
Have mercy, Jesu! — Soft! 1 did but dream. 

O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me I 
The lights bum blue. It is now dead midnight 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 

What do I fear? myself? there’s none else by: 

Richard loves Richa^; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here? No. Yes, I am; 

Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason why: 
Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself? 

Alack, I love mjrself. Wherefore ? for any good 
That I myself have done unto myself? 

O, no I aBa, I rather bate myself 


For hateful deeds committed by myself! 

I am a villain: yet I lie, I am not 
Fool, of thyseir*Bpoak well; fool, do not flatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a several tale. 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree; 

Murder, stem murder, in the direst degree ; ^ 

All several sins, all used in each degree, ; 
Throne to the 1^, crying all. Guilty! guilty! 

I shall despair. There is no creature loves kne; 
And if I die, no soul shall pity me : 

Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself? 

Methought the souls of all that I had murder’d 
Came to my tent; and every one did threat 
To-morrowfa vengeance on the head of Richard. 
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Enter RatCLTFF. 

Eat. My lord ! 

K, Rich. ’Zoutfda! who is there? 

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord ; ’tis I. The early village-cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the morn ; 

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour 
K. Rich. 0 Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful dream ! 
What thinkest thou, will our friends prove all true? 
Rat. No doubt, my lord. 

K. RUh. 0 Ratcliff, I fear, T fear- — 

RaJt. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 
K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Than can the substanco of ten thousand soldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 

It is not yet near day. Come, go with me. 

Under our tents I’ll play the eaves-dropper. 

To sec if any mean to shrink from me. [^Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond, sitting in his tent. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond ! 

Richm. Cry mercy, lords and watchful gonflemen. 
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard hero. 

Lords. How have you slept, my lord? 

Rtchin. The sweetest sleep, and fairest- boding dreams 
That ever enter’d in a drowsy head. 

Have 1 since your departure had, my lords 
Methought their souls, whose bodies Richard murder’d, 
Came to my tent, and cried on victory; 

I promise .you, my soul is very jocund 
in the remembrance of so fair a dream 
How far into the morning is it, lords? 

Jiords. Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm. Why, then 'tis time to arm and give direction. 

His oration to his soldiers. 

More than I have said, loving countrymen, 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this, 

God and our good cause fight upon our side, 

’I'he prayers of holy saints and wronged souls 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces, 
Richard except, those whom wo fight against 
Had rather have us win than him they follow ; 

For what is ho they follow? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant and a homicide ; 

One raised in blood, and one in blood establish’d; 

One that made means to come by what he hath. 

And slaughter’d those that were the means to help him ; 
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set; 

One that hath ever been God’s enemy : 

Then, if you fight against God’s enemy, 

God will in justice ward you as his soldiers; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain; 

If you do fight against yoor countr/s foes. 

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives. 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors; 

If you do free your children from the sword. 

Your children’s children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God and all these rights. 

Advance your standards, draw your willing swords. 

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face; 

But if I thrive, the gain of roy attempt 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 

TOL. HI. 


Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheerfully; 

God and Saint George 1 Richmond and victory ! [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Kino Righabd, Ratcliff, Attendants and Forces. 

K. Rich. What said Northumberland as touching 
Richmond ? 

Rat That be was never trained up in arms. 

E. Rich. He said the truth : and what said Surrey 
then ? 

Rat. He smiled and said, ‘ The better for our purpose. ’ 
AT. Rich. He was in the right; and so indeed it is. 

[Clock striketh. 

Tell the clock there. Give me a calendar. 

Who saw the sun to-day? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 

K Rich Then be disdains to shine ; for by the book 
He should have braved the cast an hour ago. 

A black day will it be to somebody. 

Ratcliff ! 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day ; 

'The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 

1 would these dewy tears were from the ground. 

Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the selfsame heaven 
That frowns on me looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the field. 
K. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle, caparison my horse. 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power: 

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain. 

And thus my battle shall be ordered : 

My foreward shall be drawn out all in length. 
Consisting equally of horse and foot 
Our archers shall be placed in the midst: 

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 

Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 

They thus directed, we will follow 

In the main battle, whose puissance on either side 

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 

This and Saint George to boot' What think’st thou, 
Norfolk? 

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign. 

This found I on my tent this morning. 

[He sheweth him a paper. 
K. Rich. [iicaJa] ‘ Jockey of Norfolk, be not too bold. 
For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.’ 

A thing devised by the enemy. 

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 

Let not our babbling dreams aifright our souls: 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use. 

Devised at first to keep the strong in awe : 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell; 

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. 

His oration to his Army. 

What shall I say more than I have inferr’d? 

Remember whom you are to cope withal; 

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, 

A scum of Bretons, and base lackey peasants, 

Whom their o’er- cloyed country vomits forth 
'To desperate ventures and assured destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring to you unrest; 

You having lands, and blest with beauteous wives, 

They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow. 

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost? 

39 



306 


KING RICHARD HI. 


[Act V. 


A milk'Sop, one that never in his life 
Felt 80 much cold aa over shoes in snow? 

Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again; 

Lash hence these overweening rags of France, 

These famish’d begg^, weary of their lives; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For want of means, poor rats, had bang’d themselves: 
If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us. 

And not these bastard Bretons; whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump’d, 
And in record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these eqjoy our lands? lie with our wives? 
Ravish our daughters ? [Dmm afar off.^ Hark I I hear 
their drum. 

Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen ! 

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head I 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood; 

Amaze the welkin with your broken staves! 

Enter a Messenger. 

What says Lord Stanley? will he bring his power? 
Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

AT. Rich. Off with his sou George’s head 
Nor. My lord, the enemy is past the marsh: 

After the &ttle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 

Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons! 

Upon them! Victory sits on our helms. [AbreutU. 

SCEKE rV. — Another part of the field. 

Alarum : exeurswns. Enter Norfolk and forces fighting; 
to him Catesby. 

Cate. Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue! 
Tire king enacts more wonders than a man. 

Daring an opposite to every danger: 

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of deatk 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost! 

Alarums. Enter King Richard. 

JT. Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 
Cate. Withdraw, my lord; I’ll help you to a hors& 
AT. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast. 

And I will stand the hazard of the die; 

I think there be six Richmonds in the field; 


Five have I slain to-day instead of him, 

A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse! [Exemi 

Scene V,--Another part of the field. 

Alarum. Elder Richard and Richmond; Vuy fight 
Richard is slain. Retreat and fiourish. Re-enter Rich- 
mond, Stanley hearing the crown, with divers other Lords. 

Richm. God and your arms be praised, victorious friends; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Couramons Richmond, well host thou acquit thee. 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal; 

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say amen to all ! 

But, tell me, is young George Stanley living? 

Stan. Ho is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town; 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 
Richm, What men of name are slain on either side? 
Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births: 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will return to us: 

And then, as wo have ta’en the sacrament. 

We will tmite the white rose and the red: 

Smile heaven upon this &ir conjunction, 

That long have ih>wn’d upon their enmity! 

What traitor hears me, and says not amen ? 

England hath long been mad, and scarr'd herself; 

The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood, 

The father rashly slaughter’d his own son. 

The son, compell’d, been bxrtchcr to the sire: 

All this divided York and Lancaster, 

Divided in their dire division, 

0, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true succeeders of each royal house. 

By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together! 

And let their heirs, God, if thy will be so, 

Enricl;^ the time to Como with smooth-faced peace, 

With Smiling plenty and fair prosperous days! 

Abate* the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again. 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood ! 

Let them not live to taste this land’s increase 
Tl^t would with treason wound this fair land’s peace ! 
Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again; 

That she may long live here, God say amen! \ Exeunt. 
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SCENE :^London *, Westminster, Kimdoltor. 


PROLOGUE. 


I COME no more to make you laugh: things now, 
That bear a weighty and a serious brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe, 
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear; 

The subject will deserve it. Such as "ivc 
Their money out of hope they may believe, 

May hero find truth too. Those that come to see 

Only a show or two, and so agree 

The play may pass, if they be still and willing. 

I’ll undertake may see away their shilling 

Richly in two short hours. Only they 

That come to hear a merry bawdy play, 

A noise of targets, or to see a fellow 
In a long motley coat guarded with yellow, 


Will be deceived; for, gentle hearers, know, 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 

As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Our own brains, and the opinion that wc bring, 

To make that only true we now intend, 

Will leave us never an understanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodness* sake, and as you are known 
The fuBt and happiest hearers of the town. 

Be sad, as we would make ye: think ye see 

The very persons of our noble story 

As they were living ; think you see them great, 

And follow’d with the general tlirong and sweat 
Of thousand friends; then in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery: 

And, if you can be merry then, I’ll say 
A man may weep upon his wedding-day. 




ACT I. 


Scene I. — Lomdon. An arUt-ehamber in (lie palace. 

The view of eartlily glory : men might say, 

Till this time pomp was single, hut now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day's master, till the last 
Made former wonders its. To-day the French, 

All clinquant, ’ all in gold, like heathen gods, * SivuiBi 
Shone down the English; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain India: every man that stood 
Show’d like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were 
As cherubins, all gilt: the madams too. 

Not used to toU, did -almost sweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting: now this masqve 
Was cried incomparable; and the ensuing ulight 
Made it a fool and beggar. The two kings. 

Equal in lustre, were now besi^ now woisl^ 

As presence did present them; him in eye. 

Still him in praise : and, being present bothf 
'Twas said they saw but cne; and no discemer 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these suns— 
For so they phrase 'em — ^by their heralds cbtdlenged 
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thbught’s compass; that former fabuloos story. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door; at the other, 
the Duke of Buckingham and the Ix>rd Abergavenny. 

Buck. Good morrow, and well met. How have ye done 
Since last we saw in France ? 

Nor. I thank your grace. 

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 

Buck. An untimely ague 

Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber when 
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men. 

Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Aide: 

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they dung 
In their embracement, as wey grew together; 

Which had they, what four throned ones could have 
weigh'd 

Such a compounded one ? 

Bade, All the whole time 

I was my chamber's prisoner. 

Nor. Then you lost 



Act I.] 


KING HENRY VIII. 


309 


Being now Been possible enough, got credit, 

That Bevis was believed. 

Buck. O, you go far. 

Nor. As I belong to worship, and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would hy a good discourser lose some life. 

Which action’s self was tongue to. All was royal; 

To the disposing of it nought rcbell’d. 

Order gave each thing view; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Budc. Who did guide, 

I mean, who sot the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport togetlier, as you guess ? 

Nor. One, certos, tlmt jn'ornises no elemcnl 
In sucli a business. 

Buck. I pray you, who, my lord? 

Nor. All this was order’d by the good discretion 
Of the right \*everend Cardinal of York. 

Buck. Tlic devil speed him I no man's pie is freed 
From his ambitious huger. Wliat had he 
To do in these fierce vanities? 1 wonder 
That such a kecch* can with his very bulk *i<uinpoftai 
'fake up the rays o’ the beneficial sun 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. Surely, sir, 

Tiiere's in him stuff that puts him to these ends; 

For, being not propp’d by ancestry, whose grace 
Chalks successors their way, nor call’d upon 
For high feats done to tiie crown; neither allied 
To eminent assistants; but, spider-like. 

Out of his ^self-drawing web, he gives us note. 

The force of his own merit makes his way; 

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Aber. [ cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him, let some graver eye 
Pierce into that; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : whence has he that. 
If not from hell ? the devil is a niggard. 

Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new liell in himself. 

Buck. Why the devil. 

Upon this French going out, took he upon him. 
Without the privity o’ the king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him? He makes up the fdo 
Of all the gentry; for the most part such 
To whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon: and his own letter. 

The honourable board of council out. 

Must fetch him in he papers. 

Abcr. I do know 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken’d their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck 0, many 

Have broke their backs with laying manors on ’em 
For this great journey. What did this vanity 
But minister communication of* iBitowiMm. 

A most poor issue? 

Nor. Gricvingly I think. 

The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Buck. Every man. 

After the hideous storm that follow’d, was 
A thing inspired; and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy; that this tem^t. 

Dashing the garment of this peace, ahoaed 
The sudden breach on’i 

Nor. Which is budded cut: 


For Franco hath flaw’d the league, and hath attach'd 
Our merchants’ goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber. Is it therefore 

The ambassador is silenced ? 

Nor. Marry, is’t. 

Aber. A proper title of a peace; and purchased 
At a superfluous rate! 

Buck. Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor. Like it your grace. 

The state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. 1 advise you — 

And take it from a heart that wislies towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety — that you read 
The cardinal’s malice and his potency 
Together; to consider further tliat 
What his high hatred would effect wants rrot 
A minister in his power. You know his nature. 

That he’s revengeful, and I know his sword 
Hath a sharp edge: it’s long and, ’t may be said, 

It reaches far, and where ’twill not extend, 

Thither he darts it. Bosom up iny counsel. 

You’ll find it wholesome. Lo, wher-e comes that rock 
That I advise your shunning. 

Enter Cardinal Wolsey, tJu purse borne before him, 

certain of the Guard, and two Secretaries toith papers 

J'he Cardinal in his passage fiaxth his rye on Buck- 
ingham, and Buckingham on him, both fiUl of disdain. 

JFol. The Duke of Buckingham’s surveyor, ha ? 
Where’s his examination? 

First Seer. Here, so please you. 

Wol. Is he in person ready? 

First Seer. Ay, please your grace. 

Wol. Well, we shall then know more; and Buckingham 
Shall lessen this big look. [Exeunt Wolsey and his Train. 

Buck. This butener’s cur is venom-mouth’d, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him; therefore best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar’s book 
Outwortlis a noble’s blood. 

Nor. What, are you chafed? 

Ask God for temperance; that’s the appliance only 
Which your disease requires. 

Buck. I read in’s looks 

Matter against me; and his eye reviled 
Me, as his abject object: at this instant 
He bores* me with some trick: he’s gone to the king; 
I’ll follow and outstare him. ‘ 

Nor. Stay, my lord. 

And let your reason witli your choler question 
What 'Us you go about; to climb steep hills 
Requires slow pace at first: anger is like 
A full-hot horse, who being allow’d his way. 

Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you: be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I’ll to the king; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich follow’s insolence; or proclaim 
There’s difference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advised; 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself: .ve may outrun. 

By violent swiftness, that which we run at. 

And lose by over-running. Know you not, 

The fire that mounts the liquor till’t run o’er. 

In seeming to augment it wastes it? Be advised 
I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself, 
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If with the sap of reason you would quench. 

Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 

I am thankful to you; and I’ll go alone 
By your prescription : but this top-proua fellow, 

Whom from the flow of gall I name not but 
From sincere motions, by intelligence. 

And proofs as clear as founts in July when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor. Say not 'treasonoua’ 

Bade. To the king I’ll say’t; and make my vouch 
as strong 

As shore of rook. Attend. This holy fox 
Or wolf, or both — ^for he is equal ravenous 
As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief 
As able to perform’t; his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally — 

Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at homo, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview. 

That swallow’d so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i’ the rinsing. 

Nor. Faith, and so it did. 

Bade. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning cardinal 
The articles o’ the combination drew 
As himself pleased; and they were ratified 
As he cried ‘Thus let be:' to as much end 
As give a cratch to the dead : but our count-cardinal 
Has done this, and 'tis well; for worthy Wolsey, 

Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows — 

Which, as 1 take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason — Charles the emperor. 

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt — 

For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whisper Wolsey — here makes visitation: 

His fears were, that the interview bjtwixt 
England and France might, through their amity 
Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 
Peep’d harms that menaced him: he privily 
Deals with our cardinal; and, as I trow — 

Which I do well; for I am sure the emperor 
Paid ere he promised; whereby his suit was granted 
Ere it was ask’d; but when the way was made. 

And paved with gold, the emperor thus desired. 

That he would please to alter the king’s course. 

And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know. 

As soon he shall by me, that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases. 

And for his own advantage. 

Nor. I am sorry 

To hear this of him; and could wish he were 
Something mistaken in’t 

Back. No, not a syllable: 

I do pronounce him in that veiy shape 
He shall appear in proof. 

Enter Bkandon, a Seigeant-at-arms itfore him, and two 
or thru of the Guard. 

Bran. Tour office, sergeant; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Bade. Lo, you, my lord. 

The net hu fall’n upon me! I shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am sorry 


To see you ta’en from liberty, to look on 
The business present: ’tis his highness’ pleasure 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing 

To |>lead mine innocence; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of heaven 
Be done in this and all things! I obey. 

0 my Lord Abergavenny, faro you well ! ' 

Bran. Nay, he must bear you company. The king 

{To Abergavenny. 

Is pleased you shall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aher. As the duke said. 

The will of heaven be done, and the king’s pleasure 
By me obey’d! 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 

The king to attach Lord Montacute ; and the bodies 
Of the duke’s confessor, John de la Car, 

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor — 

Bade. So, so ; 

These are the limbs o’ the plot: no more, I hop& 

Bran. A monk o’ the Chartreux. 

Bade. 0, Nicholas Hopkins 1 

Bran. lie. 

Bade. My surveyor is false; the o’er-groat cardinal 
Hath show’d him gold; my life is spann’d already: 

1 am the shadow of poor Buckingham, 

Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on. 

By darkening my clear sun. My lord, farewell. {Exeunt 

Scene ll.—The tame. The coundl-ckambo’. 

Comets. Enter the KiNO, leaning on the Cakdinal’s diouldcr, 
the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovell; the Cardinal 
places himself under the King’s feet on his right side. 

King. My life itself, and the best heart of it. 
Thanks you for this great care: I stood i’ the level 
Of a full-char^d confederacy, and give thunks 
To you that choked it. Let be call’d before us** 

That gentleman of Buckingham’s; in person 
I’ll hear him his .confessions justify; 

And point by point the treasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

A noise within, crying ‘Room for the Queen !’ Enter Queen 
Katharine, ushered by the Duke of Norfolk and the 
Duke op Suffolk : sJu kneels. The King riseth from 
his state, takes her up, kisses, and placeth her by him. 

Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel: I am a suitor. 
King. Arise, and take place by us: half your suit 
Never name to us; you have half our power: 

The other moiety, ere you ask, is given; 

Repeat your will and take it. 

Q. Kath. ^ Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself, and in that love 
Not unconsider’d leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

Q. Kath. I am solicited, not by a few. 

And those of true condition, that your sul{|jects 
Are in great grievance: there have been commissions 
Sent down among ’em, which hath flaw’d the heart 
Of all their loyalties: wherein, although, ^ 

My good lord cardinal, they vent reproach^ 

Most bitterly on you, as putter cn* idwiiw- 

Of these exactions, yet the king our master — 

Whose honour heaven shield from soil ! — even he escapes 
not 
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Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor. {Tot almost appears. 

It doth appear; for, upon these taxations. 

The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them ’longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who. 

Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar. 
And danger serves among them. 

King. Taxation ! 

Wherein? and what taxation? My lord cardinal. 
You that are blamed for it alike with us. 

Know you of this taxation? 

IKo/. Please you, sir. 


I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q. Kath. No, my lord, 

You know no more than others; but you frame 
Things that are known alike; which are not wholesome 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions. 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they aie 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and, to bear ’em. 

The back is sacrifice to the load. They say 
They are devised ,by you ; or else you suffer 
Too hard an excitation. 

King. Still exaction ' 

The nature of it? in what kind, let’s know. 

Is this exaction? 

Q. Kath. I am much too venturous 



In tempting of your patience; but am boldcn'd 

Under your promised pardon. The subjects’ grief 

Comes through commissions, which compel from each 

The sixth part of his substance, to be lovied 

Without delay; and the pretence for this 

Is named, your wars in France : this makes bold mouths : 

Tongues spit their duties out^ and cold hearts freeze 

Allegiance in them; their curses now 

Live where their prayers did: and it’s come to pass. 

This tractable obemence is a slave 

To each incensed wilL I would your highness 

Would give it quick consideration, for 

There is no primer business. 

KitM. By my life. 

This is against our pleasure. 

Wol. And for mo, 

I have no further gone in this than by 


A single voice; and that not pass’d me but 
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
Ti^uced by ignorant tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, let me say 
’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurets; which ever, 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new'trimm’d, but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best. 

By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow’d; what worst, as oft. 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our best act If we shall stand still. 

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp’d at^ 
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We abould take root here where we ait, or ait 
State-statues only. 

King. Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear; 

Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear’d. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission? I believe, not any. 

We must i\ot rand our subjects from our laws. 

And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each? 

A trembling contribution I Why, we take 

From every tree lop,* bark, and part o’ the timber; 

And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack’d. 

The air wfll drink the sap. To eveiy county 
Where this is question’d send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission : pray, look to’t ; 

I put it to your care. 

JFol. A word with you. [To the Secretary. 

Let there be letters writ to every shire. 

Of the king’a grace and pardon. The grieved commons 
Hardly conceive of me; let it be noised 
That through our intercession this revokement 
And pardon comes ; I shall anon advise yon 
Further in the proceeding. [Esit Secretary. 

Enter Surveyor. 

Q. Kath. I am sorry that the Duke of Buckingham 
la run in your displeasure. 

King. It grieves many: 

The gentleman is learn’d, and a most rare speaker; 

To nature none mote bound; his training such. 

That he may furnish and instruct great teachers. 

And never seek for aid out of himself. Yet see. 

When these so noble benefits shall prove 

Not well disposed, the mind growing once corrupt^ 

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Thou ever they were fair. This man so complete. 

Who was enroll’d ’mongst wonders, and when we, 
Almost with ravish’d listening, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute; he, my lady, 

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 

That once were his, and is l^ome as black 

As if besmear’d in heU. Sit by us; you shall hear — 

This was his gentleman in trust — of him 

Things to strike honour sad. Bid him recount 

The fore-recid tepractices ; whereof 

We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate what yon, 
Most like a careful subjeett have cmlected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 

King. Speak freely. 

Surv. First, it was usual with mm, every day 
It would infect his speech, that if the king 
Should without issue die, he’ll carry it so 
To make the sceptre his: these very words 
I’ve heard him utter to his son-in-law. 

Lord Abergavenny; to whom by oath he menaced 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

Wm. Please your highness, note 

This dangerous conception in this point. 

Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

Q. Kath. My learn’d lord cardinal. 

Deliver all with charity. 

King. Speak on : 

How grounded he his title to thp crown. 

Upon our fail? to this point host thou heard him 
At any time speak aught? 


Surv. He was brought to tbia 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

King. What was that Hopkins? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartrenx friar. 

His confessor; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

King. How know’st thou this? 

Surv. Not long before your highness sped to France, 
The duke being at the Rose, within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey: 1 replied. 

Men fear’d the French would prove perfidious. 

To the king's danger. PresenUy tho duke 
Said, ’twas the fear, indeed; and that he doubted 
'Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk; ‘that oft,’ says he, 

‘Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit 
John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of some moment: 

Whom after under the confession’s seal 
He solemnly had sworn, that what he spoke 
My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
This pausingly ensued: Neither the king nor’s heirs. 
Tell you the duke, shall prosper: bid him strive 
To gain the love o’ the commonalty: the duke 
Shall TOvem England.’ 

Q. Kath. If I know you well, 

You were the duke’s surveyor, and lost your office 
On the complaint o’ the tenants : take good heed 
You cha^e not in your spleen a noble person, 

And spoil your nobler som : I say, take heed ; 

Yea, heartily beseech you. 

King. Let him on. 

Go forward. 

Surv. On my soul. I’ll speak but truth. 

I told my lord the, duke, by the devil's illusions 
The monk might be deceived ; and that ’twas dangerous 
for him 

To ruminate on this so far, until 

It ibrged him some design, which, being believed. 

It was much like to do: he answer’d, ‘Tush, 

It can do me no damage;’ adding further. 

That, had the king in his last sickness fail’d, 

The cardinal’s and Sir Thomas Lovell’s heads 
Should have gone off. 

King. Ha! what, so rank? Ah ha! 

There’s mischief in tliis man: caitst thou say further? 

Surv. I can, my liege. 

King. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reproved the duke 
About Sir W^iam Blomer — 

King. I remember 

Of such a time: being my sworn servant, 

The duke retain’d him his. But on; what' hence? 

Surv. ‘If,’ quoth he, ‘I for this had beeH committed. 
As, to the Tower, I thought, 1 would have!: play’d 
The part my father meant to act upon 1 
The usurper Richard ; who, being at Salis^ry, 

Made suit to come in’s presence ; which ip granted. 

As he made semblance of his duty, would * 

Have put his knife into him.’ 

King. A giant traitor I 

Wol. Now, madam, may his highness }ive in firee- 
dom. 

And this man out of prison ? 

Q. Kt^ God mend alll 
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Act X.] 

Xinq. Tbere'a something more would out of thee: 
what eay'et 7 

Surv. After 'the duke bis father/ with 'the knife/ 
Ho Btrotclid hinii undi with one hand on his dawer, 
Another spread on 's breast, mounting his eyes, 

He did discharge a horrible oath; whose tenour 
Was — were he evil used, he would outgo 
His father by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

Xing. There’s his period, 

To sheathe bis knife in us. He is attach’d; 

Call him to present trial: if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his; if none. 

Let him not seek ’t of us : by day and night. 

He’s traitor to the height [Exeunt. 

Scene III.— cmte-chamber t» the palace. 

Enter the Lobo Chambeklain and Lord Sands. 

Cham. Is’t possible the spells of France should juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries? 

Sands. New customs, 

Though they be never so ridiculous, 

Nay, let ’em be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage is but merely ’ *■ « ‘»»* 

A fit or two of the face;^ but they are shrewd ones; 
For when they hold ’em, you would swear directly 
Their very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep state so. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones; one 
would take it. 

That never saw ’em pace before, the spavin 
Or springhalt reign’d among ’em. 

Cl/uwn. Death! my lord, 

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut t(M, 

That, sure, they’ve worn out Cnristendom. 

Enter SlB Thomas Lovelu 

How now! 

What news. Sir Thomas Lovell? 

Zoo. Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, but the new proclamation* 

That’s clapp’d upon the court^te. 

Cham. What is't for? 

Lov. The reformation of our travell’d gallants. 

That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Cham. I'm glad ’tis there: now I would pray our 
monsieurs 

To think an English courtier may be wise. 

And never see the Louvre. 

Zov. They must either. 

For so run the conditions, leave those remnants 
Of fool and feather that they got in France, 

With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fireworks, 

Abusing better men than they can be, 

Out of a foreign wisdom, renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings. 

Short blister’d breeches, and those types of travet 
And understand again like honest men; 

Or pack to their old playfellows: there, I take it. 

They may, 'cum privilegio/ wear away 
The lac end of their lewdness and be laugh’d at 
SanM. Tis time to give ’em physic, their diseases 
Are grown so catching. 

ClMm. What a loss our ladies 

Will have of these trim vanities! 

Zw. Ay, many. 


There will be woe indeed, lords: the sly whoresons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 

A French song and a fiddle has no fellow. 

Sands, The devil fiddle ’em ! I am glad they are going; 
For, sure, there’s no converting of ’em: now 
An honest country lord, as 1 am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain>song 
And have an hour of hearing; an^ by^r lady. 

Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said. Lord Sands; 

Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands. No, my lord; 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a-going? 

Zov. To the cardinal’s: 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Charm 0, ’tis true: 

This night he makes a supper, and a great one. 

To many lords and ladies; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom. I’ll assure you. 

Zov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed, 
A band as fruitful as the land that feeds us; 

His dews fall every where. 

Cham. No doubt he’s noble; 

He bad a black mouth that said other of him. 

Sands. He may, my lord; ^ wherewithal: in him 
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doctrine: 

Men 01 his way should be most liberal ; 

They are set here for examples. 

Cham. True, they ate so; 

But few now give so great ones. My batge stays; 
Your lordship shall along. Come, good Sir Thomas, 

We shall be late else; which I would not be. 

For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford, 

This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordship’s. [Exeunt. 

Scene TV.— A Hall in York Place. 

Hautboys. A small table under a state for Hu Cardinal, 
a longer table for the guests. Then enter, on otu side, 
Anne Bullen and divers other Ladies and Gentlemen 
as guests, at one door; at another door, enter Sir 
Henry Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all; this night he dedicates 
To fair content and you : none here, he hopes. 

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad; he would have all as merry 
As, first, good company, good wine, good welcome. 

Can make good people. O, my lord, you’i-e tardy; 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir 
Thomas Lovfxl. 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp’d wings to me. 

Cham. You are young. Sir Hanpr Guildford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 

I think would better please ’em: by my life. 

They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Zov. 0, that your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these! 

Sands. I would I were; 

They should find easy penance. 

Lov. Faith, how easy? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it 

40 
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Chjcm. Sveet ladies, will it please you sit 7 Sir Hany, 
Place you that side; I'll take the CMi^ge of this: 

His grace is entering. Nay, you must not f^ze; 

Two women placed together makes cold weather: 

My Lord Sands, you are one will keep 'em waking; 
Pray, sit between these ladiea 
Sands. By mv faith. 

And thank your lordship. By your leave, sweet ladies : 
If 1 chance to talk a little wild, foigive me; 

I had it from my father. 

Anne. Vfsa he mad, sir? 

Sands. 0. very mad, exceeding ma^ in love too: 

But he would bite none; just as I do now. 

He would kiss you twenty with a breath [hisses her. 


Cham. Well said, my loi-d. 

So, now you’re fairly seated. Gentlemen, 

The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cure. 

Let me alon& 

Hauthoys. Enter Cabdimal Wolsey, and takes his state. 

JFol. You’re welcome, my fair guests : that noble lady, 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry. 

Is not my friend: this, to confirm my welcome; 

And to you all, good health. [ZhviiAs. 

Sands. Your grace is noble; 



Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, 

And save me so much talking. 

IFbl. My Lord Sands, 

I am beholding to you: cheer your neighbours. 

Ladies, you are not merry; gentlemen, 

Whose fault is this? 

SuTuh. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall have ’em 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a meny gamester. 

My Lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 

Here’s to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam. 

For 'tis to such a thing— 

Anne. You cannot show me. 


SoTids. I told your grace they would talk anon. 

[Z>ru9n and trumpet, chambers* disduirged. 

Wot. What’s that? 

Cham Look out there, some of ye. [Aat Servant 
Wot. What wi|rlike voice. 

And to what end, is this 7 Nay, ladies, fear not ; 

By all the laws of war ye’re privileged. ' 

Be-enUr Servant 

Cham How now! what is’t? 

Serv. A noble troop of strangers ; 

For so they seem: they’ve left their barge and landed; 
And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

WdL Good lord chamberlain, 
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Go, give 'em welcome ; you can speak the French tongue ; 
And, pray, receive 'em nobly, and conduct 'em 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

\Exit Chamberlain, attended. All rise, and tables remmed. 
You have now a broken banquet ; but well mend it. 

A good digestion to you all: and once more 
I shower a welcome on ye; welcome all. 

Hautboys, Enter the King and others, as masquers, habited 
like shepherds, ushered by the Lord Chamberlain. ^Hiey 
pass directly before the Cardinal, and yracefully salute him, 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures ? 

Cham, Because they speak no English, thus they pray'd 
To tell your grace, that, having heard by fame 
Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no less. 

Out of the great respect they bear to beauty. 

But leave their flocks; and, under your fair conduct, 
Crave leave to view tliese ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with 'em. 

Wol, Say, lord chamberlain. 

They have done my poor house grace; for which I pay 'em 
A thousand thanks, and pray 'em take their pleasures. 
{They choose Ladies for the dance. The King chooses 

Anne Bullen. 

King. The fairest hand I ever touch’d ! O beauty. 
Till now I never knew thee : {Music, Lanu, 

Wol, My lord I 
Cham, Your grace! 

Wol, Pray, tell 'em thus much from me: 

There should be one amongst ’em, by his person. 

More worthy this place than myself; to whom, 

If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 

Cham, I will, my lord. 

{Whispers the Masquers. 


Wol. What say they? 

Cham. Such a one, they all confess. 

There is indeed; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Wol. Let me see, then. 

By all your good leaves, gentlemen; here I’ll make 
My royal choice. 

King, Ye have found him, cardinal: {Unmasking. 
You hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord : 

You are a churchman, or. I'll tell you, cardinal, 

I should judge now unhappily. • ® EquiTocaiiy 

WoL I am glad 

Your grace is grown so pleasant 

King, My lord chamberlain. 

Prithee, come hither: what fair lady’s that? 

Cham, An't please your grace. Sir Thomas Bullen's 
daughter — 

The Viscount Bochford— one of her highness’ women. 

King. By heaven, she is a dainty one. Sweetheart, 
I were unmannerly, to take you out. 

And not to kiss you. A health, gentlemen! 

Let it go round. 

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
1' the privy chamber? 

Lov, Yes, my lord. 

Wol. Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

King, I fear, too much. 

Wol. There’s fresher air, my lord, 

In the next chamber? 

King. Lead in your ladies, every one : sweet partner, 
I must not yet forsake you: let’s be merry: 

Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead 'em once again ; and then let’s dream 
Who’s best in favour. Let the music knock it. 

{Exeunt with tmmpets. 
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ScsMK I. — fFestminster. A ttreeL 


Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 

First Gent. Whither away so fast? 

See. GetU. O, God save yei 

Even to the hall, to hear what shall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 

Ftr^ Gent. I'll save you 

That labour, sir. All’s now done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

See. Gent. Were you there? 

First Gent. Yes, indeed, was I. 

See. Gent. Pmy, speak what has happen’d. 

First Gent. You may guess quickly what 

Sec. Gent. Is he found guilty? 

First Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d upon’t 

See. Gent. I am soiiy for’t 

Fir^ Gent. So are a number more. 

See. Gent. But pray, how pass’d it? 

First Gent. I’ll tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar \ where to his accusations 
He pleaded still not guilty, and alleged 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king’s attorney on the contrary 
Urged on the examinations, proofs, confessions 
Of divers witnesses; which the duke desired 
To have brought vied voee to his fhee: 

At which appear’d against him his surveyor; 

Sir Gilbert Feck his chancellor ; and Jora Car, 
Confessor to him; with that devil-monk, 

Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

See. Gent. That was he 

That fed him with his prophecies? 

First Gent. The same 

All these accused him strongly; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he could not: 
And so his peers, upon this evidence. 

Have found him guuty of high treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly, for life; but all 
Was either pitied in him or forgotten. 

Sec. Gent. After all this, how did he bear himself? 
First Gent. When he was brought again to the bar, 
to hear 

His knell rung out, his judgment, he was stirx’d 


With such an agonv, he sweat extremely. 

And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty: 

But he fell to himself again, and sweetly 
In all the test show’d a most noble patience. 

See. Gent. I do not think he fears death. 

First Gent. Sure, he does not: 

He never was so womanish; the cause 
He may a little grieve at. 

See. Gent. Certainly 

The cardinal is the end of this. 

First Gent. ’Tis likely, 

By all congectures : first, Kildare’s attainder. 

Then deputy of Itelahd; who removed, ^ 

Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too. 

Lest he should help his father. 

See. Gent. * That trick of state 

Was a deep envious one. 

First Ot^. At his retam 

Ko doubt he will requite it. This is noted. 

And generally, whoever the king favours. 

The cardinal instantly will find employment, 

And far enough from court toa 
See. Gent. All the commons 

Hate him perniciously, and, o’ my conscience. 

Wish him ten fathom deep: this duke as much 
They love and dote on; call him bounteous Buckingham, 
The minor of all courte^— 

First Gent. Stay there, sir. 

And see the nCUe ruin’d man you speidc oC 

Enter BockihohaH from his arraignment; tipHaves "before 
him; (he eace with (he edge tovmrds him; haXberds on 
each side: aeeommmied with Sir Thomas ^vell, Sir 
Nicholas VAtn(,oiR Wiluam Sands, and edmmon people. 

See. Gent. Let’s stand closer and behold him. 

Huck. All good people. 

You that thus far have come to pity me. 

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 

I have this day received a traitor's judgment. 

And by that name must die: yet, heaven tear witness. 
And if I have a conscience, let it sink me, 

Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful! 

The law bear no malice for my death ; 
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T lifts doD6, upon tliB premises, but justice : 

But those thftt sought it I could wish more Christians : 
Bo whftt they will, I heirtily forgive 'em: 

Yet let ’em look^they glory not in mischief, 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ; 

For then my guiltless bipod must cry against 'em. 

For further life in this world I ne’er hope. 

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that loved me, 
And dare bo bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go with me, like good angels, to my end; 

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me. 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice. 

And lift my soul to heaven. Lead on, o' God’s name. 

Lao. I do beseech your grace, for charity. 

If ever any malice in your heart 

Were hid gainst me, now to forgive mo frankly. 

B\u3c. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven : I foigive all ; 

There cannot be those numberless offences 
'Gainst me, that 1 cannot take peace with: no black 
envy * * luiwd 

Shall mark my grave. Commend me to his grace; 

And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him 
You met liim half in heaven: my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king’s; and, till my soul forsake. 

Shall cry for blessings on him: may he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years I 
Ever beloved and loving may his rule be ! 

And when old time shall lead him to his end. 

Goodness and he fill up one monument ! 

Imo. To the water side I must conduct your grace; 
Then give mv charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 

Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vmx. Prepare there. 

The duke is coming: see the barge be ready; 

And fit it with su^ furniture as suits 
The greatness of his persoa 
B\u^ Naj|r, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone; my state now will but mock me. 

When 1 came hither, I was lord high constable 
And Duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward Bohun : 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers. 

That never knew what truth meant: I now seal it; 
And with that blood will make ’em one day groan for’t 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham. 

Who first raised head against usurping Richard, 

Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distress’d, was by that wretch betray’d. 

And without trial fell; God’s peace be with him I 
Heniy the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My mther’s loss, like a most royal prince, 

RMtored me to my honours, and, out of ruins. 

Made mv name once more noble. Now his son, 

Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy at one stroke has taken 
For ever firom the world. I had my trial. 

And must needs say, a noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father: 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes; both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we loved most, 

A most unnatural and faithless service! 

Heaven has an end in all. ^et, you that hear me. 

This firom a dying man receive as certain: 

Where you are liMrol of your loves and counsels 
Be sure you be not loose; for those you make friends 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 


The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 

like water from ye, never found again 

But where they mean to sink ye. All good people. 

Pray for me I I must now forsake ye : the last hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell : 

And when you would say something that is sad. 

Speak how I fell. I have done ; and God forgive me ! 

\ExewKt Duke and Train. 
First Gent. 0, this is full of pity! Sir, it calls, 

I fear, too many curses on their heads 
That were the authors. 

Sec. Gent. If the duke be guiltless, 

'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling 
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall. 

Greater than this. 

First Gent. Good angels keep it from us! 

What may it be? Yon do not doubt my faith, sir? 

Sec. Gent. This secret is so weighty, 'twill require 
A strong faith to conceal it. 

First Gent. Let me have it; 

I do not talk much. 

Sec. Gent. I am confident; 

You shall, sir: did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing of a separation 
Between the king and Elatharine? 

First Gent. Yes, but it held not: 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the lord mayor straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it 
See. Gent. But that dander, sir. 

Is found a truth now: for it grows again 
Fresher than e’er it was ; and held for certain 
The king will venture at it Either the cardinal. 

Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, possess’d him with a scruple 
That will undo her: to confirm this too. 

Cardinal Campeius is arrived, and lately; 

As all think, for this business. 

First Gent. 'Tis the cardinal; 

And merely to revenge him on the emperor 
For not bestowing on him, at his asking. 

The archbishopric of Toledo, this m purposed. 

See. Gent. 1 t hink you have bit the mark: but is’t 
not cruel 

That she should feel the smart of this ? The cardinal 
Will have his will, and she must fall 
First Gent. Tis wofuL 

We are too open here to argue this; 

Let’s think in private more. [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — An ante~chamher in the palace. 

Enter the Lobd Chambeblain, reading a letter. 

Cham. ‘My lord, the horses your lordship sent for, 
with all the care I had, I saw well chosen, ridden, and 
furnished. They were young and handsome, and of the 
best breed in the north. When they were ready to set 
out for London, a man of my lord cardinal’s, by corn- 
mission and main power, took ’em from mo; with this 
reason: His master would be served before a subject, 
if not before the king ; which stopped our mouths, sir.’ 
I fear he will indeed : well, let him have them : 

He will have all, I think. 

Enter, to the Lobd Chambeblain, the Doses of Nob- 
folk and. Suffolk. 

Nor. Well met, my lord chamberlaiiL 



818 


KING HENEY VIII. 


[Act II. 


Cham. Good day to both your graces. 

Suf. How is the king employ’d? 

Cham. I left him private, 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Not. What's the cause? 

Cham. It seems the marriage with his brother's wife 
Has crept too near his conscience. 

Saf. - No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Not. 'Tis so : 

This is the cardinal’s doing, the king-cardinal: 

That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune. 

Turns what he list. The king will know him one day. 
Saf, Pray God he do 1 he'll never know himself else. 
Nor. How holily he works in all his business! 

And with what zeal ! for, now he has crack'd the league 
Between us and the emperor, the queen’s great nephew. 
He dives into the king’s soul, and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience. 

Fears, and despairs; and all these for his marriage: 
And out of all these to restore the king. 

He counsels a divorce ; a loss of her 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 





About his neck, yet never lost her lustre; 

Of her that loves him with that exceUence 
That angels love good men with; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls. 

Will bless the king: and is not this course pious? 
Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel! 'Tis 
most true 

These news are every where; every tongue speaks ’em. 
And every true heart weeps for’t: all that dare 
Look into these affairs see this main end. 

The French king’s sister. Heaven will one day open 
The kins^s eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

Suf. And free us from his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray. 

And heartily, for our deliverance; 

Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages: all men’s honours 
lie like one lump Wore him, to be fashion’d 
Into what pitch he please. 

Suf. For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him; there’s my creed: 

As I am made without him, so I’ll stand. 

If the king please; his curses and his blessings 


Touch me alike, they’re breath I not believe in. 

I knew him, and I know him; so I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the pope. 

Not. Let’s in ; 

And with some other business put the king 

From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon him : 

My lord, you’ll bear us company? 

Cham. Excuse me ; 

The king has sent me otherwhere: besides. 

You’ll find a most unfit time to disturb him; 

Health to your lordships. 

Not. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain; and the King draws the 
curtain, and sits reading pensively. 
Suf. How sad he looks! sure, he is much afflicted. 
King. Who’s there, ha? 

Not, Pray God he be not angiy. 

King. Who’s there, I say? How dare you thrust 
yourselves 

Into my private meditations? 

Who am I? ha? 

Not. a gracious king that pardons all offences 
Malice ne’er meant: our breach of duty this way 
Is business of estate; in which we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

King. Ye are too bold: 

Go to; I’ll make ye know your times of business: 

Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha ? 

Enter WoLSXT and Campeius, with a commission. 

Who’s there? my good lord cardinal? 0 my Wolsey, 
The quiet of my wounded conscience; 

Thou art a cure fit for a king. [To Camp'\ You’re welcome, 
Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom: 

Use us and it. [To Wol ] My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. 

Wd. Sir, you cannot. 

I would your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

King. [To Nor. and Suf] Wo are busy; go. 

Nor. [Aside to Suf.] This priest has no pride in him ? 
Suf. [Aside, to Nor.] Not to speak of : 

I would not be so sick though fur his place: 

But this cannot continue. 

Nor. [Aside to Suf] If it do. 

I’ll venture one have-at-him. 

Suf. [Aside to Nor.] I another. 

[Exeunt Nor. and Suf. 

Wol. Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom: 

Who can be angiy now ? what envy reach you ? 

The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her. 

Must now confer, if they have any goodness, 

The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 

I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms 
Have their free voicea: Borne, the nurse of judgment. 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent , 

One general tongue unto us, this good man. 

This just and learned priest. Cardinal Campeifs ; 

Whom once more I present unto your highnefs. 

KiTia. And once more in mine arms I bid bint welcome. 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves : , 

They have sent me such a man I would have fish’d for. 

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all strangers’ loves; 
You are so nobla To your highness’ hand 
I tender my commission; by whose virtue. 

The court ^ Borne commanding, you, my lord 
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Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their servant 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 

King. Two equal men. The queen shall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come. Where’s Gardiner? 

Wcl. I know your majesty has always loved her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law : 

Scholars allow'd freely to argue for her. 

King. Ay, and the best she shall have; and my 
favour 

To him that does best: God forbid else. Cardinal, 
I’rithee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary: 

I find liim a fit fellow. [Eant Wolsey. 

Re-enter Wolsey vnth Gaudineb. 

Wol. [^Asidt to Gard."] Give me your hand: much 
joy and favour to you; 

You are the king’s now. 

Gard. [Aside to Wol.] But to be commanded 
For ever by your grace, whoso hand has raised me. 


King. Come hither, Gardiner. [Walks and vMepers. 
Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this man’s place before him? 

Wol. Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man? 

Wol. Yes, surely. 

Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion spread then 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

Wol. How ! of me ? 

Cam. They will not stick to say you envied him. 
And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 

Kept him a foreign man still; which so grieved him. 
That he ran mad and died. 

Wol. Heaven’s peace be with him! 

That’s Christian care enough : for living murmurers 
There’s places of rebuke. He was a fool: 

For he would needs be virtuous : that good fellow. 

If I command him, follows my appointment: 

I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 

We live not to be grip’d by meaner persons. 



King. Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

[Exit Gardiner. 

The most convenient place that I can think of 
For such receipt of learning is Black-Friars; 

There ye shall meet about this weighty business. 

My Wolsey, see it furnish’d. 0, my lord, 

Would it not grieve an able man to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow ? But, conscience, conscience ! 

0, ’tis a tender place; and I must leave her. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — An ante-chamber of (he Queen’s apartments. 
Enter Anne Bullen and an Old Lady. 

Anne. Not for that neither: here’s the pang that 
pinches : 

His highness having lived so long with her, and she 
So good a lady that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her; by my life. 

She never knew harm-doing: 0, now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthroned, 


Still growing in a majesty and pomp, the w’hich 
To leave a thousand-fold more bitter than 
’Tis sweet at first to acquire — after this process. 

To give her the avaunt! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. O, God’s will! much better 

She ne’er had known pomp : though’t be temporal. 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a sufferance panging 
As soul and body’s severing. 

Old L. Alas, poor lady! 

She’s a stranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 

I swear, ’tis better to be lowly bom. 

And range with humble livers in content. 

Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief. 

And wear a golden sorrow. 
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(Hd L. Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne. By my troth and maidenhead, 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L. Beshrew me, I would, 

And venture maidenhead for’t; and so would you. 

For all this spice of your hypocrisy: 

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you. 

Have too a woman’s heart; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty; 

Which, to say sooth, are blessings; and which gifts, 

Saving your mincing, the capacity 

Of your soft chevetil * conscience would receive, * 

If you might please to stretch it 

Anne. Nay, good troth. 

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth; you would not be a 
queen ? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 

(Hd L. ’Tis strange: a three-pence bow’d* would hire me, 
Old as I am, to queen it: but, I pray you, *’■**- 

What think you of a duchess? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title? 

Anne. No, in truth, * * “****• 

Old L. Then you are weakly made : pluck off a little ;* 
I would not be a young count iu your way. 

For more than blushing comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burthen, 'tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne. How you do talk! 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old L. In faith, for little Englond 

Yould venture an emballing: I myself 
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there ’long’d 
No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes here? 

Enter ike Lord Cbambxbiaut. 

Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What were’t worth to 
know 

The secret of your conference? 

Anne. My good lord. 

Not your demand; it values not your asking: 

Our mistress’ sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
The action of good women: there is hope 
All will be w^ 

Anne. Now, I pray God, amen! 

Cham You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly blessings 
Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady. 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note's 
Ta’en of your many virtues, the king’s majesty 
Commends his good opinion of you, and 
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support. 

Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know 

What kind of my obedience I should tender; 

More than my all' is nothing : nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hailow'I nor my wishes 
Mote worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers and wishes 
Are all I can return. Beseech your lordship. 

Vouchsafe to sp«dc my thanks and my obedience, 

As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness; 

Whose health and royalty I pny for. 

(Jham Lady, 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 

The king hath of you. [Aeide.'] I have perused her well ; 

Beauty and honour in her are so ming^ 


Tliat they have caught the kins: and who knows yet 
But from this lady may proceed a gem 
To lighten all this isle? I’ll to the king. 

And say I spoke with you. [Esc/it Lord Chamberlain 
Anne. My honour’d lord. 

Old L. Why, this it is ; see, see ! 

I have been begging sixteen years in court. 

Am yet a courtier beggarly, nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late 
For any suit of pounds; and you, O fate! 

A very ftesh-fish here — fie, fie, fie upon 

This compell’d fortune! — have your mouth fill'd up 

Before you open it. 

Anne. This is strange to me. 

Old L. How tastes it? is it bitter? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once, ’tis an old story. 

That would not be a queen, that would she not, 

For all the mud in Egypt: have you heard it? 

Anne. Come, you are pleasant. 

Old L. With your theme, I could 

O’ermount the lark. The Marchioness of Pembroke! 

A thousand ^unds a year for pure respect! 

No other obligation! By my life. 

That promises inoe thousands : honoui-’s train 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time 
I know your back will bear a duchess: say. 

Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne. Good lady. 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy, 

And leave mo out on’t. Would I had no being, 

If this salute* my blood a jot: it faints me, •ekiu. 

To think what follows. 

Tlie queen is comfortless, and we foigetful 
In our long absence: pray, do not deliver 
What here you’ve heara to her. 

(Hd L. What do you think me? 

[Exeunt. 

Scene lY.-^A haU in Black-Frian. 

Trvmpete, eewnet, and comets. Enter two Vergers, vnth 
short silver voomds; next them, two Scribes, in the habit 
of doctors i after ihen, the Archbishop op Canterbury 
alone; after him, the Bishops op Lincoln, Ely, Boch- 
ESTER, and Saint Asaph ; next them, with some smalt 
distance, follows a Gentleman bearing the puru, with 
the great seal, and a cardinals hat; then two iSiests, 
bearing each a silver cross; then a Gentleman-usher 
bare-headed, accompanied with a Sergeant-at-arms bearing 
a silver mace; then tvfo Gentlemen bearing two great 
silver pillars; after them, side by side, the two CAR- 
DINALS; two Noblemen, with the sword and mace. 
The Kino takes plaee under the cloth of state ; the two 
Cardinals sit under him as judges. The Queen takes 
pilau some distanu from the Kino. The Bishops plau 
themedvu on each side the eowri, in manner of a con- 
sistory; below them, the Scribes. The Lords sit next the 
Bishops. The red qf the Attendants Hand in convenient 
order about the stage. 

TVol. Whilst our commission from Borne ^ read. 

Let silence be commanded. 

King. What's the need ? ' 

It hath already publicly been read. 

And on all sides the authority allow’d; ’ 

You may, then, spare that time. » 

WU. Be’t so. PtOBeed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come into the 
court. 

Crier. Hsury King of England, &c 
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King. Hera. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of England, come into 
the court 

Crier. Katharine Queen of England, &c. 

[The Queen makes no answer, rtaea out of her chair, 
goes about the court, comes to the King, and lensde 
at his /set ; t/ien spea/ce. 

Q. Kttth. Sir, 1 desire you do me right and justice ; 
And to bestow your pity on me: fur 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 

Jlom out of your dominions; having here 
No judge indifferent,* nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendsliip and proceeding. Alas, sir. 


In what have I offended you? what cause 
Hath my behaviour mven to your displeasure. 

That thus you should proceed to put me off. 

And take your good grace from me? Heaven witness, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife. 

At all times to your will conformable; 

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike. 

Yea, subject to your countenance, glad or sorry 
As I saw it inclined: when was the hour 
I ever contradicted your desire. 

Or made it not mine too ? Of which of your friends 
Have I not strove to love, although 1 knew 
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine 



That had to him derived your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence discharged? Sir, call to mind 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience. 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you: if, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report. 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught. 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 

Against your sacred person, in God’s name. 

Turn me away; and let the fouTst contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give me up 
To the sharp’st kind of justica Please you, sir, 

VOL III. 


The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatch’d wit and judgment : Fei'dinnnd, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon’d one 
The wisest prince that there had reign’d by many 
A year before: it is not to be question’d 
That they had gather’d a 'viso council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business. 

Who deem’d our marriage lawful: wherefore I humbly 
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advised ; whose counsel 
I will implore if not, i’ the name of God, 

Tour pleasure be fulfill’d! 

41 
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Wcl. You have here, ladj’. 

And of yonr choice, theae reverend fathers; men 
Of singular integrity and learning, 

Yea, the elect o’ the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause: it shall be therafore bootless 
That longer you desire the court; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam. His grace 

Hath spoken well and justly : therefore, madam, 

It’s fit this royal session do proceed ; 

And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produced and heard. 

Q. JCath. Lord cardinal. 

To you 1 speak. 

fVol. Your pleasure, madam? 

Q. Kath. Sir, 

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, or long have dreain’d so, certain 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
I’ll turn to sparks of fire. 

Wol. Be patient yet 

Q. JCath. I will, when you are humble; nay, before. 
Or God will punish me. I do believe. 

Induced by .potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge 
You shall not be my judge: for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me; 

Wliich God's dew quench ! Therefore I say again, 

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul 

Befuse you fur my judge; whom, yet once more, 

I hold my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

Wol. I do profess 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and display’d the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O'ertoppiiig woman’s power. Madam, you do me Mrrong: 
I have no spleen ngainst you; nor injustice 
For you or any : liow for I have proceeded. 

Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You -chaige me 
That I have blown this coal: I do deny it: 

The king is present: if it be known to him 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 

And worthily, my falsehood! yea, os much 
As you have done my truth. If he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies to cure me: and the cure is, to 
Hemove these thoughts from you: the which before 
His highness shall speak in, I do beseech 
Yon, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking 
And to say so no more. 

Q. JCath. My lord, my lord, 

I am a sitnple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You’re meek and humble* 
mouth’d ; 

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming. 

With meekness and humility; but your heart 
Is cramm’d with nrrogancy, spleen, and pride. 

You have, by fortune and his highness’ favours. 

Gone slightly o’er low steps, and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers, and your words. 
Domestics to you, serve your will as’t please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you. 

You tender more your person’s honour than 
Your high profession spiritual : that again 


I do refuse you for my judge; and here. 

Before you all, appeal unto the pope. 

To bring my whole cause ’fore his holiness. 

And to be judged by him. 

[iSAe eurttics to the King, and ofin to depart. 

Cam. The queen is obstinate, 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be tried by’t: 'tis not weH. 

She’s going away. 

King. Call her again. 

Crier. Katharine Queen of England, come into the court. 

Orif. Madam, you are caH'd back. 

Q. Kath. What need you note it ? pray you, keep your 
way; 

When you are call’d, return. Now, the Lord help. 

They vex me past my patience! Pray you, pass on: 

1 will not tarry; no, nor ever more 

Upon this business my appearance make 

In any of their courts. {Esuwni (^ueen and lur Attendants. 

King. Go thy ways, Kate: 

That man i’ the world who shall report he has 
A belter wife, let him in nought be trusted. 

For speaking false in that: thou art, alone. 

If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness. 

Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government, 

Olioying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out, 

The queen of earthly <^ueens: she’s noble born; 

And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

Wol. Most gracious sir. 

In humblest manner I require your highness. 

That it shall please yon to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ears — for where I am robb’d and bound, 
There must I be unloosed, although not there 
At once and fully satisfied — whether ever 1 
Did broach this business to your highness; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on’t? or ever '«* 

Have to you, but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady, spake one the least word that might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state. 

Or touch of her good person? 

King. My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour, 

I free yon from’t You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs, 

Baric when their fellows do: by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You’re excused: 

But will you be more justified ? you ever 

Have wish'd the sleeping of this business; never desired 

It to be stirr’d; but oft have hinder’d, oft. 

The possages^ade toward it: on my honour, 

I speak my good lord cardinal to this point. 

And thus far clear him. Now, what moved me to’t, 

I will be bold with time and your attention ; 

Then mark the inducement. Thus it came ; £ive heed to't ; 
My conscience first received a tenderness. 

Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter’d 
By the Bishop of Bayonne, then French Ambassador; 
Who had been hither sent on the debating 
A marriage ’twixt the Duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary: i’ the progress of this business. 
Ere a determinate resolution, he, * 

I mean the bishop, did require a respite; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate. 

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager, 
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Sometimes our brother’s wife. This respite shook 
The bosom of my conscience, enter’d me. 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast; which forced such way, 

That mauy mazed considerings did throng 
And press’d in with this caution. First, methought 
[ stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded natui*e, that my lady’s womb. 

If it conceived a male child by me, should 

Do no more offices of life to’t than 

The grave does to the dead; for her male issue 

Or died where they were made, or shortly after 

This world had air’d them: hence I took a thought. 

This was a judgment on me ; that mv kingdom. 

Well worthy the best heir o’ the world, should not 
He gladded in’t by me: then follows, that 
I weigh’d the danger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue’s fail; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. This hullinn^ in ^ u mmi fn». 

The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 
Towards this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now present here together; that’s to say, 

I meant to rectify my conscience — which 
I then did feel full sick, and yet not well — 

By all the reverend fathers of the land 
And doctors learn’d: first 1 began in private 
With you, my I.K)rd of Lincoln; you remember 
How under iny oppression I did reek, 

When I first moved you. 

Lxn, Very well, iny liege, 

King. I have spoke long : be pleased youi'sclf to say 
How far you satisfied me. 

L%n. So please your highness. 


The question did at first so stagger me. 

Bearing a statue of mighty moment in’t 
And consequence of dread, that I committed 
’The daring’st counsel which I had to doubt : 

And did entreat your highness to this course 
Which you arc running Tiei-e. 

King. T then moved you, 

My Lord of Canterbury; and got your leave 
To make this present summons : unsolicited 
I left no reverend person in this court; 

But by particular consent proceeded 

Under your hands and seals ; thei-efore, go on ; 

For no dislike i’ the world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the ^larp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this fbrwaid : 

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come with her, 

Katharine our queen, before the priinest creature 
That’s paragon’d o' the world. 

Cam, So please your highness, 

The queen being absent, ’tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day : 

Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto hi.s holiness. 

King. [Aside.^ I may perceive 

These cardinals trifle vrith me: 1 abhor 
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Komc. 

My learn’d and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, 

Prithee, return : with thy approach, I know. 

My comfort comes along. Break up the court; 

I say, set on. [^Exeunt in manner as they entered 





ACT III. 

ScENB I. — London. The Qubem’s ofarirntnU. 


Enitr the Queen and her Women, as at work. 

Q. Kath. Take thy late, wench: my soul grows sad 
with trouUes ; 

Sing, and disperse ’em, if thou canst: leave working. 

Song. 

Orpheus with his lute made trees, 

And the mountain tops that freeze, 

Row themselves when he did sing: 

To his music plants and flowers 
Ever sprang; as sun and showers 
There had made a lasting spring 

Every thing that beard him play, 

Even the billows of the sea. 

Hung their beads, and then lay by. 

In sweet music is each art. 

Killing care and mief of, heart 
Fall asleep, or Wring die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q. Kath. How now ! 

Oent. An’t please your grace, the two great oardinals 
Wait in the presence. 

Q. Kath. Would they speak with me? 

Oent. They will’d me say so, madam. 

Q. KfUh. Pray their graces 

To come near. [ExU Oent!\ What can be their business 
With me, a poor weak woman, fall'n from favour? 

I do not like their coming. Now 1 think on’t. 

They should be good men; their affairs as righteous: 
But all hoods make not monka 

Enter the two Cardinals, WotBBT and Cameeius. 

Peace to your highnen I 
Q. Kath. Your graces find me here part of a housewife. 


I would be all, against the worst may happen. 

What are your pleasures with me, reverend lords ? 

Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamW, we shall give you 
The full cause ot our coming. 

Q. Kath. Speak it here: 

There's notbmg I have done yet, o’ my conscience, 
Desmes a comer: would all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do! 

My Iprds, I cate not, so much I am happy 

aWo a number, if my actions 

Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw ’em. 

Envy and baw opinion set against 'em, 

I know my life so even. If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in. 

Out with it boldly: truth loves open dealing. 

WoL Tanta est erga te mentis integritas, regina 
serenissima — 

Q. Kath. 0, good my lord, no Latin; 

I am not such a truant since my coming. 

As not to know the language I have lived in : 

A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, suspicious : 
Pray, speak in*£nglish: here are some will thank you, 
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress' sake; 
Beueve me, she has bad much wrong: lord cardinal. 
The willin^st sin I ever ^et committed 
May be araolved in English. 

irol. Noble lady, 

I am sorry my integrity should breed. 

And service to his majesty and you. 

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meadt 
We come not by the way of accusation. 

To taint that honour every good tongue bleises. 

Nor to betray you any way to sorrow. 

You have too much, good lady; but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty diffsience 
Between t^e king and you; and to deliver, 
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Like free and honest men, our just opinions 
And comforts to your cause. 

Cam. Most 11011001^ madam, 

My Lord of Yorl(, out of his noble nature, 

Zeal and obedience be still bore your grace, 

Fotgetting, like a good man, your late censure 
Both of his truth and him, which was too far. 

Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace, 

Uis service and his counsel 

Q. JCath. [Aside.] To betray me. — 

My lords, I thank you both for your good wills; 

Ye speak like honest men; pray God, ye prove sol 
But how to make ye suddenly an answer. 

In such a point of weight, so near mine honour — 

More near my life, I fear — with my weak wit, 

And to such men of gravity and learning, 

In truth, I know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids: full little, God knows, looking 
Either for such men or such business. 

For her sake that I have been — for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness — good your graces. 

Let me have time and counsel for my cause : 

Alas, I am a woman, friendless, liopeless ! 

Wol. Madam, you wrong the king's love with these 
fears: 

Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q. Kath. In England 

Bnt little for my profit: can you think, lords. 

That any Englishman dare give me counsel? 

Or be a known friend, ‘gainst his highness* pleasure. 
Though he be grown so desperate to be honest, 

And live a, subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends. 

They tliOt must weigh out my afflictions, 

They that my trust must grow to, live not here : 

They are, as all my other comforts, far hence 
In mine own country, lords. 

Cam. I would your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. 

Q. Kath. How, sir? 

Cum. Put your main cause into the king’s protection; 
He’s loving and most gracious: 'twill be much 
Both for your honour better and your cause; 

For if the trial of the law o’ertake ye, 

You’ll part away disgraced. 

Wol. He tells you rightly. 

Q. Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both — my ruin : 
Is this your Christian counsel? out upon ye I 
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a judge 
'That no king can corrupt 

Cum Your rage mistakes us. 

Q. Kath. 'Ilie more shame for ye: holy men I 
thought ye. 

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues; 

But cardinal sins and hollow hearts 1 fear ye: 

Mend 'em, for shame, ray lords. Is this your comfort? 
The cordial that ye bring a wretched ^ > ly, 

A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn'd? 

I will not wish ye half my miseries; 

I have mure charity: but say, 1 warn’d ye; 

Take heed, for heaven’s sake, take heed, lest at once 
The burthen of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

Wol. Madam, this is a mere distraction; 

You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q. Kath. Ye turn me into nothing: woe upon ye 
And all such false professors! would you have me — 

If you have any justice, any pity; 

If ye be any thing but churchmen’s habits — 

Put my sick cause Into his hands that hates me? 

Alas, has banish’d me his bed already. 


His love, too long ago! I am old, my lords. 

And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me above this wretchedness? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cam Your fears are worse. 

Q. Kath. Have I lived thus long — let me speak 
myself. 

Since virtue finds no friends — a wife, a true one? 

A woman, I dare say without vain-glory. 

Never yet branded with suspicion ? 

Have I with all my full affections 

Still met the king ? loved him next heaven ? obey’d him ? 

Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ? 

Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 

And am 1 thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lords. 

Bring me a constant woman to her husband. 

One that ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his pleasure ; 

And to that woman, when she has done most. 

Yet will I add an honour, a great patience. 

Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 
Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so guilty. 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e’er divorce my dignities. 

Wol. Pray, hear me. 

Q. Kath. Would I had never trod this English earth. 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it! 

Ye have angels’ faces, but heaven knows your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady! 

I am the most unhappy woman living. 

Alas, poor wenches, where are now your fortunes! 
Shipwreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity. 

No friends, no hope; no kindred weep for me; 

Almost no grave allow’d me: like the lily, 

Tliat once was mistress of tlie held and flourish’d, 

I’ll hang my head and perish. 

Wol. If your grace 

Could but be brought to know our ends are honest, 
You’ld feel more comfort: why should we, good lady. 
Upon what cause, wrong you? alas, our places. 

The way of our profession is against it : 

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow ’em. 

For goodness’ sake, consider what you do; 

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 

Grow from the king’s acquaintwee, by this carriage. 

The heaits of princes kiss obedience. 

So much they love it: but to stubborn spirits 
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 

I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A soul as even as a calm : pray, think us 
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and servants. 

Cam. Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong your virtues 
With these weak women’s fears: a noble spirit. 

As yours was put into you, ever casts 

Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves you ; 

Beware you lose it not: for us, if you please 

To trust us in your business, we are ready 

To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords: and, pray, foigive me 
If I have used myself unmannerly; 

You know I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 

Pray, do my service to his majesty: 

He has my heart yet; and shall have my prayers 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fathers. 
Bestow your counsels on me: she now b^. 

That little thoughts when she set footing here. 

She should liave bought her dignities so dear. [Exeunt.. 
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ScBNS II. — Ante-chamber to the King's apartment. 

Enter the DuKX OF NoBFOLK, the Doke of Suffolk, the 
Earl of Subrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. If you will uow unite in your complaints, 

And force them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them: if you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promise 
But that you shall sustain moe new disgraces, 

'With these you bear already. 

Sur. I am joyful 

To meet tlie least occasion that may give me 
Remembrance of my i'ather-in-law, the duke. 

To be revenged on him. 

Suf. Which of the peers 

Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person 
Out of himself? 

Cham. My lords, you speak your pleasures: 

What he deserves of you and me I know; 

What we can do to him, though now the time 
Gives way to us, I much fear. If you cannot 


Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he bath a witchcraft 
Over the king in’s tongue. 

Nor. O, fear him not; 

His spell in that is out: the king hath found 
Matter against him that for ever mars 
The honey of his langoam. No, he’s settled 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it, this is true: 

In the divorce his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein be appears 
As I would wish mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 

His practices to light? 

Suf. Most strangely. 

Sur. O, how, how? 

Suf. The cardinal’s letters to the pope miscarried, 
And came to the eye o’ the king: wherein was read. 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgment o’ the divorce; for if 
It did take place, ‘1 do,’ quoth he, 'perceive 



My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queen’s. Lady Anne Bullen.’ 

Sur. Has the king this? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work? 

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how he coasts 
And hedges his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic 
After his patient’s death : the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. Would he had' 

Suf. May you be happy m your wish, my lordl 
For, I profess, you have it 
Sur. Now, all my joy 

Trace the conjunction! 

Suf. My amen to'tl 

Nor. All men’s ! 

Suf. There’s order given for her coronation : 

Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unreoounted. But, my lords. 

She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature: I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
In it be memorized. 


Sur. But will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal’s ? 

The Lord forbid! 

Nor. Marry, arnen 1 

Suf. No, no; 

There be moe wasps that buzz aliout his noso 
Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is stol’n away to Rome ; hath ta’en no leave ; 

Has left the cause o’ the king unhandled; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal. 

To second all his plot. I do assure you 
The king cried Ha!, at this. 

Cham. Now, God incense him. 

And let him cry Ha! louder! 

Nor. But, my lotd, 

Wlien returns Cranmer? ^ 

Suf. He is return’d in his opinions; which 
Have satisfied the king for bis divorce, , 

Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe. 

His second marriage shall be publish’d, aild 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d queen, but princess dowager 
And wid^w to Prince Arthur. 
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Nor. Tills same Cranmar’s 

A worthy fellow, and hath tu’eu much pam 
In the king’s business. 

^ He has; and we shall see him 
For it an archbishop. 

Nor, So I hear. 

Svf. 'Tis so. 

The cardinal] 

EnUr WoLSEY and Cromwell. 

Nor. Observe, observe, he’s moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, 

Gave’t you the king? 

Cronu To his own hand, in’s bedchamber 

Wol. Look’d he o' the inside of the paper? 

Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them: and the fii-st he view’d. 


He did it with a serious mind; a heed 
Was in his countenance. You he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. Is he ready 

To come abroad? 

Crom. I think, by this he is. 

Wol. J>etive me awhile [Exit Cromwell. 

[Aside 1 It shall be to the Duchess of Alen^on, 

The French king’s sister: he shall marry her. 

Anne Bullen! No; I’ll no Anne Bullens for him; 
Tiiere’s more in’t than fair visage. Bullen! 

No, we’ll no Bullens. Speedily 1 wish 
To hear from Borne. The Marchioness of Pembroke! 
Nor. He’s discontented. 

Suf. May be, he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur, Sharp enough. 

Lord, for thy justice! 



Wol. [Aside.] The late queen’s gentlewoman, a knight’s 
daughter. 

To be her mistress’ mistress ! the queen’s queen ' 

This candle burns not clear; ’tis I must snuff it; 

Then out it goes. What though I kn<'w her virtuous 
And well deserving? yet I know her lor 
A spleeny Lutheran; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i’ the bosom of 
Our hard-ruled king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Crannier; one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the king, 

And is his oracle. 

Nor, He is vex’d at something. 

Sur. I would ’twere something that would fret the string. 
The master-cord on’s heart* 

Enter the Kino, reading of a sehtdvde, and Lovell. 

Suf. The king, the king! 

King. Wliat piles of wealth hath he accumiuated 


To his own portion! and what expense by the hour 
Seems to flow from him! How, i’ the name of thrift 
Docs he rake this together! Now, my lords. 

Saw you the cardinal? 

Nor, My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him: some strange commotion 
Is in his brain : ho bites his lip, and starts , 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground. 

Then lays his finger on his temple; straight 
Springs out into fast gait; then stops again. 

Strikes his breast hard, and anon he casts 

His eye against the moon: in most strange postures 

We have seen him set himself. 

King It may well be; 

There is a mutiny in’s mind. Tliis morning 
Papers of state ho sent me to peruse. 

As I required: and wot you what I found 
There— on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 

Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing, 
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The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, 

Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household; which 
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession* of a subject *Kw«dith#4u#t[S.to 

Ncr. It's heaven's will: 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet. 

To bless your eye withal. 

King. If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth, 

And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in his musings: but I am afraid 
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[King takes his seat; whim's Lovell, who goes to 

the Cardinal. 

Wol. Heaven foigive me! 

Ever Gk>d bless your highness! 

King. Good my lord, 

You ara full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 


Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o'er: you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span 
To keep your earthly audit: sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband, and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

Wol. Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time; a time ' 

To think upon the part of business which 
I bear i' the state; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which perforce 
I, her frail son, amongst my brethien mortal, 

Must give my tendance to. 

King. You have said well. 

W<A. And ever may your highness yoke together, 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying! 

King. 'Tis well said again ; 

And 'tis a kind of good deed to say well: 



And yet words are no deeds. My father loved you: 

He said he did; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 

I have kept you next my heart; have not alone 
Employ'd you where high profits might come home, 

But pared my present havings, to b^tow 
My TOunties upon you. 

Wol. [Aside.] What should this mean? 

Bar. [Aside.] The Xord increase this business ! 

King. Have I not made you 

The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me, 

If what I now pronounce you have found true : 

And, if you may confess it, say withal. 

If you are bound to us or no. What say you 1 

Wd. My sovereign, I confess your roval graces, 
Shower'd on me daQy, have been more than could 
My studied purposes requite; which went 
Beyond all maas endeavours: my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 

Yet filed with my abilities: mine own ends 


Have been mine so that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person and 
The pront of the state. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render but allcgiant thanks, 

My prayers to heaven for you, my loyalty, 

Which ever has and ever shall be growings 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 

King. Fairly answer'd; 

A loyal and obedient subject is \ 

Therein illustrated: the honour of it 
Does pay the act of it ; as, i' the contraiyM 
The foulness is the punishment. I presun# 

That, 08 iny hand has open'd bounty to ydli, 

My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd htinour, more 
On you than any ; so your hand and heari 
Your brain, and ever^ function of your poier, 

Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 

As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 
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WoL I do profess 

That for your highness' good I ever Isboai'd 
hdore than mi ne own ^ wat ami havoi and will ho 
Though all the ^orld should crack their duly to you. 
And throw it from their soul; -though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make 'em, and 
Appear in forms m(»e horrid — ^yet my duty, 

As doth a rock against ^ chiding flood. 

Should the approach of this wild river break. 

And stand unshaken yours. 

King. Tis nobly spoken: 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 

For you have seen him open’t Bead o'er this; 

[Oxving ham papers. 

And after, this: and then to breakfast with 
What appetite you have. 

[JSxU King, frownang upon Cardinal WoUeg : the 
Ndblee throng after him, mniling and whiqttring. 
Wol. What should this mean ? 

What sudden anger’s this ? how have I reap'd it ? 

He parted frowmng from me, as if ruin 
Lasp’d from his even: so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring nnutsman that has gall'd him; 

Then makes him nothing. I must read this paper; 

I fear, the story of his anger. Tis so; 

This pamr has undone me : 'tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain tlie popedom, 

And fee my friends in Borne. 0 negUgence! 

Fit for a fool to fall by : what cross devil 
Mode me 'put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king? Is there no way to cure this? 

No new device to beat this from his brains? 

I know 'twill stir him strongly; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite m fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this? 'To the Pope!* 
Tho letter, as 1 live, with all the business 
[ writ to's holiness. Nay then, farewell! 

I have touch'd the highest point of aU my greatness; 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I haste now to my setting: I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in tho evening. 

And no man sec me more. 

Re-enter to Wolsey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suf- 
folk, the Easl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Kor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal; who com- 
mands you 

To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands; and to confine yourself 
To Adier House, my Lord of Winchester's, 

Till you hear farther from his hic^ness. 

WoL Stay : 

Where's your commission, lords? words cannot carry 
Authority so weighty. 

8vf. Who daro cross ’em. 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly? 

WdL Till I find more than will or woi^ to do it, 

I mean your malice, know, officious lords, 

I dare and must deny it Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, envy: 

How e^rly ye follow my diwraces. 

As if it fed ye I and how ale» and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin I 
FoUow your envioas courses, men of malice; 

You have Ohidstian warrant for ’em, and> no doubt 
In time will find their fit rewards, ^lat seal. 

You ask with subh a violenoe, the king, 

Mine and your master, with his own &nd gave roe; 
VOL. ni. 


Bade me enjoy it with the place -and honours. 

Dating my life; and, to confirm his goodness. 

Tied it W letters-patente : now, who'U take it? 

Snr. &e king, that gave it 
Wol. It must be himself, tbea 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest 
Wol. Proud lord, thou liest: 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst betta 
Have burnt that tongue than said so. 

Sur, Thy ambition. 

Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals. 

With thee and all thy best parts bound together. 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Ilague of your policy ! 

You sent me deputy for Ireland: 

Far from bis succour, from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on the fauK thou gavest him; 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity. 

Absolved him with an axe. 

Wol. This, and all else 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 

I answer is most false. The duke by law 
Found bis deserts: how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end. 

His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 

If 1 loved many words, lord, I should tell you 
You have as little honesty as honour, 

That in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 

Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 

And all that love his follies. 

Sur. By my soul. 

Your long coat, priest, protects you; thou shouldst feel 
My sword i' the life-blood of thee else. My lords. 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? 

And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely. 

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet. 

Farewell nobility; let his grace go forward. 

And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

WU. All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one. 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion; 

Tho goodness of your intercepted packets 

You writ to the pope against the king: your goodness. 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious. 

My Lord of Norfolk, as you ore truly noble. 

As you respect the common good, the state 
Of our despised nobility, our issues. 

Who, if be live, will scarce be gentlemen. 

Produce the grand sum of his sms, the articles 
Collected from his life. Ill startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kissi^ in your arms, lord cardinal 

Wol. How much, methiuks, I could despise this man. 
But that I am bound in charity against it! 

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king's hand : 
But, thus much, they are foul ones. 

Wd. So much foirer 

And spotless shall mine innocence arise. 

When the king knows my truth. 

Sur. This cannot save you: 

I tiiank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these artides; and out they shall 
Now, if you can blush and ciy 'guilty,' c ar di n a l. 

You’ll show a little honesty. 

Wol. Speak on, sir; 

42 



830 


KING HENEY VIII. 


[Act in. 


I dare your wont objections : if I blush, 

It is to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I had rather want those than my head. Have 
at you! 

First, that, without the king’s assent or knowledge. 

You wrought to be a legate; by which power 
You maim’d the jurisdiction of aU bishops. 

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Borne, or else 
To foteim princes, 'l^o et Bex mens’ 

Was stm inscribed; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

St^. Then that, without the knowledge 

Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 

Sur. Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassado, to conclude, 

Without the king’s will or the state’s allowance, 

A league between his highness and Ferrara. 

St{f. That, out of mere ambition, you have caused 
Your holy hat to be stamp’d on the king's coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have sent innumerable substance — 
By what means got, 1 leave to your own conscience — 
To furnish Borne, and to prepare the warn 
You have for dignities; to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are; 

Which, since they are of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my lord. 

Press not a falling man too far! ’tis virtue: 

His faults lie open to the laws; let them. 

Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great self. 

Sur. I forgive him. 

Suf. Lord cardinal, the king’s further pleasure is. 
Because all those thi^ you have done of late. 

By your power legatine, within this kingdom. 

Fall into the compass of a praemunire. 

That therefore such a writ be sued against you; 

To forfeit dl your goods, lands, tenements, 

Chatteils, and whatsoever, and to be 

Out of the king’s protection. This is my charge. 

Nor. And so we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your stubborn aiuwer 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 

The king shall know it^ and, no doubts shall thank you. 
So fste you well, my little good lord cardinal. 

[EtcewtU all but Woltey. 

Wol. So farewell to the little good you bear ma 
Farewell I a long &rewell, to all my greatness! 

This is the state of man; to^y he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes ; to-morrow blosso^ 

And bean his blushing honours thick upon him ; 

The third day comes a firost, a killing frost. 

And when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-ripening, nips his root, 

And then he fsUs, as I do. I have ventured. 

Like little wanton bo^s that swim on bladders. 

This many summers in a sea of glory. 

But far b^ond my depth : my l^h-blown pride 
At length broke under mo, and now has left me. 

Weary and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp and glory of the world, I hate ye: 

I feel my heart new open'd. O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes’ favours! 

'i^ere is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to. 

That sweet aspect of princes^ and their ruin, 

More pangs and fears than war or women have: 


And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. 

EwUr Cbomwixx, and Uanda amazed. 

Why, how now, Cromwell! 

Crom. I have no power to speak, sir. 

WU. What, amazed 

At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wondfer 
A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep, 

I am fall’n indeed. 

Crom. How does your grace? 

Wol. Why, well; 

Never so truly happy, mv good Cromwell. 

I know mvself now ; an4 i feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 

A still and quiet conscience. The king has cured mo, 

I humbly thank his grace; and from these shouldeis, 
These ruin’d pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour: 

0, 'tis a burthen, Cromwell, ’tis a burthen 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven! 

Crom. I am glad your grace has made that right 
use of it 

Wol. I hope I have: I am able now, methiuks. 

Out of a fortitude of soul I feel. 

To endure more miseries and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 

What news abroad? 

Crom. The heaviest and the worst 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

Wol. God bless him! 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 

Wol. That’s somewhat sudden; 

But he’s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice 
For truth’s sake and his conscience; that his bones. 
When he has run his coarse and sleeps in blessings, 
May have a tomb of oiphans’ tears wept on 'eiffl 
What more? 

Crom. That Cranmer is return’d with welcome. 
Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

Wol. That’s news indeed. 

Crom. Last, that the Lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married. 

This day was view’d in open as his queen. 

Going to chapel; and the voice is now 
On^ about her coronation. 

Wol. There was the weight that pull’d me down. 
O Cromwell, 

The king has gone beyond me : all my glories 
In that one woman 1 have lost for ever; 

No sun shall ever ushmr forth mine honours. 

Or gild agaiuo^a noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell ; 

I am a poor faU’n man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master: seek the king; 

That sun, I pray, may never set! I have told him 
What and how true thou art: he will aduance thee; 
Some little memory of me will stir him— 

1 know his noble nature— not to let , 

Thy hopeful service perish too: good Cromwell, 

Nej^ect him not; mwe use now, and protide 
For thine own future safety. 

Crom. 0 my lord. 

Must I, then, leave you? must I needs fcjtego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master? 

Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron, 

With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 
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The king shall liave my service ; but my prayers 
For ever and for ever shall be yours. 

WoL Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forced me. 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 

Let’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell; 
And, when I am foigotten, as I shall bo. 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must bo heard of, say, I taught thee. 

Say, Wolsey, that once trod the ways of glory. 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour. 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in: 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss’d it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me. 

Cromwell, I chaige thee, fling away ambition: 

By that sin fell the angels; how can man, then. 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by it ? 

Lovo thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee ; 


Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still m thy right hand carry gentle peace. 

To silence envioujs tongues. Be just, and fear not: 

Let all the ends thou aiin'st at be thy country’s, 

Thy God’s, and truth’s ; then if thou fall’st, O Cromwell, 
Thou fall'st a blessed martyr! Serve the king; 

And — prithee, lead me in: 

There take an inventory of all I have. 

To the last penny; 'tis the king’s: my robe. 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell ! 
Had I but served my God with half the zeal 
I served my kins, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom, Good sir, have patience. 

Wol So I have. Farewell 

The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do dwell. 

[Exeunt. 




AOT IV. 


Scon I. — A street in WestminsUr. 


Enter tvo Gentlumen, meting one another. 

First Oent. You’re well met ouce again. 

See. Oent. So are you. 

First Oent. You come to take your stand here, and behold 
The Lady Anne pass from her coronation? 

See. Oent. 'Tis all my business. At our last encounter. 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

First Oent. Tis rwy true : but that time offer'd sorrow ; 
This, general joy. 

iSsB. Oent. Tis well: the citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds — 

As, let ’em hare tiieir rights, they are ever forward — 
In celebration of this day with shows, 

Pamants, and sights of honour. 

Mrst Oent. Never greater. 

Nor, I’ll assure you, better taken, sir. 

<8^ Oent. May I be bold to ask what that contains. 
That paper in your hand ? 

First Oent. Yes; 'tis the list 

Of those that claim their offices this day 
By custom of the coronation. 

The Duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be high-steward; next, the Duke of Norfolk, 

He to be earl marshal: you may read the rest 
See. Oent. I thank you, sir: had I not known those 
customs, 

I should have been beholding to your paper. 

But, I beseech you, what’s Mcome of Katharine, 

The princess dowager? how goes her business? 

First Oent. That I can tell you too. The Archbishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order. 

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthill where the princess lay; to which 


She was often cited by them, but appear'd not: 

And, to be shoTt> for not appearance and 
The kingfs late scruple, by the nuun assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorced. 

And tire late marriage made of none effect: 

Since which she was removed to Kimbolton, 

Where she remains ,now sick. 

Seot. Oent. Alas, good lady ! [ Trumpets. 

The trumpets sound: stand close, the queen is coining. 

[Hautboffs. 

Tin OBDXB or THS COBONATIOir. 

1. A lively flowriah of Trumpets. 

2. Then, two Judgea 

3. Lord Chancellor, vritk the purse and mate before Am. 

4 Choristers, sinnng. [Mveie. 

5. Mayor of London, bearing the nuue. Then Gaiter, in 

his toot of arms, and on his head a gilt copper crown. 

9. Marquess Doxsit, bearing a e^rire of gold, on his 
head a der^^eoronal of ^Id. With him, the Earl of 
SoKBlT, bearing the VM of silver with (he dove, 
crowned wUh an carts coronet. Collars of SS. 

7. Duke of StrrroLK, t» his robe qf estate, hi coronet on 
his head, bearing a long white wand, as h^hsteward. 
With him, the Duke of Nortolk, withjhe rod of 
marshal-ship, a coronet on his l^d. Co^rs of SS. 

8. A canopy wrne by four of the Cinque-porto : under it, 
the Queen in her robe; in htr^ hair riatfy adhmed 
voith pearl, crowned. On each side of her, Ifne Bishops 
of London and Winchester. 

9. 2he old Duchess of NonroLK, in a eorohal of gold, 
wrought with flowers, bearing (he Queen’s, train. 

10. Certain Ladies or Countesses, wUh plain drdets of 
gold without fiowers. 

They pasg over the stage in order and state. 
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See. Gent. A royal train, believe me. These I know ; 
Who’s that that bears the sceptre? 

First Gent. Marquess Dorset: 

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

See. Gent. A bold brave gentleman. That should be 
The Duke of Suffolk? 

First Gent. 'Tis the same : high>steward. 

See. Gent. And that my Lord of Norfolk ? 

First Gent. Yes, 

See. Gent, Heaven bless thee! 

[Looking on the Queen. 

Thou host the sweetest face I ever look’d on. 

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel; 

Our king has all the Indies in his arras. 

And more and richer, when he strains that lady: 

I cannot blame his conscienca 
FHrst Gent. They that bear 

The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

See. Gent. Those men are happy ; and so are all are 
near her. 

I take it, she that carries up the train 
Is that old noble lady. Duchess of Norfolk. 

First Gent. It is; and all the rest are countesses. 

Sec. Gent. Their coronets say so. These are stars 
indeed ; 

And sometimes falling ones. 

First Gent. No more of that. 

[Exit procession, and then a great flourish of trumpets. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

First Oe'nt. God save you, sirl where have you been 
broiling ? 

Third Gent. Among the crowd i’ the Abbey; where 
a finger 

Could not be wedged in more: I am stiOed 
With the more rankness of their joy. 

See. Gent. You saw 

The ceremony ? 

Third Gent. That I did. 

First Gent. How was it? 

Third Gent. Well worth the seeing. 

See. Gent. Good sir, speak it to us. 

Third Gent. As Well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords and ladies, having brought tho queen 
To a prepared place in tho choir, fell off 
A distance from her; while her grace sat down 
To rest awhile, some half an hour or so^ 

In a rich ohair of state, opposing finely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 

Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man: which when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 

As loud, and to as many tunes: hatx, cloaks — 
Doublets, I think — flew up; and haul their faces 
Been loose^ this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women. 

That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press. 

And make 'em reel before 'em. No man living 
Could say, ‘This is my wife' there; all were woven 
So strangely in one pieca 
See, Cfent. But, what follow’d? 

l%ird Gent. At length her grace rose, tuad with modest 
paces 

Game to the altar; where she kneel’d, and saint-like 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven and pray’d devoutly. 

Then rose again and bow’d her to the people: 


When by the Archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen; 

As holy oil, Edwaid Confessor’s crown. 

The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which perform’d, the choir. 

With all the choicest music of the kingdom. 

Together sung 'Te Deum.’ So she par^. 

And with the same full state imced back again 
To Tork-place, where tho feast is held. 

First Gent. Sir, 

You must no more call it York-place, that’s past; 

For, since the cardinal fell, that title’s lost: 

’Tia now the king’s, and call’d Whitehall. 

Third Gent. 1 know it; 

But ’tis so lately alter’d, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

See. Gent. What two reverend bishops 

Were those that went on each side of tho queen? 

Third Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner ; the one of 
Winchester, 

Newly prefen-’d from the king’s secretary. 

The other, London. 

Sec. Gent. He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of tho archbishop’s. 

The virtuous Cranmer. 

Third Gent. All the land knows that: 

However, yet there is no great breach; when it comes, 
Cranmer will And a friend will not shrink from him. 
See. Gent. Who may that be, I pray you? 

Third Gent. Thomas Cromwell, 

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 
A worthy friend. The king has made him master 
O’ the jewel house. 

And one, already, of the privy council. 

See. Gent. He will deserve more. 

Third Gent. Yes, without all doubt. 

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests: 
Something I can command. As I walk thither. 

I’ll tell you more. 

Both. You may command us, sir. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — Kimbolton. 

Enter Kathabine, Dowager, sick; led hetwetn GfiiFFirn, 
her gtnUenum usher, and Patience, her uvman. 

Grif. How docs your grace? 

Kath, 0 Griffith, sick to death ' 

My legs, like looden branches, bow to the eaitb. 
Willing to leave their burthen. Beach a chair: 

So; now, methinks, I feel a little easa 

Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’st me, 

That the great child of honour. Cardinal Wolsey, 

Was dead? 

Grif. Yes, madam; but I think your grace; 

Out of the pain you suffer’d, gave no ear to’t. 

Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, teU me how he died : 

If well, he stepp’d before me, happily 
For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam: 

For after the stout Eajrl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward. 

As a man sorely tainted, to his answer. 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor man! 

Qr\f. At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester, 
Lodged in the abbey; where the reverend abbot. 

With all his covent, honourably received him ; 
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To whom he gave tiiese words, 'O, father abbot, 

An old man, broken with the storms of state. 

Is come to lay his weary bones among ye; 

Give him a little earth for charity 1' 

So went to bed; where eagerly ms sickness 
Pursued him still: and, three nights after this. 

About the hour of ei^ht, which he himself 
Foretold should be his last, full of repentance, 

Continual meditations, teats, and sorrows. 

He rave his honours to the world again. 

His nlessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Kath. So may he rest; his faults lie gently on him! 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him. 

And yet with charity. He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes; one that, by suggestion. 

Tied all the kingdom: simony was fair-play; 

His own opinion was his law: i* the presence 
He would say untruths; and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning; ho was never. 

But where ho meant to ruin, pitiful: 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty; 


But his performance, as he is now, nothing: 

Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy Ul example. 

Orif. Noble madam. 

Men’s evil manners live in brass; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now? 

KcUh. Yea, good Griffith; 

I were malicious else. 

Qrif. This cardinal. 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion'd to much honour from his cradle. 

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one; 
Exceeding wise, fair-spoken, and persuading: 

Lofty ana sour to them that loved him not; 

But to those men that sought him sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting. 

Which was a sin, yet in bestowing, madam. 

He was most princely: ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning that he raised in you, 
Ipswich and Oxford! one of which fell with him. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 



The other, though unfinish’d, yet so fomous, 
excellent in art, and still so rising. 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him; 

For then, and not tiU then, he felt himself, 

And found the blessedness of being little : 

And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 

Kaih, After my death I wish no other herald. 

No other speaker of mv living actions, 

To keep mine honour from corruption. 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me; 

With thy rdigious truth and modesty. 

Now in his ashes honour : peace to with him 1 
Patience, to near me still; and set me lower: 

I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 

Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I named my knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that edestial hi^ony I go to. [Sad wmL aoUmn mutie, 
Orif. She is asleep: good wench, let’s sit down 
quiet, 

For fear we wake her: softly, gentle Patience. 


TKt vinon. Erdtr, admndy tripping one after another, 
six personages, dad in white rdM, wearing on their 
heads garlands of lays, and gddm vizards on their 
faces: Iranehes of lays or palm in their hands. They 
first congee unto her, then dance ; and, at certain changes, 
the first two hold a spare garland over her head; ai 
which the other four make reverent curtsies; then the 
two that held^the garland ddiver the same to the other 
next two, who ckserve the same order in their changes, 
and holding the garland over her head: which dime, 
they tMiuer the scans garland to the last tyn, who like- 
wise observe the same order: at which, at it wm ly 
inspiration, the makes in her sleep signs kof rqoidng, 
and hddefh up her hands to heaven : an4 so in their 
dancing vari/ae, carrying the garland withtthm. The 
musie continues. 

Kaih. Spirits of peace, where are ye ? are ye all gone. 

And leave me here in wretchedness behind .ye ? 

Ortf. Madam, we are here. 

Kath. It is not you I call for: 

Saw ye none enter since I slept? 

Orif. ^ None, madam. 
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Kath. No ? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 
Invite me to a banquet; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sunt 
They promised me eternal happiness; 

And brought me 'garlands, Griffith, which 1 feci 
I am not worthy yet to wear: I shall, assuredly. 

Orif, I am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess your fancy. 

JSaih. Bid the music leave. 

They are harsh and heavy to me. [Music ctuscs, 

Pat. Do you note 

How much her grace is alter'd on the sudden? 

How long her face is drawn? how pale she looks. 

And of an earthly cold? Mark her eyes! 

Chi/. She is going, wench: pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort her! 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. An’t like your grace — 

Math. You are a saucy fellow: 

Deserve we no more reverence? 

Chi/. You are to blame. 

Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness. 

To use so rude behaviour; go to, kneel 
Mess. 1 humbly do entreat your highness’ pardon; 
My haste made me unmannerly. There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 

Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith: but this hdlow 
Let me ne’er see again. [Exeunt Griffith and Messdtg&r, 

Be-eiUer Gbitfith with Capuciub. 

If my sight foil not. 



You should be lord ambassador from the emperor 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 

Cap. Madam, the same; your serv-mi 
jKirfA O, my lord. 

The times and titles now are alter’d strangely 
With me since first you knew me. But, I pray you. 
What is your pleasure with me? 

Cap. Noble lady. 

First, mine own service to your gi^e; the next. 

The king’s request that I would visit you ; 

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 

And heartily entreats take good comfort 
KaCh. 0 my good lord, that comfort comes too late; 
’Tis like a pardon liter execution: 

That gentle physic, given in time, had cured me; 


But now I am past all comforts here, but prayers. 

How does bis highness? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

JTath. So may he ever do! and ever fiourisb. 

When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish’d the kingdom! Patience, is that letter, 

I caused you wnto, yet sent away r 
Eat. No, Madam. 

[Giving it to Katharine. 

Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king 

Cap. Most willing, madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young dau^ter; 

The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her I 
Beseeching him to give her virtuous breraing — 
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She is young, and of a noble modest nature, 

I hope she 'will deserve well — and a little 
To love her for her mother's sake, that loved him. 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my 'wretched women, that so long 
Have fouow’d both my fortunes foithfuSy: 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow. 

And now I should not lie, but will deserve, 

For virtue and true beauty of the soul. 

For honesty and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be a noble: 

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have ’em. 
The last is, for my men; they are the poorest. 

But poverty could never draw ’em from me ; 

That they may have their wages duly paid ’em. 

And something over to remember me by: 

[f heaven had pleased to have given me longer life 
And able means, we hod'not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents: and, good my lord. 


By that you love the dearest in this world. 

As you wish Chnstian peace to souls departed. 

Stand these ^r people’s friend, and uige the king 
To do me this last right 

Cap. By heaven, I will. 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man! 

KcUh. I thank you, honest lord. Bemember me 
In all humility unto his highness: 

Say his long trouble now is j^ing 

Out of this world; tell him, in death I bless’d him. 

For so I will Mine eyes grow dim. Farewell, 

My lord. Griffith, forewdL Nay, Patience, 

Ton must not leave me yet: I must to bed; 

Call in more women. 'Vilhen 1 am dead, good wench, 
Let me be used with honour: strew me o'ver 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave: embalm me. 

Then lay me forth: although unqueen’d, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 

I can no more. [Exeunt, Uading Katkarine. 



V 





ACT V. 

Scene I. — Londm. A gaikry in the palace. 


Enter Oardinbr, Biahop of Winchester, a Page, with a 
torch before him, met by Sia Thomas Lovell. 

Oar. It*s one o'clock, boy, ia't uott 

Boy. It hath struck 

Oar. These should be hours for necessities, 

Not for delights; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times. Good hour of night. Sir Thomas I 
Whither so late ? 

Lov. Came you from the king, my lord ? 

Oar. 1 did, Sir Thomas; and left him at piimero 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 

Lov. I must to him too, 

Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave. 

Oar, Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovell What's the matter ? 
It seems you are in haste I an if there be 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of jrour late business: affairs, that w^lk. 

As they say spirits do, at midnight^ have 
In them a wilder nature than the business 
That seeks dispatch by day. 

Lw. My lord, I love you; 

And durst commend a secret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work The (queen's in labour. 
They say, in great extremity; and fear'd 
She'll with the labour end. 

Oar. The fruit she goes with 

I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the stock. Sir Thomas, 

I wish it grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Methinks I could 

Cry the amen; and yet my conscience says 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Over. But^ sir, sir. 

Hear me, Sir Thomas: you’re a gentleman 
Of mine own way; I know you wise, religious; 

And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well. 

Twill not; Sir Thomas Lovell, take’t of me, 

Till Oranmer, Oromwdl, her two hands, and she. 

Sleep in their gravea 
voLm. 


Lev. Now, sir, you speak of two 

The most remark’d i’ the kingdom. As for Cromwell, 
Beside that of the jewel house, is made master 
O' the rolls, and the king's secretary; further, sir. 
Stands in the gap and trade of moe preferments. 

With which the time will load him. The archbishop 
Is the king's hand and tongue ; and who dare speak 
One syUame against him? 

Oar. Yes, yes. Sir Thomas, 

There are that date : and I myself have ventured 
To speak my mind of him: and indeed this day. 

Sir, I may tell it you, I think I have 

Incensed* the lords o’ the council, that he is, »>>*»*•* 

For so I know he is, they know he is, 

A most arch heretic, a pestdence 

That does infect the land: with which they moved 

Have broken with the king; who hath so far 

Given ear to our complaint, of his great grace 

And princely care foreseeing those fell mischiefs 

Our reasons laid before him, hath commanded 

To'moirow morning to the couucd-board 

He be convented.* He's a rank weed. Sir Thomas, * 

And we must root him out. Ftom your affairs 
I hinder you too long: good night. Sir Thomas. 

Loo. Many good nights, my lord : I rest your servant 

[Exeant Gardiner and Page. 

ErUtr the King and Suffolk. 

King. Charles, I will play no more to-night; 

My mind’s not on’t ; you are too hard for me. 

Svf, Sir, I did never win of you before. 

King. But little, Charles; 

Nor shall not, when my fancy’s on my play. 

Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news? 

Loo. I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I sent your message; who return’d her thanks 
In the gioat’st humbleness, and desired your highness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 

Kimg. What say'st thou, lia? 

To pray for her? what> is she crying out? 
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Lav. So said her woman ; and that her sofiTerance made 
Almost each pang a death. 

King. Alas, good lady I 

St^f. God safely quit her of her burthen, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir. 

King. 'Tis midnight, Charles; 

Prithee, to bed; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone; 

For I must think of that which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Svf. I wish your highness 

A quiet night; and my good mistress wiU 
Pemember in my prayers. 

King. Charles, go<M night. [EseU Suffolk. 

Enter SiR Amthomt Dsrnt. 

Well, sir, what follows? 

Sir, 1 have brought my lord the archbishop. 

As you commanded me. 


King. Ha 1 Canterbury 7 

Den. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Tis true: where is he, Denny? 

Den. He attends your highness* pleasure. 

King. Britm him to us. 

[Exit Denny. 

Lorn. [Atide.] This is about that which the bishop spake: 
I am happily come hither. 

Se-enter Demnt, with Cranueb. 

King. Avoid the gallery. [Lovell seem to stay.} Hal 
I have said. Be gone. 

What! [Exeunt Lovell and Denny. 

Cran. [Aside.} I am fearful: wherefore frowns he thus? 
Tis his aspect of terror. All’s not well 
King. How now, my lord I you do desire to know 
Whermore I sent for you. 

Oran. [Knedii^.} It is my duty 
To attend your highness* pleasure. 



King. Fray yon, arise, 

&fy good and gracious Lord of Canterbury. 

Come, you and I must walk a turn together; 

I have news to tell you: come, come, give me your 
hand. 

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak. 

And am right sorry to repeat what follows: 

I have, and most unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, 

Grievous complaints of you; which, being consider’d, 
Ha^ mov^ us and our council, that you shall 
This morning come before us; where, 1 know, 

You cannot with such freedom purge yourself. 

But that; till further trial in those charges 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your ratience to you, and be well contented 
To malce your house our Tower : you a brother of us, 
It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come against you. 

Cron [Kneding} f humbly thank your highness ; 


And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnow’d, where my chaH 
And com shall fly asunder: for, I know. 

There’s none stands under more calumnious tongues 
Than I myself, poor man. 

King. * Stand up, good Canterbury: 

Thy troth and thy integrity is rooted 
In us, thy friend: give mo thy hand, stand up: 
Prithee, let’s walk. ' Now, by my holidame, 

What manner of man are you? Mjr lord, 1 look'd 
You would have given me your petition, i^at 
I should have ta’en some pains to bring t^ether 
Yourself and your accusers; and to have l^eard you. 
Without indurance,* hirther. iowaMnw 

Cran. Most dread litge. 

The good I stand on is my tenth and homtoty: 

If they shall fkU, I, with mine enemies, 

Will triumph o’er my person; which I weigh not. 
Being of those virtues vacant I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 
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Know you not 

How your state stands i’ the world, with the whole 
world ? 

Your enemies ore many, and not small; their ijractices 
Must bear the some proportion ; and not ever 
The justice and the truth o’ the question carries 
The due o’ the verdict with it: at what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves os corrupt 
To swear against you ? such things have been done. 
You are potently opposed; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck, 

I mean, m perjured witness, than your master. 

Whose minister you are, whiles here he lived 
Upon this naughtjr earth? Go to, go to; 

You take a precipice for no leap of danger. 

And woo your own destruction. 

Cran. God and your majesty 

Protect mine innocence, or 1 fall into 
The trap is laid for me I 
King. Be of good cheer: 


They shall no more prevail than we give way to. 

Keep comfort to you; and this morning see 
You do appear before them : if they shall chance. 

In charging you with matters, to commit you. 

The best persuasions to the contrary 

Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 

The occasion shall instruct you; if entreaties 

Will render you no remedy, this ring 

Deliver them, and your appeal to us 

There make before them. Look, the good roan weeps ! 

He's honest, on mine honour. God’s blest mother! 

1 swear he is true-hearted; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom. Get you gone, 

And do as I have bid you. \Eieit CranTtur^ He has 
strangled 

His language in his tears. 

Enter Old Lady, Lovell following. 

Gent IWiihin"] Come back; what mean you? 



Old L. I’ll not come, back; the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldness manners. Now, good angels 
Fly o’er thy royal head and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings! 

King. Now, by thy Iwks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen d<*liver’d ? 

Say, ay; and of a boy. 

Old L. Ay, ay, my liege; 

And of a lovely boy: the God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her! ’tis a girl, 

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to bo 
Acquainted with this stranger: 'tis os like you 
As cherry is to cherry. 

King. Lovell ! 

Im. Sir ? 

King. Give her an hundred marks. I’ll to the queen. 

[ExU. 

Old L. An hundred marks ! By this light, I’ll ha’ more. 
An ordinary groom is for such payment. 


I will have more, or scold it out of liim 
Said I for this, the girl w'as hke to him? 

I will have more, or else unsay’t; and now, 

While it is hot. I’ll put it to the issue. [Exeunt 

Scene II . — Before the Council Chamber. 

Pursuivants, Pages, tbe., attending. 

Enter Ckanmek, Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Cran. I hope I am not too late ; and yet the gentleman. 
That was sent to me from the council, pray’d me 
To make great haste. All fast ? what means this ? Ho I 
Who waits there? Sure, you know me? 

Enter Keeper. 

Keep. Yes, my lord ; 

But yet I cannot help you. 

Cran Why ? 
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Enitr Doctor Butts. 

Keqi. Tour grace most wait till you be call’d for. 
Cran. So. 

Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad 

I came this way so happily; the king 
Shall understand it presently. [Exit. 

Cran. [.dsuf«.] ’Tis Butts, 

The king’s physician; as he pass'd along. 

How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me ! 

Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace I For certain, 
This is of purpose laid by some that hate me — 

God turn their hearts! 1 never sought their malice — 
To quench mine honour ; they would shame to make me 
Wait else at door, a fellow-counsellor, 

’Mong boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleasures 
Must be fulfill’d, and I attend with patience. 

Enter the King and Butts at a window alove. 

Butts. I’ll show your grace the strangest sight — 
King. What’s that, Butts? 

Butts. I think your highness saw this many a day. 
King. Body o’ me, where is it? 

Butts. There, my lord: 

Tire high promotion of his grace of Canterbury; 

Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pursuivants. 

Pages, and footboys. 

Kity. Ha I ’tis he, indeed : 

Is this the honour they do one another? 

'Tis well there’s one above ’em yet. I had thought 
They had parted so much honesty among ’em, 

At least, good manners, as not thus to suffer 
A man of his place, and so near our favour, 

To dance attendance on their lordships’ pleasures. 

And at the door too, like a post with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knaveiy 
Let 'em alone, and draw the curtain close: 

We shall hear more anon. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The Council Chamber. 

Enter Lord Cha.ncf.llor ; places himself at the upper end 
of the table on the left hand; a seat being left void 
above him, as for CANTERBURY'S seat. DUKE OF SUFFOLK, 

Duke of Norfolk, Surrey, Loro Chamberlain, Gar- 
diner, seat themselves in ordjer on ouA side. Cromwell 
at lower end, as secretary. Keeper at the door. 

Chan, Speak to the business, master seci’ctary : 

Why are we met in council? 

Crom. Please your honours. 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 

Gar. Has he had knowledge of it? 

Crom. Yes. 

Kor. Who waits there? 

Keep. Without, my noble lords? 

Gar, Yes. 

Keep. My lord archbishop; 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer enters and a'j^oaehes the eawneU table. 
Chan, My good lord archbi^op, I’m very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty: but we all are men. 

In our own natures frail, and capable 

Of our flesh ; few ere angels : out of which frailty 

And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach us, 


Have misdemean’d yourself, and not a little. 

Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your chaplains, 
For so we are inform’d, with new opinions 
Divers and dangerous; which are heresies. 

And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Chir. Which reformation must be sudden too. 

My noble lords ; for those that tamo wild* horses 
Pace 'em not in their hands to make ’em gentle. 

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur ’em 
Till they obey the manage. If we suflfer. 

Out of our easiness and childish pity 
To one man’s honour, this contagious sickness. 

Farewell all physic: and what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state : as, of late d^ys, our neighbours. 
The upper Germany, can dearly witness. 

Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my lira and office, I have labour’d, 

And with no little study, that my teaching 
And the strong course of my authority 
Might go one way, and safely; and the end 
Was ever, to do well: nor is there living, 

I speak it with a single heart, my lords, 

A man that more detests, more stirs against. 

Both in his private conscience and his place. 

Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 

Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nourishment 
Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships, 

That, in this case of justice, my accusers. 

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 

And freely urge against me. 

Suf. Nay, my lord. 

That cannot be: you are a counsellor. 

And, by that virtue,, no man dare accuse you. 

Gar. My lord, Iracause we have business of- more 
moment. 

We will be short vith you. 'Tis his highness’ pleasure, 
And'our consent, for better trial of you. 

From hence you be committed to the Tower; 

Where, being but a private man again, 

You shall know many dare accuse you boldly, 

More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Winchester, I thank yon ; 
You are always my good friend; if your will pass, 

I shall both find your lordship judge and juror. 

You ore so merciful ; I see your end ; 

Tis my undoing: love and meekness, lord. 

Become a churchman better than ambition: 

Win straying souls with modesty again. 

Cast none aww. That I shall clear myself, 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 

1 make as little doubt, as you do conscience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 

But reverence to your calling makes me mfldest. 

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectalfr, 

That’s the plain truth : your painted gloss ifliscovers. 

To men that understand ^ou, words and weakness. 

Crom. My Lord of Winchester, you are % little. 

By your good favour, too sharp; men so nftble^ 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been: 'tis a crudty ' 

To load a falling man. 

Gar. Good master secretaiy, 

I cry your honour mercy; you may, worst 
Of all this! table, say so. 
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Oram. Why, my lord? 

Oar. Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new sect? ye are not sound. 

Cram , Not sound? 

Oar. Not sound, I say. 

Cram Would you were half so honest! 

Men’s prayers then would seek you, not their fears. 

Oar. I shall remember this Md language. 

Cram. Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chan. This is too much ; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Oar. I have done. 

Cram And I. 

Chan, Then thus for you, my lord : it stands agreed, 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey’d to the Tower a prisoner; 

There to remain till the king’s further pleasure 
Be known unto us: are you all agreed, lords? 

All. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy. 

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords? 

Oar. What other 

Would you expect? you are strangely troublesome. 

Let some o' the guard be ready there. 

Enter Guard. 

Cran. For me? 

Must I go like a traitor thither? 

Oar. Receive him, 

And see him safe i' the Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my lords, 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords; 

By virtue of that ring, 1 take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Cham. This is the king’s ring. 

Sar, ’Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf. ’Tis the right ring, by heaven: I told ye all, 
When we first put this dangerous stone a-roUing, 
’Twould fall upon ourselvea 
Nor. Do you think, my lords. 

The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex’d ? 

Chan. ’Tis now too certain: 

llow much more is his life in value with him? 

Would I were fairly out on’tl 

Crem. My mind gave me, 

In seeking tales and informations 
Against this man, whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only envy at. 

Ye blow the fire that burns ye: now have at ye! 

Enter Knro, frowning on them; takes his mi. 

Oar. Dread sovereign, how much are we bound to 
heaven 

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince; 

Not only ^ood and wise, but most religious : 

One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respect. 

His royal self in judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. 

King. You were ever good at sudden commendations. 
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence; 

They are too thin and bare to hide ofifences. 

To me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel, 


And think with wagging of your tongue to win me; 
But, whatsoe’er thou tak’st me for I’m sure 
Thou hast a cruel nature and a bloody. 

[To Cranmer.'\ Good man, sit down. Now let me see the 
proudest 

He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee: 

By all that’s holy, he had better starve 
Than but once think this place becomes thee not 
Sur. May it please your grace — 

King. No, sir, it does not please ma 

I had thought I had had men of some understanding 
And wisdom of my council; but I find none. 

Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 

This good man — few of you deserve that title — 

This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy 
At chamber-door? and one as great as you are? 

Why, what a shame was this! Did my commission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves? 1 gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him, 

Not as a groom : there’s some of ye, I see. 

More out of malice than integrity. 

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean; 

Which ye shall never have while I live. 

Chan. Thus far. 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purposed 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather. 

If there be faith in men, meant for his trial. 

And fair purgation to the world, than malice, 

I’m sure, in me. 

King. Well, well, my lords, respect him; 

Take him, and use him well, he’s worthy of it. 

I will say thus much for him, if a prince 

May bo beholding to a subject, I 

Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him : 

Be friends, for shame, my lords ! My Lord of Canterbury, 
I have a suit which you must not deny me; 

That is, a fair young maid that yet wants baptism. 

You must be godfather, and answer for her. 

Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour : how may 1 deserve it. 

That am a poor and humble subject to you? 

King. Come, come, my lord, you’ld spare your spoons : 
you shall have two noble partners with you; the old 
Duchess of Norfolk, and Lady Marquess Dorset: will 
these please you? 

Once more, my Lord of Winchester, I charge you, 
Embrace and love this man. 

Oar. With a true heart 

And brother-love I do it 
Cran. And let heaven 

Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 

King. Good man, those joyful tears show thy true heart: 
The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which says thus, 'Do my Lord of Canterbury 
A shrewd turn, and he is your friend for ever.’ 

Come, lords, we trifle time away; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — The pcHaee yard. 

Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter and his Man. 

Port. You’ll leave your noise anon, ye rascals : do you 
take the court for Patis-garden ? ye rude slaves, leave 
your gaping. • * 

[ITt^n.] Good master porter, I belong to the larder. 
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Port. Belong to the ^lovs, and be hanged, ye roguel 
is this a place to roar in? Fetch me a dozen crab-tree 
staves, and strong ones: these are but switches to ’em. 
I'll scratch your heads: you must be seeing christenings? 
do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude rascals? 

ilTan. Pray, sir, be patient : ’tis as much impossible — 
Unless we sweep ’em from the door with cannons — 

To scatter ’em, as 'tis to make 'em sleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be: 

We may as well push against Powlc’s, as stir ’em. 

Pori. How got they in, and be hang'd? 

JIfan. Alas, I know not ; how gets the tide in ? 

As much as one sound cudgel of four foot — 

You see the poor remainder — could distribute, 

I made no spare, sir. 

Port. You did nothing, sir. 

Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor Colbrand, 
To mow ’em down before me: but if I spared any 
That bad a head to hit, either young or old. 

He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker. 

Let me ne'er hope to see a chine again ; 

And that 1 would not for a cow, God save her! 

[WUhinI Do you hear, master porter? 

Port. 1 shall bo with you presently, good master 
puppy. 

Keep the door close, sirrah. 

Mari. What would you have me do? 

Port. What should you do, but knock ’em down by 
the dozens ? Is this Moorfields to master in ? or have 
we some strange Indian with the great tool come to court, 
the women so besiege us ? Bless me, what a fry of forni- 
cation is at door! On my Christian conscience, this one 
christening will beget a thousand; here will ^ father, 
godfather, and all together. 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, air. There is a 
fellow somewhat near the door, he should be a brazier by 
his foce, for, o’ my conscience, twenty of the dog-days now 
reign in’s nose ; all that stand about him ace under the 
line, they need no other penance : that fire-drake did I 
hit three times on the head, and three times was his nose 
discharged against me; he stands there, like a mortar- 
piece, to blow us. Thera was a haberdasher’s wife of 
small wit near him, that railed upon me till her pinked 
porringer fell off her head, for kindling such a combustion 
in the state. I missed the meteor once, and hit that 
woman; who cried out 'Clubs!’ when I might see from 
far some forty truncheoners draw to her succour, which 
were the hope o’ the Strand, where she was quartered. 
They fell on; 1 made good my place: at length they 
came to the broomstaff to me ; I defied ’em stiU : when 
suddenly a file of boys behind ’em, loose shot^ delivered 
such a shower of pebbles, that I was fain to draw mine 
honour in, and let ’em win the work: the devil was 
amongst ’em, I think, surely. 

Port. These are the youtlis that thunder at a playhouse, 
and fight fot bitten apples ; that no audience, but the 
tribulation of Tower-hill, or the limbs of Limehouse, their 
dear brothers, are able to endure. I have some of ’em 
in Limbo Patrum, * and there they are like to dance these 
three days ; besides the running iMinqnet of two beadles 
that is to come. * 

SntiT Lokd Cbamberiain. 

Cham. Mercy o’ me, what a multitude are here! 
They grow still too; from all parts they are coming. 

As if we kept a fair here! Whpre are these porters. 
These lazy knaves ? Ye have made a fine hand, 
fellows I 


There’s a trim rabble let in: are all these 

Your faithful friends o’ the suburbs? We shall have 

Great store of room, no doubt, loft for the ladies. 

When they pass back from the christening. 

Port. An’t please your honour. 

We are but men; and what so many may do, 

Kot being tom a-pieces, we have done: 

An army cannot rule ’em. 

Cham. As I live. 

If the king blame me for't. I’ll lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for neglect: ye are lazy knaves; 

And here ye lie baiting of bombards, when 
Ye should do service. Hark! the trumpets sound; 
'I'hey'ro come already from the christening: 

Go, break among the press, and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fairly; or I’ll find 
A Marsholsea shaU hold ye play these two months. 
Port. Make way there for the princess. 

Man. You great fellow, 

Stand close up, or I’ll moke your head ache. 

Port. You i’ the camlet, get up o’ the rail; 

I’ll peck you o’er the pales else. {Exeunt. 

SCENK V . — Tho palace. 

Enter tmmpets, sounding; then two Aldermen, I/)liD 
Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk loith his 
marshaCs staff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen bear- 
ing great standing-bowls for the christening-gifts; then 
four Noblemen bearing a canopy, under which the 
Duchess of Norfolk, godmother, bearing the child riehlg 
habited in a mantle, d-c., train borne by a Lady; then 
follows the Marchioness Dorset, the other godmother, 
and Ladies. The troop pass once about the stage, and 
Garter speaJes. 

Cart. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send pros- 
perous life, long, and ever happy, to the high and jnighty 
princess of England, Elizabeth ! 

Flourish. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. [Kneeling^ And to your royal grace, and the 
good queen. 

My noble partners, and myself, thus pray: 

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady. 

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy. 

May hourly fall upon ye ! 

King. Thank you, good lord archbishop: 

What is her name? 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

King. Stand up, lord. 

[The King kisses the child. 

With this kisi take my blessing: God protect thee! 
Into whose hand I give thy life. 

Cran. Amen. 

King. My noble gossips, ye have been. too prodigal: 
I thank ye heartily; so shall this lady. 

When she has so much English. 

Cran. Let me sfoak, sir. 

For heaven now bids me ; and the words il utter 
Let none think flattery, for they’ll find ’em truth. 

This royal infant — ^heaven still move about her! — 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises . 

Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings. 

Which time shall bring to ripeness: she diaU bo — 

But few, now living can behold that goodness-— 

A patted to all princes living with her, 
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And all that shall succeed; Saba* was never >ata*iib 

More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue 

Than this pure soul shall bo : all princelv graces, 

That mould up such a mighty piece as this is, 

With all the virtues that attend the good. 

Shall still be doubled on her: truth sliall nurse her, 
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her; 

She shall be loved and fear’d : her own shall blei>s 
her; 

Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with sorrow: good grows with 
her : 

in her days every man shall eat in safety, 


Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all lus neighbours : 

God shall be truly known; and those alraut her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour. 

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood 
Nor shall this peace sleep with her : but as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden pheeuix. 

Her ashes new create another heir. 

As great in admiration as herself ; 

So shall she leave her blessedness to one. 

When heaven shall call her from this cloud of dark- 
ness. 

Who from the sacred ashes of her honour 



Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was. 

And so stand fix’d: peace, plenty, love, truth, terror. 
That were the servants to this chosen infant. 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him: 
Y^erever the' bright sun of heaven shall shine. 

His honour and uie greatness of his name 
Shall and make new nations: he shall flourish. 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him: our children’s children 
Shall see this, and bless heaven. 

King. Thou speakest wonders. 

Oran. She shall be, to the happiness of England, 

An aged princess; many days shall see her. 


And yet no day without a deed to crowu it. 
Would 1 had known no more! but she must die. 
She must, the saints must have her; yet a virgin, 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass 
To the groimd, and ^ the world shall mourn her 
King. 0 lord archbishop. 

Thou Wt made me now a man I never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing; 

This oracle of comfort has so pleased me. 

That when I am in heaven I shall desire 

To see what this child does, and praise my Maker, 

I thank ye all. To you, my good lord mayor. 

And your good brethren, 1 am much beholding; 
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I havo received much honour by your presence, 

And ye shall find me thankful Lead the u^ay, lords: 
ITe must all see the queen^ and she must thank ye, 


[Act r. 

She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
Has business at his house; for all shall stay: 

This little one shall make it holiday [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 


Tis ten to one this play can never please 
All that are here: some come to take their ease. 
And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear, 

We have frighted with our trumpets; so, 'tis clear, 
They’ll say 'tis naught: others, to hear the city 
Abused extremely, and to cry, * That's witty I* 
Which we have not done neither: that, I fear. 


All the expected good we’re like to hear 
For this play at ihis time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women; 

For such a one we show’d ’em: if they sniile. 
And say ’twill do, 1 know, within a while 
All the best men are ours; for ’tis ill bap. 

If they hold when their ladies bid ’em clap. 








DRAMATIS PERSONi*;. 


SATURMNUs,ion to the late Emperor of Home, and 
a/terwarde declared Emperor, 

BamiiamiSi brother to Saturmam, tn love widi 


Lsvinia 

Titub Amduomicls, a noble Homan, and general 
agaxnet the Ooth$. 

Mabcus ANDBOHicuB, trAufie of the people, and 
brother to Titus 
Lucius, 


Quintus, 

Martius, 

Mutius, 


mme to Titus Andronicus. 


Young Lucius, a boy, eon to Lucius. 

Publius, eon to Marcus the Tribune. 
SCNPROMIUS,! 

Caiub, V A.fiiviBn to Titus. 

Valentine, / 

JEmiuus, a noble Homan. 

Alabbus, I 

DBMbTRius,> eons to Tamora. 

Chiron, ^ 

Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora. 

A Captaio, Tnbuue, Messsnger, and Clown; 
Romans. 


Goths and Romans 

Tamora, Queen gf the Gothe 
Lavinia, daughter to Thus Andronicus. 
A Nurse. 


Senators, Inbunes, Officers, Soldiers, and 
Attendants. 

tk:ERE wRoME, and the country near tt. 


ACT I 

Scene I. -Rome. Before the Capitol 


The Tomb of the Andronici appearing; the Tribunes and 
Senators aloft. Enter, bdow,from one aide, Satuuninus 
and hia FoUowers, and, from the other aide, Bassianus 
and hta Followers; wUh drum and eoloura. 

Sat. Noble pah'icions. patrons of my right. 

Defend the justice of my cause with arms, 

And, countrymen, my loving followers, 

Plead my successive title with your swords. 

I am his first-born son, that was the last 
That wore the imperial diadem of Borne; 

VOL. III. 


Then let my father’s honours live in me. 

Nor wrong mine age* with this indignity. > ht «i«i» » •«*». 

Baa Bomans, friends, followers, favourers of my right. 
If ever Basaianus, Caesar’s son. 

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep then this passage to the Capitol, 

Aud suffer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 

To justice, continence, and nobility ; 

But let desert in pure election shine. 

And, Bomans, fight for freedom in your choice. 
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Enter Marcus Andronicus, aloft, with the crown. 

Mare. Princes, that strive by factions and by friends 
Ambitiously for rule and empety, 

Know that the people of Some, for whom we stand 
A specif party, have, by common voice. 

In election for the Soman empery, 

Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius 

For many good and great deserts to Some: 

A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
lives not this day within the city walls: 

He by the senate is accited home 

From weary wars against the barbarous Qotbs; 

That, with his sons, a terror to our foes. 

Hath yoked a nation strong, train'd up in arms. 

Ten years are spent since first he imdertook 
This cause of Some, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies’ pride: five times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sous 
In coffins from the field; 

And now at last, laden with honour’s spoils. 

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 

Let us entreat, by honour of his name. 

Whom worthily you would have now succeed. 

And in the Capitol and senate’s right, 

Whom you pretend to honour and adore, 

That you withdraw you and abate your strength; 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should. 

Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my thou^ffits I 

Bas. Marcus Andronicus, so I do affy* tc«^. 

In thy uprightness and intemty, 

And so I love and honour wee and thine. 

Thy noble brother Titus and his sons. 

And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all. 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich ornament^ 

That I will here dismiss my loving friends. 

And to my fortunes and the people’s favour 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d, 

[Exewnt the FoUowere of Eassianus. 

Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my right, 
I thank you all, and here dismiss you all. 

And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

i Exeunt the Followers qf Saturninus. 
gracious unto me 

As I am confident and kind to thee. 

Open the gates, and let me in. 

Bas. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. 

[FlowriA. Saturninus and BoMianva go up into the 

Capitol. 

Enter a Captain. 


Cap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome’s best champion. 

Successful in the battles that he fights. 

With honour and with fortune is return’d 
From where he circumscribed with his sword. 

And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 


Drums and trumpets sounded. Enter MaRHUS and Mutius; 
after them, two Men bearing a coffin covered witle black; 
Cun Lucius and Quiimra them, Titus Ak- 

DRONlcus ; and then Tamora, with Alarbus, Dbmgtrius, 
Chiron, Aaron, and other Goths, prisoners; Soldiers 
and People following. The Bearers set down the coffin, 
and Titus speaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds! 
as the bark, that hath discharged her fraught^ 


Returns with precious lading to the bay 
From whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage, 

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, 

'To re’Salttte his country with his tears. 

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 

Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend! 

Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons, - 
Half of the number that King Priam had. 

Behold the poor remains, alive and dead! 

These that survive let Rome reward with love- 
These that I bring unto their latest home. 

With burial amongst their ancestors: 

Here Gotha have given me leave to sheathe my sword. 
Titns, unkind and careless of thine own, 

Whv suffer^st thou thy sons, imburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadful shore of Stvx ? 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[The tomh is opened. 

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont. 

And sleep in peace, slain in your country’s wars! 

0 sacred receptacle of my joys, 

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility 

How many sons of mine hast thou in store, 

That thou wilt never render to me more I 
Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile 
Ad manes fratrum sacrifice his flesh. 

Before this earthy prison of their bones: 

That so the shadows be not unappeased. 

Nor we disturb’d with prodigies on earth. 

TU. I give him you, the noblest that survives. 

The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren! Gracious conqueror. 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 

A mother's tears in passion for her son; 

And if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 

0, think my son to be as dear to me! 

Sufficeth not that We are brought to Romo, ^ 

To beautify thy triumphs and return, 

Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke. 

But must my sons be slaughter’d in the streets. 

For valiant doings in their country’s cause ? 

0, if to fight for king and commonweal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 

Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood: 

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 

Draw near them then in being merciful : 

Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge: 

Thrice noble Titus, spare my first-Mra son. 

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 

These are their brethren, whom you Gotha beheld 
Alive and dead, and for their brethren slain 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice: 

To this your Son is mark’d, and die he must. 

To appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc, Away with him! and make a fire straight; 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood. 

Let’s hew his limbs till they he clean consumed. 

[Exewnt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mutius, with 

; Alarbus, 

Tam 0 cruel, irrdigious niety! 

Chi Was ever Scythia half so barbarotjs ? 

Dem Oppose not Scythia to ambitious ^me. 
Alarbus goes to rest; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus’ threatening looks. 

Then, madam, stand resolved, but hope withal 
The self-same gods that arm’d the Queen of Troy 
With oi|K>rtunTty of sharp revenge 
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Upon the Tliracian tyrant in his tent, 

May favour Tamora, the Queen of Gotha 

When ^ Goths were Goths and Tainoin was queen— 

To quit the bloody vrrongs upon her foes. 

Rt-erUer Lucios, Quintus, MAimus, and Mutius, with 
their sworda bloody. 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perfonn’d 
Our lloman rites: Alarbus' limbs are lopp’d. 

And entrails feed the saciificing fire. 


Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky. 
Kemaineth nought, but to inter our brethren. 

And with loud 'larums welcome them to Home. 

TU. Let it be so; and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Trumpeta aounded, and the coffin la%d in the tomb. 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons; 

Borne’s readiest champions, repose you here in rest, 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps! 

Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 



Here grow no damned grudges ; here are no storms. 
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep: 

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons! 

Enter Lavinia. 

Lav, In peace and honour live Lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame I 
Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren’s obsequies; 

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy. 

Shed on the earth, for thy return to Borne: 

O, bless me here with thy victorious hand, 

\^ose fortunes Borne’s bMt citizens ajiplaudl 
Tit. Kind Borne, that hast thus lovingly reserved 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart ! 


Lavinia, live ; outlive thy lather’s days. 

And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise' 

Enter, below, Mabcus Andronicus and Tribunes ; re-enter 
Saturninus and Bassianus, attended. 

Marc Long live Lord Titus, my beloved .brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Borne ! 

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mare. And welcome, nephews, from successful wars. 
You that survive, and you that sleep in fame! 

Fair lords, your fortunes arc alike in all. 

That in your country's service drew your swords: 

But safer triumph is this funeral pomp. 

That hath aspired to Solon’s happiness. 

And triumphs over chance in honour’s bed. 
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Titus Androuicus, the people of Borne, 

Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 

Send thee by nte, their tribune and their trust, 

This palUament of white and spotless hue; 

And name thee in election for the empire. 

With these our late-deceased emperor’s sons: 

Be candidatus then, and put it on. 

And help to set a head on headless Borne. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits 
Than his that shakes for age and feebleness: 

What should I don this robe, and trouble you ? 

Be chosen with proclamations to-day. 

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life. 

And set abroad new business for you all ? 

Borne, 1 have been thy soldier forty yeais. 

And led my country’s strength successfully. 

And buried one and twenty valiant sons. 

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms. 

In right and service of their noble country: 

Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 

But not a sceptre to control the world : 

Upright he held it, lords, that held it last 
Marc. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the einpery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell? 
Tit. Patience, Prince Satnrninus. 

Sat. Bomans, do me right: 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheathe them not 
Tdl Saturninus be Home’s emperor. 

Andronicus, would thou wert shipp’d to hell. 

Bather than rob me of the people’s hearts ! 

Lue. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee! 

Tit. Content thee, prince; I will restore to thee 
The people’s hearts, and wean them from themselves. 

Bos. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will do till I die: 

My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 

I will most thankful be; and thanks to men 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Borne, and people’s tribunes here, 

I ask your voices and your suffrages : 

Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus? 

Tribntus. To gratify the good Andronicus, 

And gratulate his safe return to Borne, 

The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you: and this suit I make, 
That you create your emperor’s eldest son. 

Lord Saturnine; whose virtues will, I hope. 

Reflect on Rome as Titan’s rays on earth. 

And ripen justice in this commonweal: 

Then, if you will elect by my advice. 

Crown him, and say ‘Long live our emperor!’ 

Mare. With voices and applause of every sort. 
Patricians and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus Rome’s $%at emperor. 

And say, ‘Long live our Emperor Saturnine!’ 

[A Img flourish till they come down. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 

I give thee .thanks in part of thy deserts. 

And will with deeds requite thy genUeness: 

And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name and honourable family, 

Lavinia will I make my empress, 

Rome’s royal mistress, mistress of my heart, 

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse: 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this match 
I hold me highly honour’d of your grace : 


And here in sight of Borne to Saturnine, 

King and commander of our commonwe^, 

The wide world’s emperor, do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners; 

Presents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord: 

Receive tliem then, the tribute that I owe. 

Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble ‘Titus, father of my- life I 
How proud I am of thee and of thy gifts 
Borne shall record, and when I do foiget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts 
Romans, forget yoitr fealty to me. 

Tit. [To Tamora.^ Now, madam, are you prisoner to 
an emperor; 

To him that, for your honour and your state. 

Will use you nobly and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 
That I would choose, were 1 to choose anew. 

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance: 

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou comest not to be made a scorn in Home: 

Princely shall be thy usage every way. 

Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes: madam, he comforts you 
Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths. 

Lavinia, you are not displeased with this? 

Lav. Not I, my lord; sith true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. Romans, let us go: 
Bansomless here we set our prisoners free : 

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 
[Flourish. Saturninus courts Tamara in dumb show. 
Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

[Seizing Lavinia. 

Tit. How, sir ! are you in earnest then, my loi-d ? 
Bas. Ay, noble Titus; and resolved withal 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

Mare. ‘Suum caique’ is our Roman justice: 

This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 

Lue. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live. 

Tit. Traitors, avaunt I Where is the emperor’s giiard ? 
Treason, my lord I Lavinia is surprised I * * 

Sat. Surprised I whom ? 

Bas. By him tliat justly may 

Bear his betroth’d from all the world away. 

[Exeunt Bassianus and Marcus with Lavinia. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 

And with ray sword I’ll keep this door safe. 

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martins. 
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I’ll soon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord, you pass not here. 

TH. What, villain boy ! 

Barr’st me my way in Borne? [Stabbing Mvtius. 

Mut, ^ Help, Lucius, help! [Lies. 

[Luritig the fray, Saturninus, Tatnota, Lemetrius, 
Chiron, and Aaron go out and reciter, above.. 

Be-enter Lucius. 

Zuc. My lord, you are unjust, and, mofe than so. 

In wrongful quarrel you have slain your'sjlm. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of' mine; 

My sons wortld never so dishonour me: 

Thiitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Lue. Dead, if you will ; bat not to be nis wife. 

That is another’s lawful promised leva [Exit. 

Sat. No, Titos, no ; the emperor needs her not. 

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 

111 trust by leisure, him that mocks me once; 

Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
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Confederates all thus to dishonour ma 
Was there none else in Borne to make a stale, 

But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus, 

Agree these deede with that proud brag of thine. 

That said’st I begg’d the empire at thy hands. 

Tit. 0 monstrous ! what reproachful words are these ? 
Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that changing piece 
To him that flourish'd for her with his sword: 

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy; 

One fit to bandy with thy lawless sous. 

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 

TU. These words are razors to my wounded heart. 
Sal. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths, 
That like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her nymphs 
Dost overshine the gallant’st dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleased with this my sudden choice. 

Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 

And will create thee empress of Borne. 

Speak, Queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice? 
And hero I swear by all the Roman gods, 

Sith prle.at and holy water are so near 
And tapers bum so bright and every thing 
III readiness for Hymenaeus stand, 

I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead espoused my bride along with me. 

Tam. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I swear. 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 

She will a handmaid be to his desires, 

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queen. Pantheon. Lords, accompany 
Your noble emperor and his lovely bride. 

Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine, 

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered: 

There shall we consummate our spousal rites. 

[Exeuvi all hut Titus 

TU. I am not bid to wait upon this bride. 

Titus, when wert thou w'ont to walk alone. 

Dishonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs? 

iZs-enfer Mabcus, LuciUS, QUINTUS, avd Mabtius. 

Mare. 0 Titus, see, 0, see what thou host done! 

In A bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no; no son of mine, 

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour’d all our family; 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons! 

Lue. But let us give him burial, as becomes; 

Give Mutios burial with our brethren. 

TU. Traitors, away I he rests not in this tomb: 

This monument five hundred yean hath stood. 

Which 1 have sumptuously re-edified: 

Here none but soldien and Rome’s serviton 
Repose in fame; none basely slain in brawls: 

Bury him where you can; he comes not here. 

Mare. My lord, this is impiety in you : 

My nephew Mutius’ deeds do plead for him; 

He must be buried with his brethren. 

j-And shall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit • And shall 1’ what villain was it spake that word ? 
Quin He that would vouch it in any place but here. 
TU Whet, would you bury him in my despite? 
Mare. No, noble Titus, but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest, 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast wounded: 
My foes I do repute you every one; 

So, trouble me no more, but get you gone. 


Mart. He is not with himself; let us withdraw. 
Qmn. Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried. 

[Marcus and the Sons of Titus hmd. 
Mare. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead — 
Qutn. Father, and in that name doth nature speak — 
TU. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 
Mare. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul — 
Lue. Dear father, soul and substance of us all — 
Mare. Sufler thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest. 

That died in honour and Lavinia’s causa 
Thou art a Roman; be not barbarous: 

The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax 
That slew himself ; and wise Laertes' son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals: 

I.iet not young Mutius, then, that was tliy joy, 

Be barr’d his entiance here. 

TU. Rise, Marcus, rise. 

The dismall’st day is ‘this that e’er I saw. 

To be dishonour’d by my sons in Rome! 

Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

[Mutius is put into the tonib. 
Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy friends. 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb. 

All. [Kneeling.'l No man shed tears for noble Mutius ; 
He lives in fame that died in virtue’s cause. 

Mare. My lord, to step out of these dreary dumps. 
How comes it that the subtle Queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Borne? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus; but 1 know it is: 
Whether by device or no, the heavens can tell: 

Is she not then beholding to the man 

That brought her for this high good turn so far? 

Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Flourish. Re-enter, from one side, Satubninub attended, 
Tamoba, Dbmetbius, Chibon, and Aabon; from the 
other, Bassianub, Lavinu, and others. 

Sat. So, Bassianns, you have play’d your prize: 

God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride ! 

Bos. And you of yours, my lordl 1 say no mor^ 
Nor wish no less; and so, I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law or we have power. 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bos. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own. 
My truth-betrothed love, and now my wife? 

But let the laws of Rome determine all; 

Meanwhile I am possess’d of that is mine. 

Sat. ’Tis good, sir: you are very short with us; 

But, if we live, we’ll be as sharp with you. 

Bos. My lord, what I have done, as best I may, 
Answer I must and shall do with my life. 

Only thus much I give your grace to know: 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble gentleman. Lord Titus here. 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d; 

That in the rescue of Lavinia 

With his own hand did slay his youngest son. 

In zeal to you and highly moved to wrath 
To be controll’d in that he frankly gave: 

Receive him, then, to favour. Saturnine, 

That hath express’d himself in all his deeds 
A father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds: 

’Tis thou and those that have dishonour'd me. 

Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge. 

How I have loved and honour'd Saturnine! 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine. 
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Thun hear me speak indifferently for all; 
at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 

Stit. What, madam I be dishonour'd openly. 

And basely put it up without rerenge? 

Tam. Not so, my lord; the gods of Some forfend 
I should be author to dishonour youl 
But on iniue honour dare I undertake 
For good Lord 'litus* innocence in all; 

Whose fury not dissembled speaks bis griefs; 

Then, at my suit, look graciously on him; 

Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose, 

Nitr with sour looks afflict his gentle heart 

[Aside to iShr.] My lord, be ruled by me, be won at last 

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents: 

You are but newly planted in your throne; 

Lest, then, the people, and patricians too, 

Upon a just survey, take Titus' part. 

And so supplant you for ingratitude. 

Which Borne reputes to be a heinous sin, 

Yield at entreats ; and then let me alone : 

I’ll find a day to massacre them ail. 

And raze their faction and their family. 

The cruel father and his traitorous sons. 

To whom I sued for my dear son’s life; 

And make them know what 'tis to let a queen 
Kneel in the sixeets and beg for grace in vain.— 

Come, come^ sweet emperor; come, Andronicus; 

Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Bise, Titus, rise; my empress hath prevail’d. 
Tit. I thcmk your mqjesW, and her, my lord: 

These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Borne, 


A Boman now adopted happily. 

And must advise the emperor for his good. 

This day all quarrels die, Andronicus; 

And let it be mine honour, good my lord. 

That I have reconciled your friends and you. 

For you. Prince Bassianus, I have pass'd 
My word and promise to the emperor, 

That you will be more mild end tractable: 

And fear not, lords, and you, Lavinia; 

By iny advice, all humbled on your knees. 

You shall ask pardon of bis majesty. 

Luc. We do, and vow to heaven and to his highness, 
That what we did was mildly as we might. 

Tendering our sister’s honour and our own. 

Afare. That, on mine honour, here I do protest. 

Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more. 

Tarn. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be friends: 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; 

1 will not be denied: sweet heart, look back. 

StU. Marcus, for thy sake and thy brother’s here. 
And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats, 

I do remit these young men’s heinous faults: 

Stand up. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 

I found a friend, and sure as death I swore 
1 would not part a bachelor from the priest. 

Come, if the emperoris court can feast two brides. 

You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends. 

This day s^l be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 

With horn and bound we’ll give your owe bonjour. 
Sat. Beit80,TitU8,andgramercy too. [Flourish. £xemL 


ACT II. 


Scene I. — Rome. 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Now climbetb Tamora Olympiu’ top. 

Safe out of fortune’s shot; and sits alof^ 

Secure of thunder's crack or lightning flash; 

Advanced above pale envy’s threatening reach. 

As when the golden sun salutes the morn. 

And, having gdt the ocean with his beams, 

OaUqps the aodiac in his glistering coach. 

And overlooks the highest-peering hflls; 

So Tamom: 

Upon her wit* doth earthly honour wait, 

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts. 

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress, 

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Hast prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains 
And fsster bound to Aaron’s charming eyes. 

Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 

Away with slavish weeds and servile thoughts! 

I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold, 

To wait upon tto new-mnde empress. 

To wait, said 17 to wanton with this queen. 

This goddess, this Semiramis, this nymph, 

This siren,^ that will charm Bome’s Saturnine, 

And see his shipwreck and his commonweal’s. 

Holloa! what storm is this? 

Enter DsMETBlTm and CuROV, braving.* ■ 

JDm. Chiron, thy years want wit» thy wit wants edge. 


Before the Palace. 

And manners, to intrude where I am graced; 

And may, for aught thou kuow’st, affected be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween iii all; 

And BO in this, to bear roe down with braves. 

Tis not the difference of a year or two 
Makes me less gracious or thee more fortunate: 

1 am as able and as fit as thou 

To serve, and to deserve my mistress' grace; 

And that my sword upon thee shall approve. 

And plead my passions for Lavinia’s love. 

Aar. [Aside.\ Clubs, clubs! these lovers will not 
keep the peace. 

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvised. 
Gave you a dgneing rapier by your side. 

Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends? 

Go to; have your lath glued within ^our sheath 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I have. 

Full well shalt thou perceive how much l^dare. 

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so breve ? ^ [Tluy draie. 

Aar. [Coming famoari.^ Why, how now^ lords ! 

So near we emperor's palace dare you drair. 

And maintain such a quarrel openly? 1 
Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge: 

1 would not for a mulion of gold 

The cause were known to them it most coficerns; 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be so dufhouour’d in the court of Borne. 

For shanie, put up. 
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Not I, till I have sheathed 
My rapier in his bosom, and withal 
Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throat 
That he hath breathed in my dishonour here. 

CkL For thatl am prepared and full resolved. 
Foul-spoken coward, that thunder’st with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing darest perform! 

Aar. Awa}', I say ! 

Now, by the gods that warlike Goths adore. 

This petty brabble will undo us all 

Why, lords, and think you not how dangerous 

It is to jet upon a prince's right ? 

What, is Lavinia then become so loose. 

Or Bassianus so degenerate. 

That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 

Young lords, beware! an should the empress know 
This discord’s ground, the music would not please. 

Chi. I care not, 1, knew she and all the world: 

I love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner choice : 
Jiivinia is thine elder brother’s hope. 

Aar. Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be. 

And cannot brook competitors in love ? 

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose to achieve her whom I love. 

Aar. To achieve her! how? 

Dem. Wliy makest thou it so strange? 

She is a voman, therefore may be woo’d; 

She is d woman, therefore may be won; 

She is Lavinia, therefore must be loved. 

What, man! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know : 

Though Bassianus be the emperor's brotiier. 

Better than he have worn Vulcan’s badge. 

Aar. [Aside.] Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. 
Detn. Then why should he despair that knows to 
court it 

With words, fair looks, and liberality? 

What, hast not thou full often struck a doe. 

And borne her cleanly by the keeper’s nose? 

Aar. Why, then, it seems, some certain snatch or so 
Would serve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, so the turn were served. 

Dem. Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Aar. Would you had hit it too! 

Then should not we be tired with this ado. 

Why, hark ye, liark ye! and are you such fools 
To square for this? would it offend you, then. 

That both should speed ? 

Chi. Faith, not me. 

Dem Nor mo, so I were one. 

Aar, For shame, be friends, and joiu for that you jar: 
'Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect; and so must you resolve. 

That what you cannot as you would achieve. 

You must perforce accomplish as you may. 

Take this of me: Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love. 

A speedier course than lingering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 

My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand; 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop: 

The forest walks are wide and spacious; 

And many unfrequented plots there are 


Fitted by kind* for rape and villany: 

Single you thither then this dainty doe, 

And strike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred^ wit 
To villany and vengeance consecrate. 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend; 

And she shall file our engines with advice. 

That will not suffer you to square yourselves, 
But to your wishes’ height advance you both. 
The eiAperor’s court is like the house of Fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, and ears : 
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull; 



There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take yoar turns; 
There serve your lusts, shadow’d from heaven s eye, 

And revel in Lavinia’s treasury. 

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Dem Sit fas nut nefas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits. 

Per Styga, per manes vehor. lExeutU. 

Scene II . — A forest near Borne, ffoms and cry of 
hounds heard. 

Bnter Titus Andkonicus, with Hunters, Ac., Makcus, 
Lucius, Quintus, and Maetius. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the mom is bright and grey. 
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The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay. 

And wake the emperor and his lovely bride. 

And rouse the prince, and ring a hunter’s peal, 

I'hat all the court may echo with the noise. 

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To attend the emperor's person carefully : 

I have been troubled in ray sleep this night, 

But dawning day new comfort hath inspirad. 

A ety of hounds, and hams vrinded in a peal. Enter 
SATUKNmus, Tabiora, Bassiamos, Laviku, Demetrius, 
Chiroit, and Attendants. 

Many good morrows to your majesty; 


Scene III . — A londy furt of ths forest. 

Enter Aaron, wiUi a hag of gold, 

Aar. He that had wit would think that I had none. 
To bury so much gold under a tree. 

And never after to inherit it 

Let hitu that thinks of me so abjectly 

Know that this gold must coin a stratagem. 

Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany: 

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest [Hides the gold. 
That have their alms out of the empress’ chest 

Enter Tamora. 

Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look’s! thou sad, 



When every thing doth make a gleeful boast? 

The birds chant melody on every bush. 

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun. 

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind. 

And make a chequer’d shadow on the ground: 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 

And, whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds. 
Replying shrilly to the well-tuned horns. 

As if a double hunt were heard at once. 

Let us sit down and mark their yelping noise; 

And, alter conflict such as was supposed 
The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy’d. 

When with a happy storm they were surprised 
And curtain’d with a counsel-keeping cave, 

We may, each wreathed in the other’s arms. 

Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber; 

Whiles hounds and horns and sweet melodious birds 
Be unto us as is a nurse’s song 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your desires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine; 

What signifies my deadly-standing eye. 

My silence and my cloudy melancholy. 

My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls 
Even as an adder when she doth unroll 
To do some fafal execution? 

Ho, madam, these are no venereal signs; 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand. 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora, the empress of my soul. 

Which never hopes more lieaven than rests in thee. 
This is the day of doom for Bassianus ; 

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day. 

Thy sons make piUage of her chastity. 

And wash their hands in Bassianus’ blood. 


Madam, to you as many and as good: 

I promised your grace a hunter’s peal. 

Sat. And you have rung it lustUy, my lord; 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

JBas. Lsvinia, how say you? 

Lao. I say, no; 

I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on, then; horse and chariots let us have. 
And to our sport. [To Tamora.'\ Madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. 

Marc. I have dogs, my lord, 

Will rouse the oddest panther in the chase. 

And climb the highest promontory top. 

Tii. And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o’er the plain. 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not> we, with horse nor hound. 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [ExeurU, 


Seest thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee. 

And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll 
Kow question me no more; we are espied; 

Here comes • parcel of our hopeful booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives’ destruction. 

Tam, Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to jme than life! 
Aar. No more, 'great empress; Bassianus comes: 

Be cross with Mm; and I’ll go fetch thy. sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe’er they be.^ [Exit. 

Enter Bassianos and Lavinia 

Bos. Who have we here? Rome’s roy4 empress, 
Unfurnish’d of her well-beseeming troop 7 ; 

Or is it Dian, habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy ^ves 
To see the general hunting in this forest f 
Tam. Saucy controller of our private aleps 1 
Had I the power that some say Dian had. 
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Th^ templea should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Actteon's; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new>transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art I 
Lav. Under ydur patience, gentle empress, 

’Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning; 

And to ra doubted that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try e^eriments: 

Jovo shield your husband mm his hounds to-day 1 
'Tis pity they should take him for a stag. 

Baa, Uelieve me, queen, your swarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body’s hue, 

Spotted, detrated, and abominable. 

Why are you sequester’d from all your train. 
Dismounts from your snow-white goodly steed. 

And wander’d hither to an obscure plot. 

Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor, 

If foul desire bad not conducted you? 

Lav. And, being intercepted in your sport. 

Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For saucinoss. 1 pray you, let us hence. 

And let her joy her raven-colour’d love : 

’i'his valley fits the purpose passing well. 

Baa. The king my brother shall have note of this. 
Imv. Ay, for these slips have made him noted long: 
Good king, to be so mightily abused 1 

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this? 

Entvr Demetrius anA Cbiron. 

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our gracious mother 1 
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan? 

Tam. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale? 
These two have ’ticed me hither to this place: 

A barren detested vale, you see, it is: 

The trees, though summer, vet forlorn and lean, 
O’ercome with moss and baleful mistletoe: 

Here never shines the sun; here notiiihg breeds. 

Unless the nightly owl or fatal raven : 

And when they show’d me this abhorred pit. 

They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 

A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 

'fen thousand swelling toads, os many urchins,^ ' 

Would make such fearful and confused cries 

As anv mortal body heating it 

Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 

No sooner had they told this hellish tale. 

But straight they told me they would bind me here 
Unto the body of a dismal yew. 

And leave mo to this miserable death : 

And then they call’d me foul adulteress, 

I.AScivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That ever ear did hear to such effect: 

And, had you nut by wondrous fortune come, 

'Ihis ven^ance on mo bad they executed. 

Revenge it, as you love your motheFs^ life. 

Or be ye not henceforth call’d my children. 

Dem. This is a witness that I am thy son. 

Baaaianua. 

Chi. And this for me, struck home to show my strength. 

[AUo ataha Baaaianua, who diea. 
Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis, nay, barbarous Tamora, 
For no name fits thy nature but ^y own I 

Tam Give mo thy poniard ; you shall know, my boys, 
Your mothers hand shall right your mother’s wrong. 

Dam. Stay, madam; hero is more belongs to her; 
First thrash the com, then after bum the straw: 

This minion stood upon her chastity. 

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 

VOL. HL 


And with that painted* hope braves your mightiness: 
And shall she carry this unto her grave ? * '*"*“**^ 

Chi. An if she do, I would 1 were an eunuch. 

Drag hence her husband to some secret hole. 

And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 

Tam. But when ye liave the honey ye desire. 

Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam, we will make that sure. 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 

Lav. O Tamora I thou beaFst a woman’s face — 

Tam. I will not hear her speak; away with her! 
Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 
Dem. Listen, fair madam: let it bo your glory 
To see her tears; but be your heart to them 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tiger’s young ones teach the dam ? 
0, do not learn her wrath; slie taught it thee; 

The milk thou suck’dst from her did turn to marble; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tymnny. 

Yet every mother breeds not sons alike: 

\To Chiron.^ Do thou entreat her show a woman pity. 
Chi. What, wouldst thou have me prove myself a bastard ? 
Lav. ’Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 
Yet have I heard — 0, could I find it now I — 

The lion moved with pity did endure 
To have his princely paws pared all away: 

Some say that ravens foster forlorn children, 

The wh^t their own birds famish in their nests : 

0, be to me, though thy hard heart say no. 

Nothing so kind, but something pitiful! 

Tam. 1 know not what it means ; away with her ! 
Lav. O, let me teach thee ! for iny father's sake. 
That gave thee life, when well be might have slain thee. 
Bo not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tam. Had’st thou in person ne’er offended me. 

Even for his stdre am 1 pitiless. 

Remember, boys, I pour’d forth tears in vain. 

To save your brother from the sacrifice; 

But fierce Andronicus would not relent: 

Therefore, away with her, and use her as you will. 

The worse to her, the better loved of me. 

Lav. 0, Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen. 

And with thine own hands kill me in this place! 

For ’tis not life that I have begg'd so long: 

Poor I was slain when Bassianus died. 

Tam. What begg’st thou, then ? fond woman, let me go. 
Lav. 'Tis present death I beg; and one thing more 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 

O, keep me from their worse than killing lust. 

And tumble me into some loathsome pit. 

Where never man’s eye may behold my body: 

Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tam. So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee: 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Dem Away! for thou hast stay’d us here too long. 
Lav. No grace ? no womanhood ? Ah, beastly creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name! 

Confusion fall — 

Chi. Nay, then I’ll stop your mouth. Bring thou her 
husband : 

’This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

\_DemUriua throwa the body of Baaaianua^ into the pit ; 

then exeunt Demetriua and Chiron, dragging off Lavinia. 
Tam. Farewell, my sons : see that you mue her sure. 
Ne’er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 

Till all the Andronici be made away. 

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 

And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. [Exit. 

45 
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Jie~tnier Aakon, vfith QuiMTUS and Maktius. 

Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before: 
Straight vrill I bring you to the loathsome pit 
Where I espied the panther fast asleep. 

Quin. My sight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 

Mart. And mine, I promise you ; were’t not for shame. 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile 

[Fcdls xnUo ths pH* 

Quin. Wbat^ art thou fall’n 7 What subtle hole is this. 
Whose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briers. 

Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood 
As imh as morning's dew distill'd on flowers? 

A very fatal place it seems to me. 

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Mart. O brother, with the dismall'st object hurt 
That ever eye with sight made heart lament I 


Aar. [Asufa] Now will 1 fetch the king to find then 
here, 

That he thereby may give a likely guess 

How these were they tut made away his brother. \Eml. 

Mart Whv dost not comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallowed and blood-stained hole? 

Qtttn. I am surprised with an uncouth* fear : • w******* 
A chilling sweat o^er-runs my trembling joints: 

My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heai-t, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den. 

And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

(^ta. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate heart 
not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise: 

O, tell me how it is; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child to fear I know not what 



Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here. 

All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb. 

In this detest^, dark, blood-driiddng pit 
Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know 'tis be ? 
MarL Upon his bloody finger he dotli wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole. 

Which, like a taper in some monument. 

Doth shine upon the dead man's earth]^ cheeks. 

And diows the tagg'd entrails of the pit: 

So'pale did shine we moon on Pyramus, 

When he by night lay bathed in maiden Mood. 

0 brother, help me with tiiy faintipg hand — 

If fear ha& made thee faint es me it haUi — 

Out of this fdl devouring receptacle. 

As hatefiil as Cocytos' misty mouth. 

Quin. Beach me thy hand, that 1 may help thee out 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good. 


1 may be pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit poor Bassianus’ grava 
I have no strflbgth to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb witheut thy help. 
Quin. Thy hand once more; I will not loose again. 
Till thou art here ^oft or I bdow : 

Thou canst not come to me : I come to thee. [Falla in. 

Bntar SATUUOinni wUh Aaboi^ 

Sat. Along with me : ITl see what hoi# is here. 

And what he is that now is leapt into it t 
Say, who art thou tiiat latelv diut descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mart, ^^e unhappy son of old Andronieus ; 

Brought hither in a most unluoky hour. 

To tod f, (.ndbor Buoiu.. dood. 
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Sai. }Ay brother dead! I know thou dost but jest : Scknb IV.—ATioiher pari of the foreit. 

He end his lady both are at the lodge » T^ 

Upon the north side of this pleasant chase; UEMKTRiua and Chiron, with Lavinu, rawHud; her 

’Tis not an hour since I left him there. ' hmds euA off, O'^d her tongw cut out. 


ifart. We know not where you left him all alive : 
Hut, out, alasl here have we found him dead. 

Re-enter Tamora, vrith Attendants; Titus Andronicus, 
and Lucius. 

Tam. Where is my lord the king? 

Sat. Here, Tamora, though grieved with killing 
grief. 

Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus? 

Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my 
wound : 

Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 

The complot of this timeless' tragedy; * «“«'»">“• 

And wonder gi^tly that man’s face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

giveth, Saturnine a Utter. 
Sai. [Reade.] ' An if we miss to meet him handsomely — 
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus ‘tis we mean — 

Do thou so much as dig the grave for him; 

Thou know’st our meaning. Look for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder-tree 
Which overshades the mouth of that same pit 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 

Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends' 

0 Tamora I was ever heard the like? 

This is. the pit, and this the elder-tree. 

Look, sits, if you can find the huntsman out 
That should have murder'd Bassianus here, 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

Sal. \To Titus^ Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody 
kind. 

Have here bereft my brother of his life. 

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison : 

There let them bide until we have devised 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam What, are they in this pit? 0 wondrous 
thing I 

How easily murder is discovered! 

Tii, High emperor, upon my feeble knee 

1 beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed. 

That this fell fault of my accursed sons — 

Accursed, if the fault be proved in them — 

Sai, If it be proved ! you see it is apparent 
Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you? 

Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Tit. I did, my lord: yet lot me be their bail; 

For, by my ihther's reverend tomb, I vow 
They shall be ready at your highn^’ will. 

To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat, Thou shalt not bail them : sec thou follow me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the murderers: 

Let them not speak a word ; the guilt is plain ; 

For, by my soul, were there worse end than death. 

That end upon them should be executed. ^ 

Tam Andronicus, I will entreat the king: 

Fear not thy sons; they shall do well enough.^ 

Tit. Come, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with them. 

[Exeunt. 


Rem So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak. 
Who ‘twas that cut thy tongue and ravish'd thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning so. 
An if thy stumps will let thee play the scribe. 

Rem See, how with signs and tokens she can scrowl. 
Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy hands. 
Rem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wash , 
And so let’s leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi. An ’twere my case, I should go hang myself. 
Ran. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the cord. 

[Exeunt Remetriua and Chiron. 

Enter Marcus. 

Mar. Who is this ? my niece, that flies away so fast 
Cousin, a word; where is your husband? 

If 1 do dream, would all my wealth would wake me! 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down. 

That I may dumber in eternal sleep! 

Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands 
Have lopp’d and hew'd and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches, those sweet ornaments, 

Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep in, 
And might not gain so great a happiness 
As have thy love ? Why dost not speak to me f 
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood. 

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind. 

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips. 

Coming and going with thy honey bi-eath. 

But, sure, some Tereus hath deflowered thee. 

And lest thou sbouldst detect him cut thy tongue. 

Ah, now thou tum’st away thy face for shame! 

And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood. 

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts. 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan’s face. 

Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 

Shall I speak for thee? shall 1 say 'tis so? 

0, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beast. 

That I might rail at him, to ease my mind ! 

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp’d. 

Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue. 

And in a tedious sampler sew’d her mind : 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee; 

A craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met. 

And he hath cut those pretty Angers off. 

That could have better sew’d than Philomel. 

0, had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen-leaves, upon a lute. 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them. 

He would not then have touch’d them for his life! 

Or, had be heard the heavenly harmony 
Which that sweet tongue hath made. 

He would have dropp’d his knife, and fell asleep 
As Cerberas at the Thracian poet’s feet 
Come, let ns go, and make thy father blind; 

For such a sight will blind a father’s eye: 

One hour’s storm will drown the fragrant meads; 

What will whole months qf tears thy father’s eyes? 

Do not draw back, for we will mo^ with thee: 

0, could our mourning ease thy misery ! [Exeurd. 




ACT 111. 

Scene l .— Bmt , A strut . 


EnUr Judges, Senators, avd Tribunes, with Maetius avd 
Qointus, hound, passing on to the place of execution; 
Trrus going lefore, picking. 

Tit. Hear me, grave fathers! noble tribunes, stay! 
For pity of mine age, whose youth w\s spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept; 

For all my blood in Home’s great quarrel, shed; 

For all the frosty nights that I have watch’d; 

And for these bitter tears, which now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks; 

Be pitiful to my condemned sons. 

Whose souls are not corrupted as 'tis thought. 

For two and twenty sons I never wept. 

Because they died in honour’s lofty b^ 

[Lieth. down; the Judges, die., pass by him, and Exeunt. 
For these, these, tribunes, in the dust I write 
My heart's deep languor and my soul’s sad tears : 

Let my tears stanch the earth’s dry appetite; 

My sons’ sweet blood will make it shame and blush. 

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain. 

That shall distil from these two ancient urns, 

Than youthful April shall with all his showers: 

In summer’s drought I’ll drop upon thee still; 

In winter with warm tears I’ll melt the snow> 

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face. 

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons’ blood. 

Enter Lucius, with his sword drawn, 

0 reverend tribunes! 0 gentle, aged men! 

Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death ; 

And let me say, that never wept before, 

My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Zue. 0 noble fiither, you lament in vain : 

The tribunes hear you not ; no man is by ; 

And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead. 

Grave tribunes, once mote I entreat of you— 


Zuc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you speak. 
Tit. Why, ’tis no matter, man: if they did hear, 
They would not mark me, or if they did mark, 

They would not pity me, yet plead I must; 

And bootless unto them: 

Therefoie I tell my sorrows to the stones; 

Who, though they cannot answer my distress. 

Yet ia some sort they are better than the tribunes. 

For that they will not intercept my tale: 

When I do weep, .they humbly at ray feet 
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me ; 

And, were they but attired in grave weeds. 

Home could afford no tribune like to these. 

A stone is soft as wax — tribunes more hard than stones: 
A stone is silent, and offendeth not. 

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death [Eisfs. 
But wherefore stond’st thou with thy weapon dmwn? 

Zue. To rescue my two brothers from their death : 
For which attempt the judges have pronounced 
My everlasting doom of banishment 

Tit. 0 happy man! they have befriended thee. 

Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive 
That Home is but a wilderness of tigers? 

Tigers must ^y, and Home affords no prey 
But me and mine: bow happy art thou, then. 

From these devourers to be banished! 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

_ 5 

Enter Mabcub and Lavinia. 

Afare. Titus, prepare thy aged eyes to veep; 

Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break : 

I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit. Will it consume me? let me see it, then. 

Jdare. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is. 

Zuc. Ay me, this object kills me! 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look Upon her. 
Speak, ^vinia, what accursed hand 
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Hath made thee handless in thy father’s sight? 

What fool hath added water to the sea, 

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? 

My grief was at the height before thou earnest, 

And now, like Stilus, it disdaineth bounds. 

Give me a sword. I’ll chop off my hands too; 

For they have fought for Kome, and all in vain; 

And they have nursed this woe, in feeding life; 

In bootless prayer have they been hold up. 

And they have served me to effectless use: 

Now all the service I require of them 
Is that the one will help to cut the other. 

’Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands; 

For liamls, to do Rome service, are but vaiu. 

Lue. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr’d thee? 
Marc. 0, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 

That blabb’d them with such pleasing eloquence, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every earl 
Lue. 0. say thou for her, who hath done this deed ? 
Marc. 0, thus 1 found her, straying in the park. 
Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer 
That hath received some unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer; and he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill’d me dead: 

For now I stand as one upon a rock 
Environ'd with a wilderness of sea, 

WIio marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave. 
Expecting ever when some envious suige 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 

This wpy fn death my wretched sons are gone; 

Hero stands my other son, a banish’d man. 

And here my brother, weeping at my woes: 

But that which gives my soul the greatest spurn. 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. 

Had I but seen thy picture in this plight. 

It would have madded me: what shall I do 

Now I behold thy lively* body so? tun**. 

Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears; 

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr’d thee: 

Thy husband he is dead; and for his death 
Thy brothers arc condemn'd, and dead by this. 

Look, Marcus 1 ah, son Lucius, look on her! 

When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey-dew 
Upon a gather'd lily almost wither’d. 

Mare. Perchance she weeps becauscLthey kill’d her husband ; 
Perchance because she knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did kiU thy husband, then be joyful. 
Because the law hath ta’en revenge on them. 

No, no, they would not do so foul a deed; 

Witness the sorrow that their sister medees. 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips; 

Or make some ‘sign how I may do thee ease : 

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain. 
Looking edl downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain’d, as meadows, yet not dry. 

With miry slime left on them by a flood? 

And in tne fountain shall we gaze so long 
Till the fresh taste be taken mm that dearness. 

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears? 

Or shall we cut away our hands like thine? 

Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Pass the remainder of our hateful days ? 

What shall we do? let \i8, that have our tongues. 

Plot some device of further misery. 

To make us wonder’d at in time to come. 


Luc. Sweet father, cease your tears ; for, at your grief. 
See how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Marc. Patience, dear niece. Good Titus, dry thine 
eyes. 

1^. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine. 

For thou, poor man, hast drown’d it with thine own. 
Zuc. Ah, my Lavinia, 1 will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark I I understand her signs : 
Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say 
That to her brother which I said to thee: 

His napkin, with his tiue team all bewet, 

Can do no service on her sorrowful chceka 
0, what a sympathy of woe is this. 

As far from help as Limbo is from bliss! 

JSnter Aaron. 

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word^ — that, if thou love thy sons. 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 

And send it to the king : he for the same 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive; 

And that shall be the ransom for their fault. 

Tit. 0 gracious emperor I 0 gentle Aaron ! 

Did ever raven sing so like a lark. 

That gives sweet tidings of the sun’s uprise ? 

With all my heart. I’ll send the emperor 
My hand: 

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop is off? 

Luc. Stay, father! for that noble hand of thine. 
That hath thrown down so many enemies. 

Shall not be sent : my hand shall ser^’e the turn : 

My youth can better spare my blood than you; 

And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives. 

Marc. Which of your hands hath not defended Romo, 
And rear’d aloft the bloody battle-axe. 

Writing destruction on the enemy’s castle? 

O, none of both but are of high desert : 

My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death; 

Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come, agree whose hand shall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Marc. My hand shall go. 

Lue. By heaven, it shall not go I 

TU. Sirs, strive no more : such wither’d herbs as these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mina 
Lue. Sweet father, if I shall bo thought thy son. 

Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mare. And, for our fathers sake and mother’s care. 
Now let me show a brother’s love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you; I will spare my hand. 

Lue. Then I^l go fetch an axa 
Mare. But I will use the aza 

[£zeunt Luciue and Mareue. 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I’ll deceive them both: 
Lend me thy hand, and I wUl give thee mina 
Aar. [Aaide."] If that be call’d deceit, I will be honest. 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : 

But I'll deceive you in another sort, 

And that you’ll say, ere half an hour pasa 

{Cuts off Titv£s hand. 

JU-enter Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit, Now stay your strife : what shall be is despatch’d. 
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers; bid him bury it; 
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More hath it merited ; that let it have. 

As for roy sons, say I account of them 
As jewels purchased at an easy price; 

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aar. 1 go, Andronicus; and for thy hand 
Look by and by to have thy sons with thee. 

[Aside.] Their heads, I mean. 0, how this villany 
Doth fat me with the ve^ thoughts of it ! 

fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 

Aaron will have his soul black like his face. [ExU. 

TU. 0, here I lift this one hand up to heaven, 

And bow this feeble ruin to the earth: 

If any power pities wretched tears, 

To that 1 call ! [To Lav^ What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 
Do then, dear heart ; for heaven shall hear our prayers ; 
Or with our sighs well breathe the welkin dim, 

And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 


Mare. 0 brother, speak with possibilities, 

And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, haying no bottom? 
Then be my passions bottomless with them. 

Mare. But yet let reason govern thy lament 
TU. If there were reason for these miseries. 

Then into limits could I bind my woes: 

When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth overflow ? 
If the winds rago, doth not the sea wax road, 
Threatening the welkin with his big-swoln face ? 

And wilt thou have a reason for this coil? 

I am the sea; hark, how her sighs do blowl 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 

Then must my earth witli her continual tears 
B^ome a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd; 

For why* my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 



Tlien give me leave, for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 

JEtnJttr a Messenger, with two heads and a hand. 

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent'st the emperor. 

Here are the heads of thy two noble sons; 

And here's thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back ; 

Thy griefs tW sports, thy resolution mock'd; 

That woe is me to think upon thy woes 

More than remembrance of my father's death. [Exit. 

Mare. Now let hot .£tna cool in Sicily, 

And be my heart an ever-burning belli 
These miseries are more than may be borna 
To weep with them that ween doth ease some deal ; 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Lue. Ah, that this sight should make so deep a wouud, 
And yet detested life not shrbk ther^t! 

That ever death should let life bear his name^ 

Where, life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

- [Lavinia hisses TUns. 

Mare. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless 


As ftozen water to a starved snaka 
TU. When will this fearful slumber have an end ? 
Mare. Now, farewell, flattenr: die, Andronicus; 

Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons' heads. 

Thy warlike band, thy mangled daughter here; 

Thy other banish'd son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless; and tly brother, I, 

Even lixe a slony image^ cold and numb. 

Ah, now no mote will 1 control thy griem: 

Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eye^: 

Now is a time to storm; why art thou sfill? 

TU. Ha, ha, hal 

Mart. Why dost thou laugh ? it fiU not f ith this hour. 
TU. Why, I have not another tear to shed: 

Besides, this sorrow is an enemy, t 

And would usurp upon my watery eyes, * 

And make them blind witii tributary teaijl: 

Then which way shall I find Revenge's onve? 

For these two heads do seem to speak to me 
And threat roe I shall never come to bliss 
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Till all theae miachiefs be return’d again 
Eiren in their throats that have committed them. 

Come, let me see what task I have to do. 

You heavy people, circle me about, 

That I may turn me to each one of you. 

And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 

The vow is made. Come, brower, take a head; 

And in this hand the other will I bear. 

Laviuia, thou shalt be employ’d : these arnu I 
Hear thou my hand, sweet wonch, between thy teeth. 
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my sight: 

'Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay: 

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there : 

And if you love me, as I think you do. 

Let's kiss and part^ for we have much to do. 

[JSjxunt Tiiits, Marcus, and Lavinia. 
Lae. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father, 

The wofuU’st man that ever lived in Rome: 

Farewell, proird Roma; till Lucius come again. 

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life: 

Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister; 

0, would thou wert as thou tofore hast been! 

But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives 
But in oblivion and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs; 

And make proud Saturnine and his empress 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 

Now will I to the Gotha, and raise a power. 

To be revenged on Romo and Saturnine. [J&eU. 

Scene II. — A room in Titus’s house. A banquet set out. 
Enter Titus, Makcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius, a Boy. 

Tit. So, so; now sit: and look you eat no mote 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us. 

As will revenj^ these bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot: 

Tliy niece, and I, poor creatures, want our hands. 

And cannot passionate our ten-fold grief 

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 

Is left to tyrannize upon my breast; 

Who, when my heart, all mad with misery, 

Beats in this Wlow prison of ray flesh. 

Then thus I thump it down. 

[ To Lavinia^ Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signal 
Wlien thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating. 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 

Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans; 

Or get some little knife between thy teeth. 

And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall 
May run into that sink, and soaking in 
Drown Ijhe lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mare. Fie, brother, fie! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now I has sorrow made thee dote already ? 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 

Wh^ violent hands can she lay on her life? 

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands ; 

To bid .Aneas teU. the tale twice o’er. 


How Troy was burnt and he made miserable? 

0, handle not the theme, to talk of hands, 

Lrat we remember still that we have none. 

Fie, fie, how franticly I square my talk, 

As if we should foiget we had no hands. 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands! 

Come, let’s fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this: 

Here is no drink I Hark, Marcus, what she says ; 

I can interpret all her martyr’d signs; 

She says she drinks no other drink but tears. 

Brew'd with her sorrow, mesh’d upon her cheeks: 
Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thoughts; 

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect 
As b^^ng hermits in their holy prayers: 

'I'hou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven, 
Kor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 

But I of these will wrest an alphabet 

And by still practice learn to know thy meaning. 

Eoy. Gh>od grandsire, leave these bitter deep laments : 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Mare. Alas, the tender boy, in passion moved. 

Doth weep to see his grandsire’s heaviness. 

Tit. Peace, tender sapling; thou art made of team, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 

f^Mareus strikes the dish with a knife. 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy kniie? 
JIfarc. At that that I have kill’d, my lord ; a fly. 
Tit. Out on thee, murdeier! thou kill’st my heart; 
Mine eyes are do/d with view of tyranny : 

A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Titus’ brother : get thee gone ; 

1 see thou art not for my company. 

JIfarc. Alas, my lord, I have but kill’d a fly. 

TU. But? bow if that fly had a father and mothei ? 
How would he bang his slender gilded wings. 

And buzz lamenting doings in the air! 

Poor harmless fly. 

That, with his pretty buzzing melody. 

Came here to make us merry ! and thou hast kill’d him. 

Mare. Pardon me, sir ; it was a black, ill-iavoured fly. 
Like to the empress’ Moor; therefore I kill'd him. 

TU. 0, 0, 0, 

Then paifion me for reprehending thee, 

For thou hast done a charitable deed. 

Give me thy knife, I will insult on him; 

Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor. 

Come hither purposely to poison me. — 

There’s for thyself, and that’s for Tamora. 

Ah, sirrah I 

Yet, I think, wo are not brought so low. 

But that between us we can kill a fly. 

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mare. Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on him, 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit. Come, take away. Lavinia, go with me: 

I’ll to thy closet; and go read with thee 
Sad stories chanced in the times of old. 

Come, ^y, and go with me: thy sight is young. 

And thou shalt read when mine begin to dazzle. {Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


ScEMK L— J2ome. 

Enlter yowng Lucius, and Lavinia. running after him, and 
the ioy flies from her, vnth books under his arm. Then 
enter Trrus and Marcus. 

YouTig Luc. Help, grandsire, help! luy aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why: 

Good uncle Mareus, see how swift she comes. 

Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mare. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine aunt 
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Foun^ Lue. Ay, when my father was in Borne she did 
Mare. What means my niece Lavinia by these signs ^ 
TU. Fear her not^ Lucius : somewhat doth she mean : 
See, Lucius, see how much she makes of thee: 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Bead to her sons than she hath read to thee 
Sweet poetry and Tully’s Orator. 

Mare. Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee 
thus? 

Tomg Lue. My lord, I know not^ I, nor can 1 guess. 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her: 

For 1 have heard my grandsire say full oft^ 

Extremity of griefs would make men mad; 

And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 

Ban mad through sorrow: that made me to fear; 

Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt I 


Titus's garden. 

Loves me as dear as e’er my mother did. 

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth 
Which made mo down to throw my books, and fly— 
Causeless, perhapa But pardon me, sweet aunt 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 

I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 

Mare. Lucius, 1 will. 

[Lavinia turns over vnth her slumps the booU 
which Lucius has let fall 
Td. How now, Lavinia I Marcus, what means this? 
Some book there is that she desires to see. 

Which is it, oirl, of these? Open them, boy 
But thou art aeeper read, and better skill’d; 

Come, and take choice of all my library. 

And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Beveal the damn’d contriver of this deed. 

Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thu|? 

Mare. I think she moans that there was more than one 
Confederate in the fact: ay, more there wa«: 

Or else to heaven she heaves them for ravage. 

Tit Ludm^ what book is that she tosseth so? 
Young Lue. Grandsire, ’tie Ovid’s Metarqorphoses ; 
My mother gave it me. 

Mare. For love of her that’s gone, 

Perhaps she culfd it from among the rest. 

Tit Soft! see how busily she turns the leaves 1 
i [Helping her. 
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What would she find? Lavinia, shall I read? 

This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 

And treats of Tereus’ treason and his rape ; 

And rape, I fc^r, was root of thiue annoy, 
jifurc. See, brother, see; note how she quotes^ the 
leaves. * 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surprised, sweet girl, 
Ravish’d and wron^d, as Philomela was. 

Forced in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods? 

See, seel 

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt — 

0, had we never, never hunted there! — 

Pattern’d by that the poet here describes. 

By nature made for murders and for rapes. 

Marc. O, why should nature build so foul a den. 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies? 

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, for here are none but friends. 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed: 

Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 

That left the camp to sin in Lucrcce’ bed? 

Mare. Sit down, sweet niece : brother, ait down by me. 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 

Inspire me, that I may this treason find I 
My lord, look here: look here, Lavinia: 

This sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst. 

This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 

[He writes his name with his staff, and guides it 

with feet and mouth. 

Cursed be that heart that forced us to this shift! 

Write thou, good niece; and here display, at last. 

What God will have di8covei'’d for revenge: 

Heaven guide thy peu to print thy sorrows plain. 

That we may know the traitors and the truth! 

takes Vu staff in her mouth, and guides it 
with her stumps, and writes. 
Tit. 0, do ye read, my lord, what she hath writ? 
'Stuprum. Chiron. Demetrius.’ 

Marc. What, what ! the lustful sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed? 

TU. Magni Dominator poli, 

Tam lentus audis scelera? tarn lentus vides? 

Mare. O, calm thee, gentle lord; although I know 
There is enough written upon this earth 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts. 

And arm the mind of infants to exclaims. 

My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel; 

And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector’s hope; 

And swear with me, as, with the woful fere* •«<«>*“>«« 
And father of that chaste dishonour’d dame. 

Lord Junius Brutus swore for Lucrece’ rape. 

That we will prosecute by good advice 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 

And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit. ’Tis sure enough, an you ko4w how. 

But if you hunt these bear-whelps, then beware: 

The dam will wake; and, if she wind you once, 

She’s with the lion deeply still in league. 

And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back. 

And when he sleeps will she do what she list. 

You are a young huntsman, Marcus; let it alone; 

And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass. 

And with a gad of steel will write these words. 

And lay it by: the angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands, like Sibyl's leaves, abroad. 

And where’s your lesson, tlien? Boy, what say you? 

Young Luc. 1 say, my lord, that if 1 were a man. 
Their mother’s bed-ohamW should not be safe 
For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

VOL. III. 


Marc. Ay, that’s my boy ! thy father hath full oft 
For his ungrateful country done the like. 

Young Luc. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live. 

TU. Come, go with me into mine armoury; 

Lucius, I’ll fit thee; and withal, my boy, 

Shalt carry from mo to the empress’ sons 
Presents that I intend to send them both: 

Come, come; thou’lt do thy message, wilt thou not^ 
Young Luc. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, 
grandsire. 

Tit. No, boy, not so; I'll teach thee another course. 
Lavinia, come. Marcus, look to my house: 

Lucius and I’ll go brave it at the court: 

Ay, marry, will we. sir; and we’ll bo waited on. 

[ExeurU TUus, Lavinia, and Young Lucius. 
Marc. 0 heavens, can you hear a good man groan. 
And not relent, or not compassion him? 

Marcus, attend him. in his ecstasy. 

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart 
Than foemen’s marks upon his batter’d shield; 

But yet so just that he will not revenge. 

Revenge, ye heavens, for old Andronicus! [ExU. 

Scene II . — The same. A room in tfu palau. 

Enter, from one side, Aaron, Demetrius, and Chiron; 
from the other side, young Lucius, and an Attendant, 
wUh a handle of weapons, and verses writ upon Hum. 

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucius; 

He hath some message to deliver us. 

Aar, Ay, some mad message from his mad grandfather. 
Young Jau. My lords, wiui all the humbleness I may, 
I greet your honours from Andronictis. 

[Aside.] And pray the Roman gods confound you both ! 
Lem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius : what’s the news ? 
Young Luc. [Aside.] That you are both decipher’d, 
that’s the news. 

For villains mark’d with rape. — May it please you, 

My grandsire, well advised, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of bis armoury 
To gratify your honourable youth. 

The hope of Rome ; for so be bade me say ; 

And so I do, and with bis gifts present 
Your lordships, that^ whenever you have need. 

You may be armed and appointed well: 

And so I leave you both: [Aside.] like bloody villains. 

[Exeunt young Lucius and Attendant. 
Lem. What’s here? A scroll; and written round about? 
Let’s see: 

[Reads.] *Int^r vitie, scelerisque purus. 

Non eget Mauri jaculis, ncc arcu.’ 

Chi. 0, ’tis a verse in Horace; I know it well: 

I rc«d it in the grammar long ago. 

Aar. Ay, just; a verse in Horace; right, you have it. 
[Aside.] Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 

Here’s no sound jest! the old man hath found their guilt ; 
And sends them weapons wrapp'd about with lines. 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick. 

But were our witty empress well afoot. 

She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit: 

But let her rest in her unrest awhile. — 

And now, mung lords, was’t not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so. 

Captives, to be advanced to this height? 

It did me good, before the palace gate 
To brave the tribune in his brother’s hearing. 

Lem. But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate and send us gilts. 

46 
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Aar. Had he not reason, Lord Demetrius? 

Did you not use his daughter very friendly? 

Dem. I would we had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust 
CAi. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say amen. 
CAi. And that would she for twenty thousand more. 
Item. Come, let us go; and pray to all the gods 
For our belov^ mother in her pains. 

Aar. Pray to the devils; the gods have 

given us over. [Trvmjptti sound witAin. 

Jkm. Why do the emperor’s trumpets flourish thus? 
CAi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Dm. Soft I who comes here? 

Enter a Kurse, witA a Kaehaimoor Child in her arms, 

Nwr. Good morrow, lords: 

0, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor? 

Aar. Well, more or less, or ne'er a whit at all. 

Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now? 

Nm. 0 gentle Aaron, we are all undone I 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore 1 
Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep? 
What dost thou ^vrap and fumble in thine arms? 

Nur. O, that which I would hide fh)m heaven's eye. 
Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace! 

She is deliver'd, lor^; she is deliver'd. 

Aar. To whom? 

Nur. I mean, she is brought a>bed. 

Aar. Well, God give her good rest! What hath he 
sent her? 

Nur. A devU. 

Aar. Why, then she is the devil's dam ; a joyful issua 
Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue : 
Here is the tobe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our dime: 

The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal. 

And biu thee christen it with thy dagger’s point 
Aar. 'Zounds, ye whore! is black so base a hue? 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure. 

Dm Villain, what hast thou done? 

Aar. That which thou const not undo. 

CAi. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aar. Villain, 1 have done thy mother. 

Dm And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice! 
Accursed the offspring of so foul a fiend! 

CAL It shall not live. 

Aar. It shall not die. 

Nur. Aaron, it must; the mother wills it so. 

Aar. What, must it, nurse? then let no man but I 
Do execution on my flesh and blood. 

Detn. I’ll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point: 
Nurse, give it me; my sword shall soon dispatcn it. 
Aar. Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels up. 
[Takes the Child from the Nurse, and draws. 
Stay, murderous villains! wiU you kill your brother? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky. 

That shone so brighUy when this bojr was got. 

He dies upon my scimitar's sharp point 
That touches this my flrst-bom son and heir! 

I tdl you, younglings, not Encdadus, 

With all his threatening band of G^phon's brood. 

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war. 

Shall seise this prey out of his father's hands. 

What, what, ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys! 

Te white-limra walb! ye alehouse painted signs 
Coal-Mack is better than another hue. 

In that it scorns to bear another hue; 


For all the water in the ocean 

Can never turn the swan’s black legs to white, 

Although she lave them hourly in the flood. 

Tell the empress from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own, excuse it how she can. 

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus ’ 
Aar. My mistress is my mistress; this myself. 

The vigour and the picture of my youth: 

This before all the world do 1 prefer; 

This maugie all the world will I keep safe. 

Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is for ever shamed. 

Chi Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 

Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death. 
CAi, I blush to think upon tMa ignoiny. 

Aar. Why, there’s the privil^e your ti^uty bears: 
Fle^ treacherous hue, that wiU betray with blushing 
The dose enacts and counsels of the heart! 

Here's a young lad framed of another leer : * • c*"!*"** 

Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father. 

As who should say, 'Old lad, 1 am thine own.’ 

He is your brother, lords, sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you. 

And ftrom that womb where you imprison’d were 
He is enfianchised and come to light: 

Nay, he is your brother by the surer side. 

Although my seal be stamped in his face. 

Nur. Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress ? 
Dm Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done. 

And we will aU subscribe to thy advice: 

Save thou the child, so we may all bo safo. 

Aar. Then sit we down, and let us edl consult. 

My son and I will have the wind of you : 

Keep there: now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

[Huy sit. 

Dm How many women saw this child of his ? 

Aar. Why, so, brave lords I when we join in league, 
T am a lamb: but if you brave the Moor, 

The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, •<* 

The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms. 

But say, again, hpw many saw the child ? 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife and myself; 

And no one else but the deliver'd empress. 

Aar. The empress, the midwife, and yourself: 

Two may keep ooqpsel when the third’s away : 

Go to the empress, tell her this I said. 

[He kills tlu nurse. 

Weke, weke! so cries a pig prepared to the spit. 

Dm What mean’st thou, Aaron? wherefore didst 
thou this? 

Aar. 0 Lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 

ShaU she live to betray this guilt of ours, 

A long-tongued babbling gossip? no, lords, no: 

And now belt known to you my full inteut. 

Not far, one Muli lives, my countryman; 

His wife but yesternight was brought to M; 

His child is like to her, fair as you are: 

Go pack*' with him, and give the mother gold, ^ 

And tdl them both the circumstance of aS; 

And how by this their child shall be advsiiced. 

And be received for the emperor’s heir, ^ 

And substituted in the place of mine. 

To calm this tempest whirline in the courl; 

And let the emperor dandle him for his oirn. 

Hark ye, lords; ye see I have given her physic, 

[Pointing to the Nurse. 
And yon must needs bestow her funeral; 

The fid^ are near, and you are gallant grooms: 

This done, see that you take no longer days, 
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But aend the midwife presently to mo. 

The midwife and the none wdl made away, 

^en let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Ch/i, Aaron, ^ I see thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dem. For this care of Tamora, 

Herself and hers are highly bound to thee. 

[Eoeeunt Dm. and Chi. bearitig off the Nnr^e body 
Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow Hies, 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms. 

And secretly to ^et the empress’ friends. 

Come on, you thiok-lipp’d slave. I’ll bear you hence , 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts: 

I’ll make you feed on berries and on roots. 

And feed on curds and whey], and suck the goat 
And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. 


Scene III — The same. A puilie place 

JirUer Titus, bearing arrows with letters at the ends qf 
them; with him, Mabcus, young Lucius, Publius, Sem- 
FUONIUS, Caius, and other Gentlemen, with bows. 

Tit. Come, Marcus ; come, kinsmen ; this is the way. 
Sir boy, now let me see your archery ; 

Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there straight 
Teivas Astrtea reliquit: 

Be you remember’a, Marcus, she’s gone, she’s fled 
Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins, sliall 
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets; 

Happily you may catch her in the sea; 

Yet there's as little justice as at land : 

No; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it; 

’Tis you must dig with mattock and with spade. 



And pierce the inmost centre of the earth: 

Then, when you come to Plato’s region, 

I pray you, deliver him this petition ; 

Tell him, it is for justice and for aid, 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. 

All, Rome! Well, well; I made thee miserable 
What time I threw the people's suffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o’er me. 

Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all, 

And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch’d 
This wicked emperor may have shipp’d her hence; 

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mare. 0 Publius, is not this a heavy case. 

To see thy noble uncle thus distract? 

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns 
By day and night to attend him carefully, 

And feed Kis humour kindly as we may. 

Till time b^t some careful remedy. 

Mare. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 

Join with the Gotha; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude. 

And vei^ance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. PnbUus, how now I how now, my masters I 
What, have you met with her? 

Pub. No, my good lord; but Pluto sends you word. 


If you will have Revenue from hell, you shall: 

Marry, for Justice, she is so employ’d. 

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else. 

So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

TU. He doth me wrong to feed me with delaya 
I’ll dive into the burning lake below. 

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 

Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we. 

No big-boned men framed of the Cyclops’ size; 

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can bear: 
And, sitb there’s no justice in earth nor hell. 

We will solicit heaven, and move the gods 
To send down Justice for to wreak our wronga 
Come, to this gear. You are a good archer, Marcus; 

[He gives them the arrows. 
’Ad Jovem,’ that’s for you: here, 'Ad Apollinem:' 

*Ad Martern,’ that’s for myself: 

Here, boy, to Pallas: here, to Mercury: 

To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine; 

You were as good to shoot amiiist the wind. 

To it, boy I Marcus, loose when I bid. 

Of my word, I have written to effect; 

Therea not a* god left unsolicited. 

Mare. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the court 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 
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Tit, Now, masters, draw. [They shoot.'] O, well 
said,* Lucius I 

Good boy, in Vine’s lap; give it Fallas. 

Marc. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha, ha ! 

Publius, Publius, what host thou done? 

See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' horns. 

Mare, This was the sporty iny lord : when Publius shot. 
The Bull, being gall'd, gave Aries suck a knock 
That down fell iMth the Bum's horns in the court; 

And who should flud them but the empress' villain'? 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor he should not choose 
But give them to his master for a present. 

Tit. Why, there it goes : God give his lordship joy ! 

E^iier a Clown, wUh a basket, and two pigeono in it. 

News, news from heaven! Marcus, the post is come. 
Sirmh, what tidings? have you any letters? 

Shall 1 have justice? what says Jupiter? 

Clo. O, the gibbet-maker I he says that he hath taken 



them down again, for the man must not be banged till 
the next week 

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee? 

Clo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter; I never dmnk 
with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir; nothing elsa 

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven ? 

Clo. Prom heaven I alas, sir, 1 never came there : God 
forbid I should be so bold to press to heaven in my young 
days. Whv, I am going with my pigeons to the tribunal 
plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and 
one of the emperial's men. 

Mare. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be to serve for 
your oration; and let him deliver the pigeons to the 
emperor from you. 

Txt. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the emperor 
with a grace? 

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in all my 
life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither: make no more ado. 


But give your pigeons to the emperor: 

By me thou shalt have justice at his hands. 

Hold, hold; meanwhile here's money for tliy charges. 
Give me pen and ink. Sirrah, can you with a grace 
deliver a supplication ? 

Clo. Ay, sir. 

Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. And when 
you come to him, at the first approach you must kneel, 
then kiss his foot, then deliver up vour pigeons, and then 
look for your reward. I'll be at nand, sir; see you do 
it bravely. 

Clo. I warrant you, sir, let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, host thou a knife? come, let me see it 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration; 

For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant 
And when thou hast given it the emperor, 

Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Clo. God be with you, sir; I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. Publius, follow me. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — The same. Before the palace. 

Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Demetrius, Chiron, Lords, 
and others; Saturninus with the arrows in his hanil 
that Titus diot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ! was ever seen 
An emperor in Borne thus overborne. 

Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent 
Of egal justice, used in such contempt? 

My lords, you know, as know the mightful gods. 

However these disturbers of our peace 

Buz in the people's ears, there nought hath pass'd. 

But even with law, against the wiltul sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 
His sorrows have so overwhelm'd bis wits, 

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks. 

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redress: ^ 

See, here’s to Jove, and this to Mercury; 

This to Apollo; this to the god of war; 

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Borne! 

What’s this but libelling against the senate. 

And blazoning our injustice every where? 

A goodly humour, is it not, nt^ lords? 

As who would say, in Borne no justice were. 

But if I live, bis feigned ecstasies 
Shall be no shelter to these outrages : 

But he and bis shall know that justice lives 
In Saturninus’ health, whom, if she sleep. 

He’ll so awake as she in fury shall 
Cut off the proud’st conspirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 

Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts. 

Calm thee, aiffl bear the faults of Titus’ age. 

The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons. 

Whose loss hath pif reed him deep and scarf’d his heart ; 

And rather comfort his distressed plight 

Than prosecute the meanest or the best i 

For these contempts. [Ande.] Why, thus it, shall become 

High-witted Tamora to gloze with all: 

But, Titus, I have touch’d thee to the qui^ik. 

Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be wise,- 
Then is all safe, the anchor’s in the port. ■ 

Enter Clown. 

How now, good fellow I wouldst thou speak with us ? 
Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be emperial. 
Tam. f Empress 1 am, but yonder sits the emperor 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


365 


Act IV.] 

Clo. *Ti3 he. God and Saint Stephen give you good 
den : I have brought you a letter and a couple of pigeons 
here. \Saiumirvua reads the Utter, 

Sat, Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 
Clo. How much money must I have? 

Tam. Come, aiiTah, you must be hanged. 

Clo, Hanged! by'r lady, then I have brought up a 
neck to a fair end. \ExU, guarded. 

Sat, Despiteful and intolerable wrongs! 

Shall I endure this monstrous villany? 

I know from whence this same device proceeds: 

May this be borne ? — as if his traitorous sons, 

That died by law for murder of our brother, 

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully! 

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair; 

Nor age nor honour shall shape privilege: 

For this proud mock I'll be thy slaughter-man ; 

Sly frantic wretch, that holp’st to make me great. 

In hope thyself should govern Borne and me. 

ErUer ^Emilius. 

What news witli thee, iEmiliua? 

ASmiL Arm, arm, my lord; Borne never had more 
cause. 

The Goths have gather'd head; and with a power 
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil, 

They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus; 

Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do 
As much os ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths? 

These tidings nip me, and I hang the head. 

As flowers with frost or grass beat down with storms: 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach: 

'Tie he the common people love so much ; 

Myself hath often over-heard them s^y, 

When I have walked like a private man, 


That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully. 

And they have wish'd that Lucius were their emperor. 
l^am. Why should you fear? is not your city strong? 
Sat, Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me to succour him. 

Tam, King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy name. 
Is the sun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it ? 

The eagle suffei-s little birds to sing. 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing that with the shadow of his wings 
He can at pleasure stint their melody: 

Eveit so mayst thou the giddy men of Borne. 

Then cheer thy spirit: for know, thou emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicus 

With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous. 

Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep. 

When as the one is wounded with the bait. 

The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat, But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tam. If Tamora enti'eat him, then he will: 

For I can smooth and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises; that, were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet should botli ear and heart obey my tongue. 

\To jEmilme.'\ Go thou before, be our ambassador: 

Say that the emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and a£ipoint the meeting 
Even at liis father's house, the old Andronicu.s. 

Sat. .Etnilius, do this message honourably : 

And if he stand on hostage for his safety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will please him best. 
JEmil, Your bidding shall I do effectually. {Ixit. 
Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 

And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again. 

And bury all thy fear in my devices. » 

Sat. Then go successantly,® and plead to hint \ Exeunt 
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SCENB I — PlavM near Home 


Enter LuciUS with an army of Goths, with drain and 

colours. 

Lxk. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 

I have received letters from great Borne, 

Which signify what hate they bear their emperor. 

And how desirous of our signt they are. 

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs. 

And wherein Borne hath done you any scath. 

Let him make treble satisfaction. 

First Ooth. Brave slip, sprung from the great An* 
dronicus. 

Whose name was once our tenor, now our comfort; 
Whose high exploits and honourable dee^ 

Tngrateful Borne requites with foul contempt^ 

Be bold in us: we’ll follow where thou leM’s^ 

Like stinging bees in hottest summer’s day 
Led by their master to the flowered fields. 

And Iro avenged on cursed Tamora. 

All the Ooths And as he saith, so say we all with him. 
Lae. 1 humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 

But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron with his Child tn his arms. 

See. Ooth. Benowned Lucius, from our troops I stray'd 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery; 

And, as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
UTOn the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall 
I made unto the noise; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controll’d with this discourse: 

'Peace, tawny slave, half me and half thy dam I 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art. 

Had nature lent thee but thy mother’s look. 

Villain, thou mightst have bran an emperor: 


But where the bull and cow arc both milk-white. 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 

Peace, villain, peace I’ — even thus he rates the babe— 
'For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth; 

Who, when he knows thou art the empress’ babe, 



Will hold thee dearly for thy mother’s sakik’ 

With this, my weapon drawn, I rush’d upob him. 
Surprised him sudoenly, and brought him hither. 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

Lae. O worthy Ooth, this is the incarnate devil 
That rollb’d Andronicus of his good hand ; 
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This is the pearl that pleased your empress' eye, 

And here's the base fruit of his burning lust. 

Say, wall>eyed slave, whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of thy ilend*like face ? 

Why dost not speak? what, deaf? not a word? 

A halter, soldiers I hang him on this tree; 

And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar. Touch not the bov ; he is of royal blood. 

Lue. Too like the sire for ever being good. 

First hang the child, that he may see it sprawl ; 

A sight to vex the father’s soul witbaL 
Get me a ladder. 

[A ladder brought, which Aaron ia made to ascend. 
Aar. Lucius, save the child. 

And bear it from me to the empress. 

If thou do this, I'll show thee wondrous things. 

That highly may advantage thee to hear: 


If thou wilt not, befall what may befall. 

I’ll speak no more but ' Vengeance rot you all I’ 

Luc. Say on : an if it please me which thou speak’st. 
Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish’d. 

Aar. An if it please thee 1 why, assure thee, Lucius, 
’Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak; 

For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massacres. 

Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 

Complots of misraief, treason, villanies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform'd: 

And this shall all be buried by my death. 

Unless thou swear to me my child shall live. 

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; I say thy child shall live. 
Aar. Swear that he shall, and then I will begin. 
Luc. Who should I swear by ? thou believest no god : 
That granted, how canst thou believe an oath ? 

Aar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not; 



Yet, for I know thou art rdigious. 

And hast a thing within thee called coi^ience. 

With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies. 

Which I have seen thee careful to observe. 

Therefore I urge thv oath; for that I know 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god. 

And keeps the oath which by t&t god he swe^. 

To that in urge him: therefore thou shalt vow 
Bv that same god, what god soo’er it be, 

Tmit thou adorest nod hast in reverence, 

To save my boy, to nourish and bring him up; 

Or else I will discover notuht to thee. 

Lue. Even by roy god I swear to thee I will 
Aar. First Imow thon, I be^^t him on the empress. 
Zuo. 0 most insatiate, luxurious woman I 
Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity 
To that whii^ thou dialt hear of me anon. 


'Twas her two sons that murder’d Bassianus ; 

They cut thy sister’s tongue and ravish’d her. 

And cut her hands and trimm’d her as thou saw’st. 
Luc. 0 detestable villain I call’st thou that trimming ? 
Aar. Why, she was wash’d and cut and trimm’d, and 
'twas 

Trim sport for them that had the doing of it 
Lue. 0 barbuous, beastly villains, like thyself I 
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them : 
That codding spirit had they from their mother. 

As sure a card as ever won the set; 

That bloody mind, I think, they leam'd of me. 

As true a dog as ever fought at head. 

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth, 

I train’d thy brethren to that ^^eral hole 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay: 

I wrote tilie letter that thy father found. 
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And hid the ^Id within the letter mention’d, 
Confederate with the queen and her two sons: 

And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue. 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it? 

I play’d the cheater for thy father’s hand. 

And, when I had it, di'ew myself apart 

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter: 

I pry’d me through the crevice of a wall 
When, for his hand, he had his two sons’ heads; 
Beheld his tears, and laugh’d so heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his: 

And when I told the empress of this sport, 

She swooned almost at my pleasing tale. 

And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses. 

JPirst Odh. What, canst thou say all this, and never 
blush ? 

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the saving ia 
Zue. Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds? 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day — and yet, I think, 

Eew come within the compass of my curse — 

Wherein I did not some notorious ill, 

As kill a man, or else devise his death, 

Bavish a maid, or plot the way to do it, 

Accuse some innocent and forswear mysdf. 

Set deadly enmity between two friends. 

Make poor men’s cattle break their necks; 

Set Are on barns and hay-stacks in the night. 

And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 

Oft have 1 digg’d up dead men from their graves. 

And set them upright at their dear friends’ doors, 

Eveu when their sorrows almost were forgot; 

And on their skins, as on the bark of trees. 

Have with my knife car\’ed in Boman letters, 

'Let not your sorrow die though I am dead.’ 

Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things 
As willingly as one would kill a fly. 

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed 
But that 1 cannot do ten thousand more. 

£ue. Bring down the devil ; for he must not die 
So sweet a death as hanging presently. 

Aar. If there be devils, would I were a devil. 

To live and burn in everlasting fire. 

So I might have your company in hell. 

But to torment you with my oitter tongue! 

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no more. 

EtUct a Goth. 

Third Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Borne 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 

Luc. Let him come near. 

Enter ./BMitnja 

Welcome, Almilius: what’s the news from Borne? 

jEnU. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Boman emperor greets you all by me; 

And, for he understands you are in arms. 

He craves a parley at your father’s house. 

Willing you to demand your hostages. 

And they shall be imme^tely dehver’d. 

Fint Ootk. What says our general? 

Luc. .£nailius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 

And we will come. March away. [Exeunt. 

Scene XL — Borne. B^ore Titus’s hotue. 

Enter Tamosa, Demetrius, and Chibon, diiguised. 
Tam. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment. 


I will encounter with Andronicus, 

And say I am Bevenge, sent from below 
To join with him ana right his heinous wrongs. 

Knock at bis study, whore, they say, he keeps. 

To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge; 

Tell him Bevenge is come to join with nim, 

And work confusion on his enemies. [They knock. 

Enter Titus, above. 

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation? 

Is it your trick to make me ope the door. 

That so my sad decrees may ffy away, 

And all my study be to no etfect? 

You are deceived: for what 1 mean to do 
See here in bloody lines I have set down; 

And what is written shall be executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

THt. No, not a word; how can I grace my talk. 
Wanting a hand to give it action? 

Thou hast the odds of me; tlierefore no more. 

Jam. If thou didst know me, thou wouldest talk 
with me. 

TU. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, witness these crimson lines; 
Witness these trenches made by grief and cai-c; 

Witness the tiring day and heavy night; 

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora : 

Is not thy coming for my other hand? 

Jam. ^ow, Imou sad man, I am not Tamom; 

She is thy enemy, and I thy friend; 

I am Bevenge; sent from the infernal kingdom. 

To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind. 

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 

Come down, and welcome me to this world’s ligl'.t; 
Confer with me of murder and of death: 

There’s not a hollow cave or lurking-place. 

No vast obsonrity or misty vale. 

Where bloody murder or detested rape ^ 

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 

And in their eaie tell them my dreadful name, 

Bevenge, which Makes the foul oflenders quaka 
Tit, Art thou Bevenge ? and ait thou sent to me. 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? 

Jam. I am; therefore come down, and welcome roe 
Tit. Do me some service, ere 1 come to thee. 

Lo, by thy side where Bape and Murder stands; 

Now give some ’surance t^t thou art Bevenge, 

Stab Uiem, or tear them on thy chariot-wheels; 

And then I’ll come and be thy waggoner. 

And whirl along with thee about the globa 
Provide thee two proper palfireys, black as jet. 

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away. 

And find out m^erers in their guilty caves: 

And when tltjr car is loaden with their heads. 

I will dismount, and by the waggon-wheel 
Trot, like a servile^ footman, all day long. 

Even from Hyperion’s rising in the east < 

Until his very downfall in the sea: ' 

And day by day I'll do this heavy task. 

So thou destroy Bapine and Murder them 

Jam. These are my ministers, and coifie with me. 
Tit. Are these thy ministers? what art they call’d? 
Jam. Bapine and Murder; therefore ollled so, 
’Cause they take vengeance of auch kind ^f men. 

Tit. Good Lord, how like the empress^ |K>ns they axe I 
And yoi^ the empress! but we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

0 sweet Bevenge, now do I come to thee, 
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And, if one arm’s embracement will content thee, 

I will embrace thee in it by and by. ahm. 

Tam, This closing with him fits his lunacy 
Whate’er I forger to feed his brain-sick fits. 

Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches. 

For now ho firmly takes me for Revenge; 

And, being credulous in this mad thought. 

I'll make him send for Lucius his son; 

And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure. 

I'll find some cunning practice* out of hand, 

To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 

Or, at the least, moke them his enemies. 

Sec, hero he come.s, and I must jily my theme. 

£nter Titus belmo. 

TU. I/)ng have I been forlorn, and all for thee; 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful house: 

Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too. 

How like the empress and her sons you arc \ 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor; 

Could not all hell afford you such a devil ? 

For well I wot the empress never wags 
But in her company there is a Moor; 

And, would you represent our queen aright. 

It were convenient you had such a devil: 

But welcome, as you are. What shall we do? 

Tam. What wouldst thou have us do, Andronicus? 
Dem. Show me a murderer. I’ll deal with him. 

CAi. Show me a villain that hath done a rape. 

And I am sent to be revenged on him. 

Tam. ^how me a thousand that have done thee wrong. 
And I will be revenged on them all 

Tii. Look round about the wicked streets of Rome; 
And when thou fiud’st a man that’s like tliyself, 

Good Murder, stab him; he’s a mimlerer. 

Go thou with him; and when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine, stab him; he’s a ravishcr. 

Go thou with them; and in the emperor’s court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor; 

Well mayst thou know her by thy own proportion. 

For up and down • she doth resemble thee : * '■ •” '*»*>*•■ 
I pray thee, do on them some violent death ; 

They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tam Well hast thou lesson’d us; this shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 

To send for Lucius, thy thrice-valmnt son. 

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house; 

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 

I will bring in the empress and her sons. 

The emperor himself and all thy foes; 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel, 

And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart. 

What says Andronicus to this device 

TU. :^rcus, my brother! 'tis sod Titus calls. 

Ji^nter Marcus. 

Go^ gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 

Thou shalt inquire him out among the Goths: 

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths; 

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are: 

Tell him the emperor and the empress too 
Feast at my house, and he shall feast with them. 

This do thou for my love ; and so let him. 

As he regards his father’s life. 

/fora This will I do, and soon return again. [Fxil. 
VOL. ni. 


Tam Now will I hence about thy business. 

And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with me; 
Or else I’U call my brother back again. 

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tam [Aside to her sons.] What say you, boys ? will 
you bide with him. 

Whiles I go tell my loid the emperor 
How I have govern’d our determined jest? 

Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair, 

And tarry with him till I turn again. 

TU. [Aside!] I know them all, though they suppose 
me mad. 

And will o’erreach them in their own devices: 

A pair of cursed hell-hounds and their dam! 

Dem. Madam, depart at pleasure; leave us here. 

Tam. Farewell, Andronicus: lievenge now goes 
'i’o lay a complot to betray tl>y foes. 

Tit. 1 know thou dost; and, sweet Revenge, farewell 

[ExU Tamora. 

Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be employ'd ? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. 

Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine! 

Enter Publius and others. 

Pub. What is your will? 

Tit. Know you these two? 

Pub. The empress’ sons, I take them, Chiron and 
Demetrius. 

Tit. Fie, Publius, fie ! thou art too much deceived ; 
Tlie one is Murder, Rape is the other’s name ; 

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius. 

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them. 

Oft have you heard mo wish for such an hour. 

And now I find it; therefore bind them sure. 

And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry, [Emt. 
[Pu5/tus, <6c., lay hold on Chiron and Demetrius. 
Chi Villains, forbear I we are the empress’ sons. 

Pub. And therefore do we what wo are commanded. 
Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word. 

Is he sure bound? look that you bind them fast. 

Se-enter Titob, iffith Lavinia; he hearing a knife, and 
she a basin. 

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are bound. 
Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to me ; 

But let them hear what fearful words I utter. 

O villains, Chiron and Demetrius! 

Here stands the spring whom you have stain’d with mud. 
This goodly summer with your winter mix’d. 

You kUl’d her husband, and for that vile fault 
Two of her brothers were condemn’d to death. 

My hand cut off and made a merry jest; 

Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity. 

Inhuman traitors, you constrain’d and forced. 

What would you say, if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for graca 
Hark, wretches! how I mean to martyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats. 

Whilst that Lavinia ’tween her stumps doth hold 
The basin that receives your guilty blood. 

You know your mother means to feast with me. 

And calls herself Revenge, and thinks me mad: 

Hark, villains! I will grind your bones to dust. 

And with your blood and it I’ll make a paste. 

And of the paste a coffin* I will rear, * 

And make two pasties of your shameful heads. 

And bid that strumi>et, your unhallow’d dam. 
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Like to the eartlv awallow her own increase. 

This is the feast that I have bid her to, 

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on; 

For worse than Philomel you used my daughter, 

And worse than Progne 1 will be revenged: 

And now prepare your throats. Lavinia, come, 

\H» cut* tJuir ffiroats. 

Receive the blood: and when that they are dead, 

Let me m g^d their bones to powder small 
And wiu this hateful liquor temper it; 

And in that paste let their vile heads be baked. 

Come, oome, be every one officious* 4«iw»iot. 

To make this banquet; which I wish may prove 
More stem and bloody than the Centaurs' feast. 

So, now bring them in, for I'll play the cook. 

And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 

fExewU, bearing the dead bodies. 


Scene III, — Oaurt of Trrus's Aoum. A banqua set otU. 
JSater LuciVS, Marcd^, and Gotlis, with Aabon prisoner, 

Lue. Uncle Marcus, since it is my father's mind 
That I repair to Rome, I am content 
First Qoth. And ours with thine, befall what fortune 
will 

Lue. Good unde, take yon in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil; 

Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him. 

Till he be brought unto the empress' face. 

For testimony of her foul proceedings: 

And see the ambush of our Mends be strong; 

1 fear the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine car. 

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter fortli 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart I 
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Lue. Away, inhuman dog! unhallow’d slave! 

Sirs, help onr uncle to convey him ia 

[Exeunt OoOu, with Aaron. Flourish within. 
The trumpets show the emperor is at hand. 

Enter Satobminus and Tamora, with .dBMiLins, Tribunes, 
Senators, and others. 

Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns than one? 
Lue. What boots it thee to call thyself a sun ? 

Mare. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle; 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 

The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain’d to an honourable end. 

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome: 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh and take your places. 
Sat. Marcus, we wiH. 

[HavJCboys sound. The Company sit down at table. 

Enter Titus dressed like a Cook, Latihia vnUd, young 
Lucius, and others. Tirus places tAe dishes on the taMe. 

TiL Wdcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread queen; 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucias; 


And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor, 

'Twill fill your stomachs; please you eat of it 
Sat. Why art thou thus attired, Andronicns? 

Tit. Because I would bo sure to have all well. 

To entertain your highness and your empress. 

Tam. We are beholding to yon, good Andronicua 
Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor, resolve me this: 

Was it well done of rash Virginias 

To slay his daughter with his own right hand 

Because she was enfotc^ stain’d, and deflower'd? 

Sat. It was, Andronicua 
Tit. Your reason, mighty lord? 

Sat. Because the girl should not survivf her shame. 
And by her presence still renew his sorro^ 

TU. A reason mighty, strong, and effec|aal; 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, ' 

For me, most wretched, to penorm the liko. 

Die^ die, Lavinia, and thy uiame with thee: 

[Millt Lavinia. 

And, with thy shame, thy father's sorrow die ! 

Alt what hast thou done, unnatnral and unkind? 
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TU. Kill’d her, for whom my tears have made me 
blind. 

1 am as woful as Vitgimus was, 

And have a thousand times more cause tlion he 
To do this outrage: and it is now done. 

Sut. What, was she ravidi’d ? tell who did the deed. 
Tit. Will’t please you eat ? will’t please your high- 
ness feed? 

Tam. yfhy hast thou slain thine only daughter thtu ? 
Tit. Not I; 'twBS Chiron and Demetrius: 

They ravish’d her, and cut away her tongue; 

And they, ’twas they, that did her all this wrong. 

Sat. Qo fetch them hither to us presently. 

I’U. Why, there they are both, baked in that pie; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed. 

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 

Tis true, ’tis true; witness my knife’s shaip point 

[Ktils Tavwra. 

Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed! 

[KilU TUut. 

Lue. Can the son’s eye behold his father bleed? 
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed! 

[KUU Satumimu. A great tumult. Lucius, 
Marcus, and others go up into (he haleony. 
Marc. You sad-faced men, people and sons of Some, 
By uproar sever'd, like a flight of fowl 
glitter’d by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 

O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter’d corn into one mutual sheaf. 

These broken limbs again into one body; 

Lest Som 9 herself be bane unto herself 
And she whom mighty kingdoms court’sy to. 

Like a forlorn and desperate castaway. 

Do shameful execution on herself 
But if my frosty signs and chaps of age. 

Grave witnesses of true experience. 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

[To Zuettw.] Speak, Borne’s dear friend, as erst our 
aucestor. 

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse 
To love-sick Dido’s sad attending ear 
The story of that baleful burning ni^t 
When subtle Greeks surprised King Ihriaiu’s, Troy, 

Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch’d our ears 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in 
That gives our Troy, our Borne, the civil wound. 

My heart is not compact of flint nor steel ; 

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief. 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory. 

And break my very utterance, even in the time 
When it should move you to attend me most. 

Lending your kind commiseration. 

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale; 

Your hearts will throb and weep to bear him speak. 

Lus. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you. 

That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 

Were they that murdered our emperor’s brother; 

And they it were that ravished our sister: 

Eor their fell faults our brothers were beheaded; 

Our fiithei^s tbars despised, and basely cozen’d 
Of that true hand t^t fought Borne’s quarrel out. 

And sent her enemies unto the grave. 

Lastly, mysdf unkindly banished. 

The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping out 
To bw relief among lime’s enemies; 

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears, , 

And oped their arms to embrace me as a friend ; 

I am the turned forth, be it known to you, 

That have preserved her welfare in my blood; 


And from her bosom took the enemy’s point, 

Sheathing the steel in my adventurous body. 

Alas, you know I am no vaunter, I; 

My scars can witness, dumb although they are, 

Tiiat my report is just and full of truth. 

But, soft! methinks 1 do digress too much. 

Citing my worthless praise: O, pardon me; 

For when no Mends are by, men praise themselves. 
Mare. Now is my turn to speak. Behold this child . 
[Pointing to (he child in the arms of an Attendant. 
Of this was Tamora delivered; 

The issue of an irrelimous Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of these woes: 

The villain is alive in Titus’ house, 

And as he is, to witness this is true. 

Now judge what cause bad Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience. 

Or more than any living man could bear. 

Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Homans ? 
Have we done aught amiss — show us wherein. 

And, from the place where you bdiold us now. 

The poor remainder of Andronici 

Will, hand in h6md, aU headlong cast us down, 

And on the ragged stones beat foHh our brains. 

And make a mutual closure of our house. 

Speak, Bomans, speak; and if you say we shall, 

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall 
j&nil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Borne, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our emperor; for well 1 know 
The common voice do cry it shall be sa 
All. Luciu^ all hafl. Borne’s royal emperor! 

Mare. Go, go into old Titus’ sorrowful house, 

[To. Attendants, who go into the house. 
And hither bale that misbelieving Moor, 

To be adjudged some direful slaughtering death, 

As punishment for his most wicked life. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

LvenJS, Mabcub, and the others descend. 

AU. Lucius, all hail. Home’s gracious governor! 

Zue. Thanlm, gentle Bomans: may I govern so, 

To heal Home’s harms, and wipe away her woe! 

But, gentle people, give me aim awhile. 

For nature puts me to a heavy task: 

Stand all aloof: but, uncle, draw you near. 

To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk. 

0, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips, 

[Kissing Titus. 

These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-staiu’d face. 

The last true duties of thy noble son! 

Mare. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss. 

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips: 

0, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would T pay them! 

Lue. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in showers: thy grandsire lov^ thee well: 
Many a time he danced tbee on his knee. 

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow; 

Many a matter hath he told to thee. 

Meet and agreeing with thine infancy; 

In that respect, then, like a loving child. 

Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring. 
Because kind nature doth require it so: 

Friends should associate friends in mef and woe: 

Bid him farewdl; commit him to uie grave; 

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Fbi»n^ Lue, 0 grandsire, grandsire ! even with all my 
heart 
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Would I vfere dead, so you did live again I 

0 Lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping, 

My team will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 

Be-enter Attendants vnth Aaron. 

jSm. You sad Andronici, have done with woes : 

Give sentence on this execrable wi*etch. 

That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish liiiu, 
There let him stand, and rave, and cry for food : 

If any one relieves or pities him, 

For the offence he dies. This is our doom: 

Some stay to see him fasten'd in the earth. 

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute and fury dumb / 

1 am no baby, I, that with base prayers 
1 should repent the evils I have done: 

Ten thousand worse than ever yet 1 did 


Would I perform, if I might have my will: 

If one good deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very soul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor hence, 
And give him burim in his father's mve: 

My father and Lavinia shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument 
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 

No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds. 

No mournful bell shall ring her burial; 

But throw her forth to beasts and birds of prey ; 

Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity; 

And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 

See justice done on Aaron, that damn'd Moor, 

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning: 

Then, afterwards, to order well the state. 

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. [ffxeunl. 
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SCENE ’.-^Dtepereedly in uanou# countries 


UrUer Gower. 

Befort the palace of Antiodi. 


To sing a song that old was sung, 

From ashes ancient Gower is come; 
Assuming man's infirmities. 

To glad your car and please your eyes. 

It hath been sung at festivals. 

On ember-eves and holy-ales; 

And lords and ladies in their lives. 

Have read it for restoratives: 

The purchase is to make men glorious; 

Et bonum quo antiquius, eo melius. 

If you, bom in those latter times. 

When wit’s more ripe, accept my rhymes, 
And that to hear an old man sing 
May to your wishes pleasure bring, 

I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light. 

This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great 
Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat; 
The fairest in all Syria, 

I you what mine authors say : 

This long unto him took a fere. 


Who died and left a female heir, 

So buxom, blithe, and full of face. 

As heaven had lent her all his grace. 

With whom the father hkiug took. 

And her to incest did provoke : 

Bad child; worse father! to entice his own 
To evil should be done by none: 

But custom what they did begin 
Was with long use account no sin. 

The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame. 

To sedc her as a bed-fellow. 

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow: 

Which to prevent he made a law. 

To keep her still, and men in awe. 

That whoso ask’d her for his wife. 

His riddle told not, lost his life: 

So for her many a wight did di^ 

As yon grim looks do testify. 

What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
I give, my cause who best can justify. [Exit. 




ACT I. 

Scene I. — Antioch, A room in the palace. 


Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and /ollowere. 

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, 'you have at large received 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have, Antiochus, and, vrith a eouI 
Embolden’d with the glory of her praise. 

Think death no hazard in this enterprise. 

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride. 

For the embracements even of Jove himself; 

At whose conception, till Lucina reign'd, 

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence. 

The senate-house of planets all did sit. 

To knit in her their best perfections. 

Afusie. Enter the Daughter 0 / Antioouus. 

Per. See where she comes, apparell’d like the spring, 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men! 

Her face the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever razed, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion.* >o*mpMi<ioo»k«rmu<iii««« 
You gods that made me man, and sway in love. 

That nave inflamed desire in my breast 
To tute the fruit of yon celestial tree. 

Or die in the adventure, be my helps, 

As 1 am son and servant to your will, 

To compass such a boundless happiness! 


Ant. Prince Tcricles — 

Per. That would be son to great Antiochus. 

Ant. Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 

With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch’d; 

For death-like dragons here affright thee hard: 

Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 
Her countless glory, which desert must gain ; 

And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die. 

Yon sometimes famous princes, like thyself. 

Drawn by report, adventurous by desire. 

Tell thee, with speechless tongues and semblance pale. 
That without covering, save yon field of stars. 

Here they dtand martyrs, slain in Cupid's wars; 

And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist 
For going on deaj^h’s net, whom none resist. 

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who ha^h taught 
My frail mortality to know itself, 

And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This biray, like to them, to what I must} 

For death remember'd should be like a mirror. 

Who tells us life’s but breath, to trust it error. 

I'll make my will then, and, as sick med do 
Who know the world, see heaven, but, feeing woe, 
Grira not at earthly joys os erst they did; 

So I bequeath a happy peace to you 

And all good men, as every prince should do; 

My rii^es to the earth from whence they came; 
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But my unspotted fire of love to you. 

\To the daughter of ArUiochue. 
TIius ready for the way of life or death, 

I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus. 

Ant. Scorning advice, read the conclusion, then: 
Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed. 

As these before thee thou thyself shalt bleed. 

Daugh, Of all ’sa/d yet,* mayst thou prove prosperous > 
Of all 'say’d yet, I wish thee happiness! *w»k) 1 i»*. 

Per, Like a bold champion, 1 assume the lists. 

Nor ask advice of any other thought 
Hut faithfulness and courage. 

He reads the riddle 
I am no viper, yet I feed 
On mother's flesh which did me breed 
I sought a husband, in which labour 
I found that kindness in a father: 
lie's father, sou, and husband mild; 

I mother, wife, and yet liis child. 

How they may be, and yet in two, 

As you will live, resolve it you. 

Sharp physic is the last: but, O you powers 
That give heaven countless eyes to view men’s acts. 


Why cloud they not their sights perpetually. 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it? 

Fair glass of light, I loved you, and could still, 

VTakes hold of the hand of the Princess. 
Were not this gloiious casket stored with ill: 

But I must tell you, now my thoughts revolt; 

For he's no man on whom perfections wait 
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 

You are a fair viol, and your sense the strings, 

Who, finger'd to make man his lawful music. 

Would draw heaven down, and all the gods, to hearken • 
But being play’d upon before your time. 

Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime. 

Good sooth, I care not for you. 

Ant. I’niice Pericles, touch not, upon thy life. 

For that’s an article within our law. 

As dangerous as the rest. Your time’s expired 
Either expound now,- or receive your sentence 
Per. Great king. 

Few love to hear the sins they love to act; 

’Twould braid yourself too near for me to tell it 
Who has a book of all that monarchs do, 
lie’s more secure to keep it shut than shown: 

For vice lepcated is like the wandering wind. 



Blows dust ill others’ eyes, to spread itself. 

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear. 

The breath is gone, and the sore ey< see clear: 

To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole casts 
Copp’d hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is throng’d* 
By man's oppression ; and the poor worm doth die for’t. 
Kings are earth’s gods ; in vice lAieir law’s their will ; 
And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill? 

It is enough you know; and it is fit, »o»«wbdm«i. 

What being more known grows worse, to smother it 
AU love the womb that their first being bred. 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 

Ant. [AsufaJ Heaven, that I had thy head! he has 
found the meaning: 

But I will gloze with him. — Young prinre of Tyre, 
Though by the tenour of our strict edict. 

Your exposition misinterpreling. 


We might proceed to cancel of your days; 

Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise. 

Forty days longer we do respite you; 

If by which time our secret bo undone. 

This mercy shows we’ll joy in such a son : 

And until then your enteitain shall be 
As doth befit our honour and your worth. 

[Exeunt all but Pericles. 
Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin. 

When what is done is like an hypocrite. 

The which is good in nothing but in sight' 

If it bo true uiat I interpret false. 

Then were it certain you were not so bad 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul; 

Where now you’re both a father and a son, 

By your untimely claspings with your child. 
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Which pleMuie fits sn husband, not a father; 

And she an eater of her mother’s fiesh, 

By the defiling of her parent’s bed ; 

And both like serpents are, who, though they feed 
On sweetest fioweis, yet they poison breed. 

Antioch, farewell I for wisdom sees, those men 
filush not in actions blacker than the night. 

Will shun no course to keep them from the light 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke; 

Murder's as near to lust as flame to smoke: 

Poison and treason are the hands of ain. 

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame: 

Then, lest my life be cropp’d to keep yon clear, 

By flight I'll shun the danger which 1 fear. [Sxit. 

Ue-enJUr AimoCHUa 

Ant. He hath found the meaning, for which we mean 
To have his head. 

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 

Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner; 

And therefore instantly this prince must die; 

For by his fall my honour must keep high. 

Who attends us there? 

Unter Thauabd. 

TTuxl. Doth your highness call? 

Ant. Thaliard, 

You are of our chamber, and our mind partakes* 

Her private actions to your secrecy; 

And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 

Thaliard, behold, here’s poison, and here’s gold; 

We hate the prince of l^re, and thou must kill him : 

It fits tliee not to ask the reason why. 

Because we bid it Say. is it done? 

Thai. My lord, 

’Tis done. 

Ant. Enough. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 

Jueas. My lord. Prince Pericles is fled. [Bseit. 

Ant. As thou 

Wilt live, fly after: and like an arrow shot 
From a well-experienced archer hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so thou ne’er return 
Unless thou say, ' Prince Pericles is dead.’ 

Thai. My lord. 

If 1 can get him within my pistol’s length. 

I'll make him sure enough : so, farewell to your highness. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu ! [Exit Thal.'l Till Pericles be dead. 
My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit. 

SCEMK II. — Tyre. A room, in the palace. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. [To Lorde 'wiOumt.'\ Let none disturb us. — Why 
should this ebann of thoughts, 

The sad companion, mill-eyed mtdancholy. 

Be my so usm a guest as not an hour,' 

III the day’s gloriou walk, or peaceful night. 

The tomb where grief should deep, can breed me quiet ? 
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun them. 
And danger, which I fear'd, is at Antioch, 

Whose aim seems far too short to hit me here: 

Yet neither pleasure’s art can joy my qiirits. 

Nor yet the other's distance comfort me. 

^en it is thus : the pasabns of the mind, 

'That have their first conception by mis-diead. 


Have after-nourishment and lift by care; 

And what was first but fear what might be done. 
Grows elder now and cares it be not done. 

And so with me: the great Antiochus, 

’Gainst whom I am too little to contend. 

Since he’s so great can make his will Itis act. 

Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence; 
Nor boots it me to say 1 honour him. 

If he suspect I may dishonour him: 

And what may make him blush in being known. 

He’ll stop the course by which it might be known ; 
With hostile forces he’ll o’erspread the land. 

And with tlie ostent of war will look so huge, 
Amaaement shall drive couram from the state; 

Our men be vanquish’d ere they do resist, 

And subjects punish’d that ne’er thought offence : 
Which care of tliem, not pity of myself. 

Who am no more but as the tops of trees. 

Which fence the roots they grow by and defend them, 
Mokes both my body pine and soul to languish. 

And punish that before that he would punish. 

Enter Heucanus, wUh oOur Loi-ds. 

Fira lord. Jov and all comfort in your sacred breast ! 
Sec. Lord. And keep your mind, till yon return to us. 
Peaceful and comfortable! 

JSftI Peace, peace, and give experience tongue. 

They do abuse the king that flatter him : 

For flattery ia the bellows blows up sin; 

The thing the which ia flatter’d, but a spark. 

To which that blast gives heat and stronger glowing ; 
Whereas reproof, obedient and in order. 

Fits kiu^, as they are men, for they may err. 

When Signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace, 

He flatters you, makes war upon your life. 

Prince, pardon ‘me, or strike me, if you please; 

I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Per. All leave us else; but let your cares o’erlook 
What shipping and' what lading's in our haven, « 

And then return to us. [Exemt Lorda."] Helicanus, thou 
Hast moved us: what seest thou in our looks? 

Bd. An angry brow, dread lord. 

Per. If there be such a dart in princes’ iiowna. 

How durst thy tongue move anger to our face? 

Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven, from 
whence 

They have their nourishment? 

Per. Thou know’st 1 have power 

To take tl^ life firom thee. 

Hd. [Knedii^!\ I have ground the axe myself; 

Do you but strike the blow. 

Per. Rise, prithee, rise. 

Sit down: thou art no flatterer: 

1 thank thee for it; and heaven forbid 

That kings sh^ld let tbeir ears hear their faults bid! 

Fit counsellor and servant for a prince. 

Who by thy wisdom makest a prince thy servant, 

What wouldst thou have me do? 

Hd. To bear \fith patience 

Such griefs as you yoursdf do lay upon yOUrsdf. 

Per. Thou speak’st like a physician, HeBoanus, 

That minister'st a potion unto me 

That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself. 

Attend me^ then: I went to Antioch, ) 

Where, as thou know'st, against the face ofl death, 

I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty,: 

From whence an issue I might propagate. 

Are arms to princes, and bring J<ys to subjMts. 

Her face^as to mine eye beyond all wonder; 



Act l] 


PEEICLEa 


877 


The rest — hark in thine ear— os black aa incest: 

Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem’d not to s^e, but smooth : but thou know’st this. 
'Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss. 

Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled. 

Under the covering of a careful night. 

Who seem’d my good protector; and, being here. 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed. 

[ knew him tyrannous; and tyrants’ fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than the years: 

And should he doubt it, as no doubt he doth, 

That 1 should open to the listening air 
How manjr worthy princes’ bloods were shed. 

To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope. 

To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this laud with arms. 

And make pretence of wrong that I have done him; 
When all, for mine, if I may call offence. 

Must feel war’s blow, who spares not innocence : 

Which love to all, of which thyself art one. 

Who now reprovest me for it — 

Hd. Alas, sir 1 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my cheeks, 
Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts 
How I might stop this tempest ere it came; 

And findinir little comfort to relieve them, 

I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 

JId. Well, my lord, since you have given me leave 
to s^eak. 

Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear. 

And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant. 

Who either by public war or private treason 
Will jako away your life. 

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while. 

Till that his rage and anger be forgot. 

Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life. 

Your rule direct to any; if to mo. 

Day serves not night more faithful than I’ll be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith; 

But should he wrong my liberties in iny absence? 

Hd. We’ll mingle our bloods together in the earth. 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and to Tarsus 
Intend my travel, where I’ll hear from thee; 

And by whose letters I'll dispose myself. 

The care I had and have of subjects' good 
On thee I lay, whose wisdom’s strengm can beor it. 

I’ll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath: 

Who shuns not to break one will sure crack both; 

But in our orbs we’ll live so round and safe. 

That time of both this truth shall ne’er convince. 

Thou show’dst a subject’s shine, I a true prince. {EjMmt. 

Scene III. — Tyre. An ante-dumiber in the palace. 
Enter Thauard. 

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and thio the court. Hero 
must I kill King Pericles; and if 1 do it not, I am 
sure to be hanged at home: ’tis dangerous. Well, 1 
perceive he was a wise fdlow, and had good discretion, 
that, being bid to ask what he would of the king, 
desired he might know none of his secrets: now do 
I see he had some reason for’t; for if a king bid a 
man be a villain, he’s bound by the indenture of his 
oath to be one. Hush I here come the lords of Tyre. 

Enter Hbuoands and Escanes, v/ith other Lords of Tyre. 

Hd. You shall not need, my follow peers of Tyre^ 
Further to question me of ^our king’s departure : 

His seal’d commission, left in trust with me. 

Doth speak sufBciently he’s gone to travel. 

▼Ot.UL 


Thai. ^Aeidt.^ How! the king gone 1 
Hd. If further yet you will m satisfied. 

Why, as it were unlicensed of your loves. 

He would depart. I’ll give some light \into you. 

Being at Antioch — 

Thai. [Aeide."] What from Antioch? 

Hd. Boyal Antiochus — on what cause I know not — 
Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judged so : 
And doubting lest that he had err’d or sinn’d. 

To show his sorrow, he’ld correct himself; 

So puts himself unto the shipman’s toil. 

With whom each minute threatens life or death. 

Thai. [Aeide.'\ Well, I perceive 
I shall not be bang’d now, although I would; 

But since he’s gone, the king’s seas must please; 

He ’scaped the land, to perish at the sea. 

I'll present myself. Peace to the lords of Tyre I 
Std. Lord Tbaliard* from Antiochus is welcome. 

Thai. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles; 

But since my landing 1 have understood 
Your lord has betook himself to unknown travels. 

My message must return from whence it came. 

Hd. We have no reason to desire it. 

Commended to our master, not to us; 

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire. 

As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Tarevs. A room in (he Oovemor'e home. 

Enter Cleon, (he gooemor of Tarsus, with Dionyza, and 

others. 

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here, 

And by relating tales of others’ griefs. 

See if ’twill teuh us to forget our own ? 

Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it; 
For who digs hills because they do aspire 
Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher. 

O my distressed lord, oven such our griefs are; 

Here they’re but fdt, and seen with mischiefs eyes, 

But like to groves, being topp’d, they higher rise. 

Cle. 0 Dionyza, 

Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it. 

Or can conceal his hunger till he famish? 

Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep 
Our woes into the air; our eyes do weep. 

Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim them louder; 
That, if heaven slumber while their creatures want, 

They may awake their helps to comfort them. 

I’ll then discourse our woes, felt several years, 

And wanting breath to speak help me with tears. 

Dio. I’ll do my best, sir. 

Cle. This Tarsus, o’er which I have the government, 
A cit^ on whom plenty held fuU hand. 

For riches strew’d herself even in the streets: 

Whose towers bore heads so high they kiss’d the clouds. 
And strangers Qe’er beheld but wonder’d at; 

Whose men and dames so jetted and adorn’d, 
like one another’s glass to trim them by: 

Their tables were stored full, to glad the sight, 

And not so much to feed on as delight; 

All poverty was scorn’d, and pride so greats 
The name of help grew odious to repeat. 

Dio. 0, ’tis too true. 

Cle. But see what heaven can do I By this our change. 
These mouths, who but of late, earth, sea, and air. 

Were all too little to content and please. 

Although they mve their creatures in abundance^ 

As houses are defiled for want of use, 

48 
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They are now starved for want of exercise: 

Those palates who, not yet two summers younger. 
Must have inventions to delight the taste. 

Would now be glad of 1»ead, and beg for it: 
Those mothers who, to noude up their babes. 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now 
To eat those little darlings whom they loved. 

So ^arp are hunger’s teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots who fint shall die to lengthen life: 

Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping; 
Here many sink, yet those which see them fall 
Have scarce stren^ left to give them burial. 

Is not this true? 

Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness itu 
C2a 0, let those cities that of plenty's cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste. 

With their superfluous riots, hear these tears I 
The misery of Tarsus may be theirs. 


EvJUt a Lord. 

Lord. Where’s the lord governor? 

Cle. Here. 

Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring'st in haste. 
For comfort is too far for ns to expect 
Lord. We have descried, upon onr neighbouring shore 
A portly sail of ships make hitherward. . 

CU. 1 thought as much. 

One sorrow never comes but brings an heir. 

That may succeed as his inheritor; 

And so in ours: some neighbouring nation. 

Taking advantage of our misery. 

Hath stuff’d these hollow vessels with their power, 

To beat us down, the which are down already; 

And make a conquest of unhappy me. 

Whereas no glory’s got to overcome. 

Lord. That^s the least fear; for, by the semblance 



Of their white flags display’d, they bring us peace, 

And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

CU, Thon speak’st like him’s untutoFd to repeat: 
Who makes the fairest show means most deceit 
But bring they what th^ will and what they can, 
What need we fear? 

The ground’s the lowest, and we are half way there. 

Go tell their general we attend him here. 

To know for what he comes, and whence he comes. 
And what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my lord. {ExxL 

CU. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist ; 

If wars, we are unable to resist 

EnUr Psiua,Ea tmfA Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are, 

Let not OUT ships and number of our men 
Be like a beacon fired to amaze your eyes. 

We have heard your miseries as far as ^yre. 

And seen the delation of your streets: 


Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, 

But to relieve them of their heavy load; 

And these our ships, you happily may think 
Are like the Trojan horse was stuff'd within 
With bloody veins, expec^g overthrow. 

Are stored with com to make your needy bread. 

And give them life whom hunger starved half dead. 

AU. The gods of Greece protect you! 

And we'll pray for you. 

Per. Arise, I pray you, rise: 

We do not look for reverence, but for love^ 

And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

CU. The which when any shall not graUfy, 

Or pay you with unthankfumess in tbougbA 
^ it our wives, our children, or ourselves, <' 

The curse of heaven and men succeed theif evils t 
mu when — ^the which 1 hope shall ne’er he seen — 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us, 

Per. Which wdicome well accept; feut here awhile 
Until our stars that fiwwn lend us a smile. [Exewnk 


Elder Gower. 


Om. Here have you seen a mighty king 
HU child, 1 wU, to incest bring; 

A better prince and benign lora, 

That will prove awful both in deed and word. 

Be quiet then as men should bo, 

Till he hath pass’d necessity. 

I’ll show you those in troubles reign, 

Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 

Ifhe good in conversation. 

To whom I give my henison. 

Is still at Tarsus, where each man 
Thinks all U writ he speken can; 

And, to remember what he does, 

Build his statue to make him glorious: 

But tidings to the contrary 

Are brought your eyes; what need speak I? 

Dumb Show. 

EnUr at one door PERICLES talking vnth Cleon; 'li the 
train vnth them. Enter at another door a Gentleman, 
vjith a letter to Pericles ; Pericles shoios the letter to 
Cleon; gives the Messenger a remrd, and knights 
him. Exit Pericles at one door, and Cleon at another. 


Good Helicaue, that stay’d at home. 

Not to eat honey like a drone 

From others’ labours; for though he strive 

To killen bad, keep good alive; 

And to fulfil his prince’ desire. 

Sends word of all that haps in Tyre : 

How Thaliard came full bent with sin 
And had intent to murder him; 

And that in Tarsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest. 

He, doing so, put forth to seas. 

Where when men been, there’s seldom case 
For now’ the wind begins to blow; 

Thunder above and deeps below 
Make such unquiet, that the ship 
Should house him safe is wreck’d and split 
And he, good pnnee, having all lost. 

By waves from coast to coast is tost: 

All perishen of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught escapen but himself; 

Till fortune, tired with doing bad. 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad: 

And here he comes. What shall be next. 
Pardon old Gower — this 'longs the text. 



ACT IL 

Scene I.— Pentopolti Jn open ptaee hy the tea-tide. 


Enier Pericles, vaet. 

Per. Yet cease your ire, you ongty stars of heaven I 
Wind, rain, and thuilder, remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you; 

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you: 

Alas, the sea hath cast me on tiie rocks, 

Wa^'d me hom shore to shor^ and left me breath 
Nothing to think on but ensuing death: 

Let it suffice the greatness of your, powers 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes; 

And having thrown him from your watery grave, 

Hwe to have death in peace is all hell crave. 

Enter three Fishermen. 

Firet Fith. What, ho. Pilch! 

See. Fith. Ha, come and bring away the nets! 

Firet Fith. What^ Patcb-bree^, I say! 

l%ird Fith. What say you, ma^r? 

Fint Fith. Look how thou stirrest now ! come away, 
or I’ll fetch thee with a wanion. 

Third FiA. 'Faith, master, I am thinking of the 
poor men that were cast away before us even now. 

Firet FViA Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heut to 
hear what pitiful cries they made to us to hdp them, 
when, wdl-a-day, we could scarce help ourselves. 

Third Fith. Nay, master, said not I as much when 
I saw the porous how he bounced and tumbled? they 
say thqr’re half fish, half flesh : a plague on them, they 
ne’er come but 1 look to be washra. Master, 1 marvel 
how the fishes live in the sea 

Firet FiA^ Why, as men do a-land; the great ones 
eat up the litQe ones : I can compare our rich misers 
to nothing so fitly as to a whale; a’ plays and tumbles, 
driving the poor fry before him, and at last devours 
t^m all at a mouthful ; such whales have I heard on 
o’ the land, who never leave gaping till they’ve swal- 
lowed the whole parish, church, steals, bells, and all 

Per. [Anda] A pretty mot^. 

mrd FiA But^ master, if I had been the sexton, 
I would have been that day in the belfiy. 

Ste.^ FiA Why, man ? 

Third FiA. ^^use he should have swallowed me 


too: and when I had been in his belly, I would have 
kept such a janj^g of the bells, that he should never 
have left, till he cast bells, steeple, church, and parish, 
u]^ again. But if the good Eing Simonides were of my 
mind — 

Per. [Atide.] Simonides I 

Third FiA We would purge the land of these drones, 
that rob the bee of her honey. 

Per. [ristda] How from the finny subject of the sea 
These fishers tw the infirmities of men ; 

And from their watery empire recollect 
All that may men approve or men detect! 

Peace be at your latour, honest fishermen. 

S!w. FiA Honest I good fellow, what’s that 7 * If it 
be a day fits you, search out of the calendar, and nobody 
look after it 

Per, May see tne sea hath cast upon your coast. 

See. FiA What a drunken knave was the sea to 
cast thee in our way! 

Per. A man whom both the waters and the wind. 

In that vast tennis-court, have made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats you pity him : 

He asks of you, that never used to b^. 

iVrri FiA No, Mend, cannot you beg ? Here’s them 
in our country of Greece gets more with begging than 
we can do with working. 

See. FiA Canst thou catch any fishes, then? 

Per. I never practised it 

See. FiA Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ; for here’s 
nothing to be g$t now-aidays, unless thou canst fish for’t 

Per. What I have been I have forgot to know; 

But what I am, want teaches me to think on: 

A man thronjfd up* with cold; my veins are ohill, 

And have no more of life than mav suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your hdp; 

Which if you shall refuse, when 1 am dear^ 

For that I am a man, pray see me buried. 

IVisf FiA Die quotn-a t Now gods forbid ! I have 
a gown here; come, put it on; keep thee Warm. Now, 
afore me, a handsome fellow I Come, thou sfailt go home, 
and well have flesh for holidays, fish for fimtuig days, 
and morso’er paddings and flapjacks,' and thou drri t 
be welcoine. ‘ 

Per. I'fthank you, sir. 
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See. Fuh, Haik you, my friend; you said you could 
not beg. 

Per. I did but, crave. 

See. Fiek. But crave! Then I’ll turn craver too, and 
BO I shall ’scape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped, then? 

See. FiA. O, not all, my Mend, not all; for if all 
your beggars were whipped, I would wish no better 
office than to be beadle. But, master, I’U go draw up 
the net [Ex^ with Third Fisherman. 

Per. [Aeide:\ How well this honest murth becomes 
their labour! 

Fir^ Fish. Hark you, sir, do you know whore ye are ? 

Per. Not welL 

First Fish. Why, 111 teU you: tliis is called Penta- 
polis, and our king the good Simonides. 

Per. The good King Simonides, do you call him? 

First FiA. Ay, sir; and he deserves so to be called 
for his peaceable reign and good government 

jPer. He is a happy king, since he gains irom his 
sulyects the name of good by his government How 
far is his court distant from this shore? 

First Fish. Many, sir, half a day’s journey: and I’ll 
tell vou, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is her 


birth-day ; and there are princes and knights come fh>m 
all parts of the world to just and tourney for her love. 

Per. Were my fortunes equal to my desires, I could 
wish to make one there. 

First Fish. 0, sir, things must bo as they may ; an 
what a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for — his 
wife’s soul 

Re-emter Second and Third Fishermen, drawing up a net. 

See. Fish. Help, master, help* here’s a fish hangs in 
the net, like a poor man’s right in the law ; 'twill hardly 
come out. Ha ! bots^ on't, ’tis come at last, and ’tis turned 
to a rusty armour. tpik«. 

Per. An armour, friends! I pray you, let me see it 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that, after all my crosses. 

Thou givest me somewhat to repair mysdf ; 

And though it was mine own, part of my heritage. 
Which my dead father* did b^ueath to me. 

With this strict charge, even as he left his life, 

‘ Keep it, my Pericles ; it hath been a shield 
’Twixt me and death;’ and pointed to this brace,— 
‘For that it saved me, keep it; in like necessity — 

The which the gods protect thee from I — may defend thee ' 
It kept where I kept, I so dearly loved it; 



Till the rough seas, that spare not any man. 

Took it in rage, though calm’d have given’t again : 

I thank thee for’t: my shipwreck now’s no ill. 

Since I have here my father's gift in’s will. 

Fir^ Fisk. What mean you, sir ? 

Per. To b^ of you, kind Mends, this coat of worth. 
For it was sometime target to a king ; 

I know it by this mark. He loved me dearly, 

And for his sake I wish the having of it; 

And that you’ld guide me to your sovereign’s court. 
Where with it I may appear a gentleman; 

And if that ever my low fortune’s better. 

I’ll pay your bounties ; till then rest your debtor. 

First AsA "li^y, wilt thou tourney for the lady ? 
Per. I’U show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

FirU Fish. Why, do’e trice i!^ and the gods give thee 
good on’t! 

See. FiA. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; ’twas wo 
that made up garment through the rough seams of 
the waters : there are certain condolements, certain vails. 
I hope, sir, you thrive, you’U remember from whence 
yon had it. 

Per. Believe’t, I will 
By your furtherance I am clothed in steel ; 


And, spite of aU the i-apture of the sea. 

This jewel bolds bis building on my arm : 

Unto thy value I wiU mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
ShaU make the gazer joy to see him tread. 

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases. 

Sec. Fish. We’ll sure provide; thou shalt have my 
best gown to make thee a pair; and I'll bring thee to 
the court myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a goal to my will. 

This day I'll rise, or else add iU to ill. [Exeunt. 

SCEMB II . — The same. A putiie way or pUUform leading 
to the liAs. A pavUian hy the side of it for the reception 
of the King, Pirineess, Lords, Ae. 

Enter SlMONlDKS, Thaisa, Lords, and Attendants. 
Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the triumph ? 
First Lord. They are, my li^; 

And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Sim. Return them, we are ready: and our daughter. 
In honour of whose birth these triumphs are. 

Sits here^ l&e beauty’s child, whom nature Mt 

For men to see, and seeing wonder at. [nbif a Lord. 
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Thai. It pleasetk you, my royal father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit’s less. 

Sim, It's fit it should be so; for princes are 
A model, which heaven mahes like to itself: 

As jewels lose their glory if neglected. 

So princes their renowns if not respected. 

Tts now your honour, daughter, to explain 
The labour of each knight in his device. 

Thai, Which, to preserve mine honour. I’ll perforin. 

Enter a Kuight ; he passes over, and his Squire presents 
his shield to the Princess. 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself? 
Thai, A knight of Sparta, my renowned father* 

And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black Ethiope reaching at the sun; 

The word, ‘Lux tua vita mihi’ 


[Act ir. 

Sim. lie loves you well that holds his life of you. 

[The Second Knight passes over. 
Who is the second that presents himself? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father; 

And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm’d knight that’s conquer’d by a lady; 

The motto thus, in Spanish, 'Piu por dnlzura que por 
fuerza.’ [Tlte Third Knight passes over, 

Sim. And what’s the third ’ 

Thai. The third of Antioch; 

And his device, a wreath of chivalry; 

The word, 'Me pompte provexit apex.’ 

[The Fourth Kmght passes over. 
Sim. What is the fourth? 

Thai. A burning toiuh that’s turned upside down ; 
The word, ‘Quod me aht, roe extin^uit’ 

Sim. Which shows that beauty hatli his power and 



Which can as well inflame aa it can kill. 

[The F{fth Knight passes over. 
Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds, 
Holding out gold that’s by the touchstone tried; 

The m^to thus, ‘Sic spectanda fidea’ 

[The Sixth Knight, Perides, passes over. 
Sim. And what’s 

’The sixth and last^ the which the knicht himself 
With such a graceful courtesy deUver'd? 

Thai. He seems to be a stranger ; but his present is 
A wither'd branch, that’s only green at top; 

The motto, ‘In hac spe vivo.’ 

Sim. A pmtty moral; 

From the dqectra state wherein he is, 

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

JPirst Lord. He had need mean better than his out* 
ward show 

Can any way speak in his just commend; 

For by his rusty outside he appears 

To have practised more the whipstock than the lance. 


See. Lord. He well may be a stranger, fur he comes 
To an honour’d triumph strangely furnished. 

Third Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust 
Until this da;^, to scour it in the dust 
Sim. Opinion’s but a fool, that makea us scan 
The outwara habit by the inward man. 

But stay, the knights are coming : wo will withdraw 
Into the gallery. ' ^ [Exmid 

[Qreai shouts loithin, and all erg, ' Thb mean knight’ 

1 

SesNB III . — The same. A hall of stats: a bangttet 
prepared. 

Enter SiMONiDXS, Thaisa, Lords, Attendante, and Knighta, 
from tilting. [ 

Sim. Knights, 

To say you’re welcome were superflaons. 

To place upon the volume of your deedsk 
As in a title-page, your worth in arms, 

Were more than you expect^ or more tiian’s fit, 
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Since eveiy worth in show commends itself. 

Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast: 

You are princes and my guests. 

Thai. But you, my knight and guest; 

To whom this wreath of victory I give. 

And crown you king of this day’s happiness 
Per. 'Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit 
bin. Call it by ^what you will, the day is yours , 
And here, 1 hope, is none that envies it 
In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed. 

To make some good, but others to exceed; 
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And you arc her labour’d scholar. Come, queen o’ the 
feast — 

For, daughter, so you are — here take your place: 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 

Knvjhts We aie honour’d much, by good Simonides 
Sim Your presence glsMls our days . honour we love , 
For who hates honour hates the gods above. 

Marshal. Sir, yonder is your place 
Per. Some other is more fit 

First Knight. Contend not, sir, for we are gentle- 
men 



That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes 
Envy the great nor do the low des^w*’ 

Per. You ate right courted^ knights. 

Sim. Sit, sir, sit 

Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts. 
These cates resist me, she but thought ujpon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen of marriage, 

All viands that I eat do seem unsavoury. 

Wishing him my meat Sure, he’s a gallant gentleman. 

Sim. He’s but a country gentleman ; 

Has done no more than other knights have done; 

Has broken a staff or so; so let it pass. 

Thai. To me he seems like diamond to gloss. 

Per, Yon king’s to me like to my father’s picture, 
Which tells me In that glory once he was: 


Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne. 

And he the sun, for them to reverence; 

None that beheld him, but, like lesser lights. 

Did vail their crowns to his supremacy : 

Where now his son’s like a glow-worm in the night. 
The which hath fire in darkness, none in light : 
Whereby I see that Time’s the king of men. 

He’s Wh their parent, and he is their grave. 

And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
Sim. What, are you meny, knights? 

Knights. Who can bo other in this royal presence ? 
Sim. Here, with a cup that’s stored unto the brim—' 
As you do lovo, fill to your mistress’ lips — 

We drink this health to you. 

KwigUs We thank your grace*. 
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Sim. Yet pause awhile: 

Yon knight doth sit too melancholy, 

As if the entertainment in our court 

Had not a show might countervail his worth. 

Note it not you, Thaisa? 

Thai What is it 

To me, niy father? 

Sim. O, attend, my daughter: 

Princes iu this should live like gods arove. 

Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them : 

Aud princes not doing so are like to gnats, 

Whicn make a sound, but kill’d are wonder’d at. 
Therefore to make his entrance* mote sweet, * 

Here, say we drink this standing-bowl of wine to him. 

YAai Alas, my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold: 

He may my profler take for an offence. 

Since men take women’s gifts for impudence. 

Sim How ! 

Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else. 

Thai [Ande.'\ Now, by the gods, he could not please 
me better. 

Sim And furthermore tell him, we desire to know of 
him. 

Of whence he is, his name, and parentage. 

Thai The king my father, sir, has drunk to you. 
Per. I thank him. 

Ihai Wishing it so much blood \into your life. 

Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge him 
freely. 

Thai And further he desires to know of you, 

01 whence you are, your name, and parentage. 

Per. A gentleman of Tyre ; my name, Pericles ; 

My education been in arts and arms; 

Who, looking for adventures in the world. 

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men. 

And after shipwreck driven upon this shore. 

7%ai Ho thanks your grace ; names himself Pericles, 
A gentleman of Tyre, 

Who only by misfortune of the seas 
Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune. 

And will awake him from his melanchofy. 

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trines. 

And waste the time, which looks for other revela 
Even in your armours, as you are address’d. 

Will very well become a soldier’s dance. 

I will not have excuse, with saying this 
Loud music is too harsh for ladies’ head% 

Since they love men in aims as well as beds. 

\17i* KnighU donee. 

So, this was well ask’d, t’was so well perform’d. 

Com^ sir; 

Here is a lady that wants breathinc too: 

And I have heard, you knights of Tyre 
Axe excellent in malring lames trip; 

And that their measures are as excellent 
Per. In those that practise them they aie^ m^ lord. 
Sim O, that’s as much as you would be denied 
Of your fUr courtesy. [The KmghU and Ladiee donee. 
Undaro, unclasp; 

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well, 

[To Per.] But you the best Pages and lights, to conduct 
These knights unto their several lodgings I [To Per.] 
Yours, sir, 

We have given order to be next our own. 

Per. I am at your grace’s pleasure. 

Sim Princes, it is too late to talk of love; 


And that’s the mark I know you level at: 

Therefore each one betake him to his rest; 

To-morrow all for speeding do their best [Sxeunl. 

ScBNB IV. — Tyre. A room in the OmemaPe houee. 
Enter Helicanus and Escanes. 

Hd. No, Escanes, know this of me, ' 

Antiochus from incest lived not free: 

For which, the most high gods not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store. 

Due to this heinous capital offence. 

Even in the height and pride of aU his glory. 

When he was seated in a chariot 

Of an inestimable value, and his daughter with him, 

A fire from heaven came and shrivell’d up 
Their bodies, even to loathing; for they so stunk, 

That all those eyes adored them ere their fall 
Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Eeea. ’Twas very strange. 

Jffel. And yet but justice; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no guard 
To bar heaven’s shaft, but sin had his reward. 

Eeea. ’Tis very true. 

Enter two or thru Lords. 

First Lord. See, not a man in private conference 
Or council has respect with him but he. 

See. Lord. It shall no longer grieve without reproof. 
Third Lord. And cursed Iw he that will not second it 
FirU lard. Follow me, then. Lord Helicane, a word. 
Hel. With me? and welcome: happy day, roy lords. 
First Lord. Know that our griefs are risen to the top, 
And now at len^h they overflow their banks. 

Ed. Your gnefr I for what ? wrong not your prince 
you love. 

First Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, noble Helicane ; 
But if the prince do live, let us salute him, ^ 

Or know what ground’s made happy by his breath. 

If in the world he live, we’U seek him out; 

If in his grave he rest, we’ll find him there ; 

And be resolved he lives to govern us. 

Or dead, give’s cause to mourn his funeral. 

And leave ns to our free election. 

See. Lord. Whose death indeed’s the strongest in our 
censure: 

And knowing this kin^om is without a head— 

Like goodly buildings left without a roof 
Soon fall to min — ^yohr noble self. 

That best know how to mle and how to reign. 

We thus submit unto — our sovereign. 

All. Live, noble Helicane! 

Hd. For honour's cause, forbear vour suffrages: 

If that yon ftve Prince Periclei^ forbear. 

Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 

Y^ete’s hourly trouble for a minute’s easoi, 

A twdvemonth longer, let me entreat you to 
Forbear the absence of your king; 

If in which time expired he not return, 

I diall with aged patience bear your yokec 
But if I cannot win you to this love^ 

Go search like nobles, like noble subjects. 

And in your search spend your adventuions worth ; 
Whom if you find, and win unto return. 

You shall like diamonds sit about his crovSm 
First Lord. To wisdom he’s a fool that vHU not yield ; 
And since Lord Helicane enjoineth us. 

We witji our travels will endeavour u& 
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Act II.] 

IM. Then you love us, we you, and we’ll clasp 
bands : 

When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. [Exeunt. 

r 

SCESE V. — Pmtapolia. A room in the palace. 

Enter SiMONIDEB, reading a letter, at one door: the 
Knights meet him. 

First Knight. Good morrow to tlie good Simonides. 
Bim. Knights, from my daughter this I let you know. 
That for this twelvemonth she’ll not undertake 
A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only known, 

Whicli yet from her hy no means can I get. 

Sec. KniglU. May we not get access to her, my lord 1 
Sim. 'Faith, hy no means ; she has so strictly tied 
Her to her chamber, that 'tis impossible. 

One twelve moons more she’ll wear Diana’s livery; 

This hy the eye of Cynthia hath she vow’d. 

And on her virgin honour will not break it. 

Third Knight. Loath to bid farewell, we take our 
leaves. [Exeunt Knights. 

Sim. So. 

They are well dispatch'd; now to my daughter’s letter: 
She tells me here, she’ll wed the stranger knight. 

Or never more to view nor day nor light. 

’Tis well, mistress; your choice agrees with mine; 

I like that well: nay, how absolute she's in’t. 

Not minding whether 1 dislike or no ! 

Well, I do commend her choice; 

And will no longer have it be delay’d. 

Soft ! Irere he cornea : 1 must dissemble it. 

Enter Pekicles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides! 

Sim. To you as much, sir! I am beholding to you 
For your sweet music this last night - I do 
Protest my ears were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace’s pleasure to commend; 

Not ray desert. 

Sim. Sir, you arc music’s master. 

Per. The worst of all her scholars, rny good lo'd. 
Sim. Let me ask you one thing: 

What do you think of my daughter, sir? 

Per. A most virtuous princess. 

Sim. And she is fair, too, is she not; 

Per. As a fair day in summer, wondrous fair. 

Sim. Sir, my daughter thinks very well of you; 

Ay, so well, that you must be her master. 

And she will be your scholar: therefore look to it 
Per. I am unworthy for her schoolmaster. 

Sim. She thinks not so; peruse this writing else. 
Per. [Aside.] What’s here? 

A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre 1 
’Tis the king’s subtilty to have my life. 

0, seek not to entrap me, gracious lord, 

A stranger and distressed gentleman. 

That never aim’d so high to love your daughter. 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

Sim Thou hast bewitch’d my daughter, and thou art 
A villain. 

Per. By the gods, I have not: 

Never did thought of mine levy offence; 

Nor never did my actions yet coinmenco 
A deed might gain her love or your displeasure. 

Sim. Traitor, thou liest. 

Per. Traitor 1 

Sim Ay, traitor. 


Per. Even in his throat — unless it be the king* 

That calls me traitor, 1 return -the lie. 

Sinu [Aside.] Now, by the gods, I do applaud his 
courage. 

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts. 

That never relish’d of a base descent. 

I came unto your court for honour’s cause. 

And not to be a rebel to her state; 

And be tliat otherwise accounts of me. 

This sword shall prove he’s honour’s enemy. 

Sim. No ? 

Here comes ray daughter, she can witness it. 


Enter Thaisa. 


Per. Then, as you are as vii-tuous as fair, 
Eesolvo your angry father, if my tongue 



Did e’er solicit, or my hand sub.scribe 
To any syllable that made love to you. 

Thai. Why, sir, say if you had. 

Who takes offence at that would make me glad? 

Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory ? 
[Aside:] I am glad on’t with all my heart.— 

I’ll tame you; I’ll bring you in subjection. 

Will you, not having my consent. 

Bestow your love and your affections 

Upon a stranger? [A^de.] who, for aught I know. 

May be, nor can 1 think the contrary. 

As great in blood as I myself.— 

Therefore hear you, mistress; either frame 
Your will to mine — and you, sir, hear you. 

Either be ruled by me, or I will make you— 

Man and wife: 

Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal it too: 
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And being join’d, I’ll thus your hopes destroy; 

And for a further grief— >Q(M give you joy t — 

What, are you both pleased? 

Thai. Yes, if you love me, sir. 

Per. Even as my life, or blood that fosters it 


Sim. What, are you both agreed? 

Both. Yes, if it please your majesty. 
tSim. It pleaseth me so well, that I will see you wed; 
And then with what haste you can get you to bed. 

{Exmnt. 




ErUer Gower. 


Oqw, Now sleep yslaked hath the rout; 

No dill but snores the house about. 

Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage-feast. 

The cat, with eyue of burning coal, 

Now couches fore the mouse's hole; 

And crickets sing at the oven's mouth, 

E'er the blitlier for their drouth. 

Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 

Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 

A babe is moulded. Be atteiit, 

And time that is so briefly spent 
With your fine fancies quaintly eche: 

Wllttl’s dumb in show I'll plain with speech. 

Dumb Show. 

Eater Pericles and Simonides, at one door, with Atten- 
dants ; a Messenger meets therrii kneels, and gives 
Pericles a letter: Pericles shows it Simonides; the 
Lords kneel to him. Then eater Thaisa with child, 
with LyciiorIDA a nurse. The King shows her the 
letter; she rqoices: she and Pericles take leave of her 
father, and depart with Lychorida and their Atten- 
dants. Then exeunt Simonides and the rest. 

By many a deru® and painful perch 
Of Pericles the careful search, 

By the four opposing coigns’ iAnjii«i. 

Which the world together joins, 

Is made with all due diligence 

Thai horse and sail and high expense 

Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre, 

Fame answering the most strange inquire, 

To the court of King Simonides 
Are letters brought, the tenour these: 


Antiochus and his daughter dead ; 

The men of l^rus on the head 

Of Helicanus would set on 

The crown of Tj^re, but he will none : 

The mutiny be there hastes t' opi)ress; 

Says to 'em, if Kii^ Pericles 
Come not home in twice six moons, 

He, obedient to their dooms. 

Will take the crown. The sum of this, 

Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Y-ravished the re^ons round. 

And every one with claps can sound, 

' Our heir-apparent is a king ! 

Who dream'd, who thought of such a thing?' 

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre: 

His queen with child makes her desire — 

Which who shall cross ? — along to go : 

Omit ive all their dole and woe: 

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes. 

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 
On Neptune's billow ; half the flood 
Hath their keel cut: but fortune's mood 
Varies again; the grisly north 
Disgorges such a tempest forth, 

That, as a duck for life that dives. 

So up and down the poor ship drives: 

The lady shrieks, and well-a-near 
Does fall in travail with her fear: 

And what ensues in this fell storm 
Shall for itself itself perform. 

I nill relate, action may 
Conveniently the rest convey ; 

Which might not what by me is told. 

In your imagination hold 

This stage the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-tost Pericles appears to speak. [Exit. 




ACT III. 

Scene 1 . — Oh shipboard. 


Enter PERiCLEa. 

Per. Thou god of this great vast, rebuko these surges, 
Which wash Iwth heavea and hell ; and thou, that bast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass. 

Having call'd them from the deep! 0, still 
Tliy deafening, dreadful thunders; gently quenclt 
Thy nimble, sulphurous Hashes! 0, how, Lychorida, 
How does my queen? Thou stormest venomously; 

Wilt thou spit all thyself? The seaman's whistle 
Is os a whisper in the ears of death, 

Unheard, Lychorida! — Lucina, 0 
Diviaest patroness, and midwife gentle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity 
Aboard our dancing boat; make swift the pangs 
Of my queen s travails ! 

EnUr Lyciiokioa, wUk an Infant. 

Now, Lychorida! 

Lye. Here is a thing too young for such a place, 
Who, if it had conceit, would die, as I 
Am like to do: take in your arms this piece 
Of your dead queen. 

Per. How, how, Lychorida! 

Lye. Patience, epod sir; do not assist the storm. 
Here’s all that is left living of your queen, 

A little daughter: for the sake of it. 

Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per. 0 you gods! 

Why do you make us love your go<^ly gifts. 

And snatch them straight away? We here below 
Recall not what we give, and therein may 
Use honour with you. 

Patience, good sir. 

Even for this charge. 

Per. Now, mild may be .thy life ! 

For a more blnstrous birth had never babe: 


Quiet and gentle thy conditions! for 

Thou art the rudeliest welcome to this world 

That ever was prince’s child. Happy what follows! 

Thou hast as chiding a nativity 

As Are, air, water, earth, and heaven can make, 

To herald thee from the womb; even at the firtit 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit, « 

With all thou canst find here. Now, the good gods 
Throw their best, eyes upon’t! 

Enter two Sailors. 

First Sail. What courage, sir? God save you! 

Per. Courago enough ; 1 do not fear the flaw ; 

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fiesh-new sea-farer, 

I would it would be quiet. 

First Sail. Slack the bolins there! Thou wilt not, 
wilt thou? Blow, and split thyself. 

See. Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy billow 
kiss the moon, I care not. 

First Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard : the sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the 
ship be deared of the dead. 

Per. That’s your superstition. 

First Sail. Pardon us, sir ; with us at sea it hath been 
still observed : and we are strong in custom. Therefore 
briefly yield her; for she must overboard straight. 

Per. As you think meet. Most wretcl^d queen! 

Lye. Here she lies, sir. 

Per. A terrible childbed hast thou had^ my dear; 

No light, no fire: the unfsiendly elements' 

Foigot thee utterly; nor have I time 

To give thee hallow’d to thy grave, but sfraight 

Must cast thee, scarcely coffin^, in the oom; 

Where, for a monument upon thy bones. 

And e’er-remaining lamps, the belching whale 
And humming water must o’erwhelm thy corpse, 
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simple shells. 0 Lychorido, 

Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink, and paper, 

My casket and my jewels; and bid Nicauder 
Bring me the s^tin coffer: lay the babe 
Upon the pillow: hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her: suddenly, woman. 

[£xit Lt/chorida. 

Sec. Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
caulked and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast is this ? 

See. Sail. We are near Taraus. 

Per. Thither, gentle mariner,' 

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it? 

See. Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease. 

Per. O, make for Tarsus I 
There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus; there 1*11 leave it 
At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner: 

I’ll bring the body presently. [.Exeunt. 


Scene II. — Ephesus. A room in Cerimon’s house. 

Enter Cerimon, with a Servant, and some Persons who 
hate been shipwrecked, 

Cer. Philemon, ho ! 


Enter Phile.MOK. 

Phil. Doth my lord call ? 

Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men: 

’T has been a turbulent and stormy night. 

Serv. I have been in many ; but such a night as this. 
Till now, T ne’er endured. 

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return; 
There’s nothing can be minister’d to nature 
That can recover him. [To Give this to the 

’pothecary. 

And tell me how it works. [Exeun* all but Cerimon. 
Enter two Gentlemen. 


First Gent. Good morrow. 

See. Gent. Good morrow to your lordship. 

Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early? 

First Gent. Sir, 

Our lodging, standing; bleak upon the sea. 

Shook as the earth did quake; 

The very principals* did seem to rend, i strwtwi 
And all-to topple: pure surprise and fear 
Made mo to quit the house. 

See. Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so early ; 
’Tis not our husbandry. 

Cer. 0, you say w’ell. 

First Gent. But I much marvel that your lordship, 
having 

Bich tire about you, should at these early hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repooe. 

'Tis most strange. 

Nature should be so conversant with pain. 

Being thereto not compell'd. 

Cer. I hold it ever, 


Virtue and cunning* were endowments gi'eater 
Than nobleness and riches: careless heirs 


May the two latter darken and expend; 

But immortality attends the former. 

Making a man a god. 'Tis knowm, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art. 
By turning o’er authorities, I have. 

Together with my practice, made familiar 
To me and to my aid the blest infusions 


That dwell in v^tives, in metals, stones. 

And I can speak of the disturbances 

That nature works, and of her cures ; which doth give me 

A more content in course of true delight 

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour. 

Or tie my treasure up in silken bags. 

To please the fool and death. 

Sec. Gent. Your honour has through Ephesus pour'd 
forth 

Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restored: 

And not your knowledge, your personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, hath built Lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall ne’er decay. 

Enter two or three Servants wUh a chest. 

First Serv. So; lift there. 

Cer. Wliat is that? 

First Serv. Sir, even now 

Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest: 

’Tis of some wreck. 

Cer. Set’t down, let’s look upon’t. 

See. Gent. ’Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer. Whate’er it be, 

'Tis w'ondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight: 


If the sea’s stomach be o’erohaiged with gold, 

’Tis a good constmnt of fortune it belches upon us. 

See. Gent. ’Tis so, my lord. 

Cer. How close ’tis caulk’d and bitumed! 

Did the sea cast it up ? 

First Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir. 

As toss’d it upon shore. 

Cer. Wrench it open; 

Soft! it smells most sweetly in my sense. 

See. Gent. A delicate odour. 

Cer. As ever hit my nostril. So, up with it. 

0 you most potent gods! w'hat’s here? a corse! 

First Gent, hlost strange! 

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ; bnlm’d and entreasured 
With full bags of spices! A passport too! 

Apollo, perfect me in the characters ! [Beads from a scroll. 

Here I mve to understand. 

If e’er this coffin drive a-land, 

I, King Pericles, have lost 

This queen, worth all our mundane cost 

Who finds her, give her burying; 

She was the daughter of a king: 

Besides this treasure for a fee. 

The gods requite his charity I’ 
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If thou livest, Pericles, thou hast a heart 
That even cracks for woe! This chanced to*uight 
Sec. Oeni. Most likely, sir. 

Cer. Nay, certainly to>night. 

For look how fresh she looks! They were too rough 
That threw lier in the sea. Make a fire within: 

Fetch hither all my boxes in my closet. a Servant. 

Death may usurp on nature many hours. 

And yet the fire of life kindle again 

The o’erpress’d spirits. 1 heard of an Egyptian 

That had nine hours hen dead. 

Who was by good appliance recovered. 


Jie-enter a Servant, rvitA hoxea, napkins, and fire. 

W’ell said, well said; the fire and cloths. 

The rough and woeful music that we have, 

Cause it to sound, beseech you. 

The viol once more: how thou stirr’st, thou block! 
The music there! — 1 pray you, give her air. 
Gentlemen, 

This queen will live: nature awakes; a warmth 
Breathes out of her: she hath not been entranced 
Above five hours : see how she gins to blow 
Into life's flower again I 



First OsM. The heavens. 

Through you, increase our wonder and set up 
Your fame for ever. 

Cer. She is alive; behold. 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost, 

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold: 

The diamonds of a most praised water 
Do appear, to make the world twice rich. Live, 

And make us weep to hear your fate, fair creature, 
Bare as you seem to be. [SHU moves. 

Thai. 0 dear Diana, 

Where am I ? Where's my lord 1 What world is this ? 

See. Gent. Is not this strange t 


First Gent. Most rare. 

Cer. Hush, my gentjle neighbours' 

Lend me your hands; to the next chamber bear her. 
Get hnen: now this matter must be look'd to, 

For her relapse is mortal. Come, come; 

And .^Isculapius guide us! [Ei^unt, eanffing her away. 

Scene HI. — Tarsus. A room in CusOn’s house. 

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Diontza, and I^rcHORiOA with 
Marina in her arms. 

Per. Most honour'd Cleon, I must needs be gone; 
My twelve months are expired, and lyrue stanos 
In a litigious peace. You, and your lady, 
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Take from my heart all thankfulness ! Tlie gods 
Make up the rest upon you ! 

Cle, Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you 
mortally, . 

Yet glance full wanderingly on us. 

Dion. O your sweet queen ! 

That the strict fates had pleased you had brought her 
hither, 

To have bless’d mine eyes with her! 

Per. We cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
Must be os *tis. My gentle babe Marina, whom, 

For she was born at sea, I have named so, here 
I charge your charity withal, leaving her 
The infant of your care; beseeching you 
To give her princely training, that she may be 
Manner’d as she is bom. 

Cle. Fear not, my lord, but think 

Your grace, that fed my country with your corn. 

For which the people's prayers still fall upon you. 

Must in your child bo thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make mo vile, the common body. 

By you relieved, would force me to my duty : 

But if to that my nature need a spur, 

The gods revenge it upon me and mine. 

To the end of generation ! 

Per. I believe you ; 

Your lionour and your goodness teach me to't, 

Without your vows. Tul she be married, madam, 

By bright Diana, whom we honour, all 
Unscissard shall this hair of mine remain. 

Though I show ill in*t. So I take my leave. 

Good madam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 


Dion. I have one myself. 

Who shall not be more dear to my respect 
Than yours, my lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle. We’ll bi’ing your grace e'en to the edge o* the 
shore, 

Then give you up to the mask'd Neptune and 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 

/V. I will embrace 

Your offer. Come, dearest madam. O, no tears, 
Lychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 

You may depend hereafter. Come, my lord. S^Rxtuni. 

Scene IV. — E'phesiis. A room in Cerimon's houne.^ 

Enter Cerimon and Thaisa. 

Cer. Madam, this- letter, and some certain jewels. 
Lay with you in your coffer: which are now 
At your command. Know you the character? 

Thai. It is my lord's. 

That I was shipp'd nt sea, I well remember, 

Even on my eaning time ; but whether there 
Dcli.ver'd, by the lioly gods, 

I cannot rightly say. But since King I^ericles, 

My wedded lord, I ne'er shall see again, 

A vestal livery will I take me to, 

And never more have joy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as ye speak, 
Diana's temple is not distant far. 

Where you may abide till your date expire. 

Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that's all; 

Yet my good will is great, though the gift small. {Exeunt. 
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Oow. Imagine Pericles arrived at Tyre, 
Welcomed and settled to his own desire. 

His woeful queen we leave at Ephesus, 

Unto Diana there a votaress. 

Now to Marina bend yonr mind, 

Whom our fast-growing scene must find 
At Tarsus, and by Cleon train'd 
In music, letters; who hath gain’d 
Of education all the grace. 

Which makes her both the heart and place 
Of general wonder. But, alack. 

That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina’s life 
Seeks to take off by treason’s knife 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown. 

Even ripe for marriage-rite; this maid 
Right Philoten : and it is said 
For certain in onr story, she 
Would ever with Marina be: 

Be’t when she weaved the sleided silk 
With fingers long, small, white as mUk; 

Or when she would with sharp needle wound 
The cambric, which she made more sound 
By hurting it; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute. 


That still records with moan; or when 

She would with rich and coustant pen 

Vail to her mistress Dian; still 

This Philoten contends in skill 

With absolute Marina: so 

With the dove of Paphos might the crow 

Vie feathers white. Marina gets 

All praises, whicli are paid as debts. 

And not as given. This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks. 

That Cleon’s wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 
For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida, oni' nurse, is dead: 

And cursed Dionyza bath 
The pregnant instrument of wrath 
Prest for this blow, ’i'he unborn event 
I do commend to your content: 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 

Which never could I so convey. 

Unless your thoughts went on my way. 
Dionyza does appear. 

With Leonine, a murderer. 


[EieU. 
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SCEKB I. — Tarma. An optn plau near tiu sea-ahore. 


Enter Diomyza and Leonine. 

Dion. Thy oath remember; thou hast sworn to do't: 
’Tis but a blow, which never shall be known. 

Thou canst not do a thing in the world so soon, 

To ^ield thee so much profit Let not conscience. 
Which is but cold, inflaming love i’ thy bosom. 

Inflame too nicely; nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but bo 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. I will do't; but yet she is a goodly creature. 

Dion. The fitter, then, the gods should have her. Here 
she comes weeping for her only mistress' death. Thou 
art resolved? 

Leon. I am resolved. 

Enter Marina, toiih a basket of flowers. 

Mar. No, I will rob Tellus of her weed. 

To strew thy green with flowers: the yellows, blues. 



The purple violets, and marigolds. 

Shall as a carpet hang upon tliy grave. 

While summer-days do last Ay me! poor maid. 

Bom iu a tempest, when my mother died. 

This world to me is like a lasting storm. 

Whirring me from my friends. 

DUm. How now, Marina! why do you keep alone? 
How chance my daughter is not with you? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing: you have 
A nurse of me. Lord, how your favour’s changed 
With this uuprofitable woe! 

Come, give me your flowers, ere the sea mar it 
Walk with Leonine; the air is quick there. 

And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. Come, 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar. No, I pray you ; 

I’ll not bereave yon of your servant 
Dwn. Come, come; 

I love the king your fother, and yourself. 

With more than foreign heart. We every day 
VOL. ra. 


Expect him here: when he shall come and find 
Our paragon to all reports thus blasted. 

He will repent the breadth of his great vo}rage; 

Blame both ray lord and me, that we have t^en 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you. 

Walk, and bo cheerful once again; reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me; 

I can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go; 

But yet I have no desire to it 
Di/m. Come, come, I know 'tis good for you. 

Walk half an hour, I«omne, at the least: 

Bemember what 1 have said. 

Lecn. I warrant you, madam. 

Dim. I’ll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while: 
Pray, walk softly, do not heat your blood: 

What! I must have a care of you. 

Mar. My thanks, sweet madam. 

[Exit Dionyza. 

Is this wind westerly that blows? 

Leon. South-west 

Mar. When I was bom, the wind was north. 

Leon. Was’t so t 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear. 

But cried ‘Good seamen!’ to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands, haling ropes; 

And, clasping to the mast, endured a sea 
That almost burst the deck. 

Leon. When was this? 

Mar. When I was bom: 

Never was waves nor wind more violent; 

And from the ladder-tackle washes off 
A canvas-climber. ‘Ha!’ says one, ‘wilt out?' 

And with a dropping industry they skip 
From stem to stem: the boatswain whistles, and 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Leon. Come, say your prayers. 

Mar. What mean you? 

Lem. If you require a little space for prayer, 

I grant it: pray; but be not tedious. 

For the gods are quick of ear, and 1 am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why will you kill me? 

Lem. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why would she have mo kill'd? 

Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 

I never did her hurt in all my life: 

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature: believe me, la, 

I never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fly: 

I trod upon a worm against my will. 

But 1 wept for it How have I offended. 

Wherein my death might yield her any profit. 

Or my life imply her any danger? 

Leon. My commission 
Is not to reason of the deed, but do it 
Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I hope. 
You are well favour'd, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart I saw you lately. 

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought: 
Good sooth, it show’d well in you: do so now: 

Your lady seeks my life; come you between. 

And save poor me, the weaker. 

50 
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Zfon. I am sworn, 

And will despatch. [lie seizes her. 

Enter Pirates. 

First Pirate. Hold, villain! [Leonine runs away. 
Sec. Pirate. A prize! a prize! 

Th%rd Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let’s 
have her aboard suddenly. [Exeunt Pirates mth Marina. 

Be-enier Leonink. 

Leon. These loguing thieves servo tlie great pirate 
Valdes ; 

And they have seized Marina. T,et her go; 

There’s no hope she will i-eturu. I’ll swear she’s dead. 
And thrown into the sea. But I’ll see further: 

Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her. 

Not carry her alxiard. If she remain. 

Whom they have ravish’d must by me bo slain. [Exit. 

Scene IT. — Mytilene. A room in a brothel. 

Enter Pano.vr, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Boult ! 


Bovit. Sir ? 

Pand. Search the market narrowly; Mytilene is full 
of gallants. We lost too much money this mart by 
being too wenchless. 

Bawd. We were never so much out of creatures. 
We have but poor three, and they can do no more 
than they can do; and they with continual action are 
even us good as rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let's have fresh ones, whnte’er we 
pay for them. If there be not a conscience to be used 
in every trade, we shall never prosper. 

Baiod. Thou sayest true: ’tis not our bringing up 
of poor bastards — as, I think, I have brought up some 
eleven — 

Boult. Ay, to eleven; and brought them down again. 
But shall I search the market? 

Bawd. What else, man ? The stuif we have, a strong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pitifully sodden. 

Pand. Thou sayest tnie ; they’re too unwholesome, o’ 
conscience. Tlie poor Transylvanian is dead, that lay 
with the little baggage. 

Boult. Ay, she quickly pooped him ; she made him 
roast-meat tor worms. But I’ll go search the market. 

[Exit. 



Pand. Three or four thousand cheqnins were as pretty 
a proportion to live quietly, and so give over. 

Bawd. Why to give over, I piay you? is it a shame 
to get when we are old. 

Fund. 0, our credit comes not in like the commodity, 
nor the commodi^ wages not with the danger; there- 
fore, if in our youths we could pick up some pretty 
estate, ’twere not amiss to keep our door hatched. Besides, 
the sore terms we stand upon with the gods will be 
strong with us for giving over. 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we ! ay, and better too ; we offend 
worse. Neither is our profession any trade; it’s no 
calling. But here comes Boult. 

Bz-ezder Boult, with the Pirates and Mamna. 

Boult. [To J£arina!\ Come yonr ways. My masters, 
you say she’s a virgin? 

First Pirate. O, sir, we doubt it not 

Boult, Master, I have gone through for this piece, 
you see: if you like her, so; if not I have lost my 
earnest 

Bawd. BouU, has she any qualities? 


Boult. She nas a good face, speaks well, and has 
excellent good clothes; there’s no further necessity of 
qualities can make her be refused. 

Bated. What’s her price, Boult? 

Boult. I cannot lie bated one doit ot a thousand pieces. 

Pand. Well, follow me, my masters, you shall have 
your money presently. Wife, take her in; instruct her 
what she has to do, that she may not be raw in her 
entertainment. [Exeunt Pandar and Pirates. 

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her, the colour 
of her hair, comnlexion, height, age, with warrant of 
her virginity; and cry, 'He that will give most shall 
have her first.’ Such a maidenhead were so cheap thing, 
if men were as they have been. Get ttiis done as I 
command you. 

Boult. Performance shall follow. [Exit. 

Mar. Alack that Leonine was so slacld so slow ! 

He should have struck, not spoke ; or thal these pirates. 
Not enough barbarous, had not o’erboard , thrown me 
For to seek my mother! 

Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in you. 

Mar.' I accuse them not 
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Bawd. You are light into my hands, where you are 
like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault* 4 

To scape his hands where I was like to die. 

Bawd.. Ay, and you shall live in pleasura 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes, indeed shall you, and taste gentlemen of 
all fashions: you shall fare well; you shall have the dif- 
ference of all complexions. What ! do you stop your ears ? 

Mar. Are you a woman? 

Bawd. What would you have me bo, an I be not 
a woman ? 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling: I think I shall 
have something to do with you. Come, you’re a young 
foolish sapling, and must be bowed as 1 would have yom 

Mar. The gods defend me! ^ 

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by men, 
then men must eomfort you, men must feed you, meii 
must stir you up. Boult’s rcturued. 

lU-erUer Boult. 

Now, sir, bast thou cried her through the market ? 


Boult. I have cried her almost to the number of 
her hairs; I have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And I prithee tell me, how dost thou find the 
inclination of the people, especially of the younger 
sort? 

Boult. ’Faith, they listened to me as they would have 
hearkened to their father’s testament, ’rhere was a 
Spaniard’s mouth so watered, that he went to bed to 
her very description. 

Bawd. We shall have him here to-morrow with his 
best ruff on. 

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do you know 
the French knight that cowers i’ the hams ? 

Bawd. Who, Monsieur Veroles ? 

Boult. Ay, he ; he offered to cut a caper at the 
proclamation ; but he made a groan at it, and swore 
he would see her to-morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well;- as for him, he brought his disease 
hither: here he does but repair it. I know he will 
come in our shadow, to scatter his crowns in the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, 
we should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd. [To Mar.] Pray you, come hither awhile. 



You have fortunes coming upon you. Mark me: you 
must seem to do that fearfully W’hich you commit will- 
ingly, despise profit where you have most gain. To 
weep that you live as ye do makes pity in your lovers : 
seldom but that pity begets you a good opinion, and 
that opinion a mere profit. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult. O, take her home, mistress, take her home - 
these blushes of hers must be qv inched with some 
present practice. 

Bawd. Thou sayest true, i’ faith, so they must; for 
your bride goes to that with shame which is her way 
to go with warrsmt. 

Boult. 'Faith, some do, and some do not. But, nustress, 
if I have bargained for the joint — 

Bawd. Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit. 

BouU. I may so. 

Bawd. Who should deny it? Come, young one, I 
like the manner of your garments well. 

BouU. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed yeh 

Bawd, wult, spend thou that in the town: report 
what a sojourner we have; you’ll lose nothing by cus- 
tom. When nature fhtmed this piec^ she meant thee 


a good turn; therefore say what a paragon she is, and 
thou hast the harvest out of thine own report. 

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not so 
awake the beds of eels as my giving out her beauty stir 
up the lewdly-inclined. I’ll bring home some to-night. 

Bawd. Come your ways; follow me. 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep. 
Untied I still my viigin knot will keep. 

Diana, aid my purpose! 

Bated. What have we to do with Diana ? Pray you, 
will you go with us? [Bxeunt. 

Scene III. — Tartua. A room in Cleon’s house. 

Enter CLEON and Dionyza. 

Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it be undone? 

Cle. 0 Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon ! 

Dion. I think 

You’ll turn a child again. 

Cle. Were I chief lord of all this spacious world, 

I’d rive it to undo the deed. 0 lady, 

Mu^ less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
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To equal any single crown o’ the earth 
I’ the justice of compare! O villain Leonine! 

Whom thou hast poison'd too: 

If thou hadst drunk to him, 't had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy fact: what caust thou say 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child? 

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates, 

To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 

She died at night; I'll say so. Who can cross it? 
Unless you play the pious innocent. 

And for an honest attribute cry out, 

'She died by foul play.’ 

CU. O, go to. Well, well. 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst 

Dion. Be one of those that think 

The petty wrens of Tarsus will fly hence. 

And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are. 

And of how coward a spirit. 

CU. To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added. 

Though not his prime consent, he did not flow 
From honourable sources. 

Dion. Be it so, then: 

Tct none does know, but you, how she came dead. 

Nor none can know. Leonine being gone. 

She did distain* my child, and stood between * 

Her and her fortunes: none would look on her. 

But cast their gazes on Marina’s face; 

Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin 
Not worth the time of day. It pierced me thorough; 
And though you call my course unnatural. 

You not your child well loving, yet I find 
It greets me as an enterprise of kindness 
Perform’d to your sole daughter. 

CU. Hervens foigive it! 

Dion. And os for Pericles, 

Wliat should he say ? We wept after her hearse. 

And yet we mourn: her monument 
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expense ’tis done. 

CU. Thou art like the harpy, 

Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel’s foce, 

Seize with thine eagle’s talons. 

Dim. You are like one that superstitioualy 
Doth swear to the gods that winter kill s the flies: 

But yet I know you’ll do as 1 advise. [^Exeunt. 

SCENI IV. 

Enttr Gowxb, l^ore (ho vnomment of Mabina of Tartu*. 
Chw. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 
make short ; 

Sail seas in cocldes, have an wish but foFt; 
Making, to take your imagination, 

From bourn to bourn, rej^on to i^on. 

By you being pardon’d, we commit no crime 
To use one language in each several clime 
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you 
To learn of me, who stand i’ the gaps to teach you. 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
la now again tiiwarting the wayward seas. 

Attended on by many a lord and kni^t, 

To see his dauAter, all his life’s delight 
Old Escanes, wlmm Helicanus late 
Advanced in time to great and high estate; 


Is left to govern. Bear you it in miud. 

Old Helicanus goes along behind. 

Well-sailing ships and bounteous winds have brought 
Tliis king to Tarsus — think his pilot thought ; 

So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on~ 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone, 
like motes and shadows see them move awhile; 
Your ears unto your eyes I’ll reconcile. 

Dumb Show. 

EkUt Pehicles, at one door, vriih all hit train; Clkoh 
and Diohyza, af (he other. Cleok shorn Pericles 
(he totnb; whereat Pericles makes lamentation,, puts on 
saekelo^, and in a mighty passion departs. Then exeunt 
Cleon and Dionyza. 

See how belief may suffer by foul show! 

This borrow’d passion stands for true old woe; 

And Pericles, in sorrow aU devour’d. 

With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o’er-shower’d. 
Leaves Tarsus and again embarks. He swears 
Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs: 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. Ho bears 
A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears. 

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wjt 
The epitaph is for Marina writ 
By w’icked Dionyza. 

[Read* (ho inserijdion on Marina's monument. 
*Tl)e fairest, sweet’st, and best lies here. 

Who witWd in her spring of year. 

She was of Tyrus the kings daughter. 

On whom foul death hath made this slaughter; 
Marina was she call’d; and at her birth, 

Thetis, being proud, swallow’d some part o’ the earth 
Tlierefore the earth, fearing to be ©’ei-flow'd. 

Hath Thetis’ birth-child on the heavens bestow’d: 
Wherefore she does, and swears she’ll never stint. 
Make raging battery utoh shores of flint.' 

No visOT does become clack villany 
So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe bis daughter's dead. 

And bear his courses to be ordered 
By Lady Fortune; while our scene must play 
His daughter’s woe and heavy well-a-day 
In her unholy service. Patience, then, 

And think you now are all in Mytilene. [Exit. 

Scene Y. — Mytilene. A street before the brothel. 

Enter, from the brothel, two Gentlemen. 

First Cent. Did you ever hear the ^e? 

See. Cent. No, nor never shall do in such a place 
as this, she being once gone. 

Fint OeKt.<t But to have divinity preached there! 
did you ever dream of such a thing? 

See. Oeat. No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy 
houses ; shall’s wn hear the vestals sing ? 

First Cent, fll do any thing now thal is virtuous ; 
but I am out of the road of rutting for e^r. [Exeunt. 

J 

Scene VI. — The tame, A room <<8 broUuL 

Enter Fandar, Bawd, and Bomjp. 

Fund. Well, I had rather than twice ihe worth of 
her she had ne’er come here. . , 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her I she’s able to fkeese the god 
Fiiapus, and undo a whole generation. We inust citha 
ker ravished, or be rid of her. When she should 
for clients her fitment, end do me the kindnese of 
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our proressiou, she has me her quirks, her reasons, her 
master reasons, her prayers, her knees ; that she would 
make a puritan of the devil, if he should cheapen a kiss 
of her. 

BmiU. ’Faith, I must ravish her, or she’ll disfurnish 
us of all our cavaliers, and make our swearers priests. 

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green -sick ness for me ! 

Bawd. ’Faith, thei-e’s no way to le rid on't but by the 
way to the pox. Here comes the Lord Lysiinachus 
disguised. 

BmiU. We should have both lord and lown, if the 
peevish baggage would but give way to customera. 

EtUct Lysimachus. 

Lys. How now ! How a dozen of virginities ? 

Bawd. Now, the gods to-bless your honour! 

Boult. 1 am glad to see your honour in good health. 

Lys. You may so; ’tis the better for you that your 
resorters stand upon sound legs. How now I wholesome 
iniquity have you that a man may deal withal, and 
defy the surgeon? 

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would— but 
there never came her like in Mytileue. 


Lys. If she’ld do the deed of darkness, thou wouldst say. 
Bawd. Your honour knows what ’tis to say well enough. 
Lys. Well, call forth, call forth. 

Bovit. For tlesh and blood, sir, white and red, you shall 
see a rose; and she were a rose indeed, if she had but — 
Lys. What, prithee? 

Boult. O, sir, I can be modest. 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less 
than it gives a good report to a number to be chaste. 

[Exit Bmdt. 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the stalk; 
never plucked yet, I can assure you. 

lU-enter Boult with Marina. 

Is she not a fair creature? 

Lys. ’Faith, she would serve after a long voyage at 
sea. Well, there’s for. you : leave us. 

Bawd. 1 beseech your honour, give me leave : a 
word, and I'll have done presently. 

Ijys. I beseech you, do. 

Buwd. [To Marina.\ First, I would have you note, 
this is an honourable man. 



Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may worthily 
note him. 

Bawd. Next, he’s the governor of this country, and 
a man whom I am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the country, you are bound to him 
indeed ; but how honourable he is in that, I know not. 

Bawd. Pray you, without any more virginal fencing, 
will you use him kindly ? Ho will line your apron 
with gold. 

Mar. Whet he will do graciously, I will thankfully 
receiva 

Lys. Ha* you done ? 

Bawd. My lord, she’s not paced yet ; you must take 
some pains to work her to your manage. Come, we 
will leave his honour and her together. Go thy ways. 

[EsuwtU Bawd, Pandar, and Boult. 

Lys. Now, pretty one, how long have you been at 
this trade? 

Mar. What trade, sif 1 

Xyt, Why, I cannot name’t but I shall offend. 

Mar. I cannot bo offended with my trade. Please 
you to name it. 

Lys. How long have you been of this profession. 


Mur. E’er since I can remember. 
lys. Did you go to’t so young ? Were you a gamester 
at five or at seven ? 

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in proclaims you 
to be a creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of such 
resort, and will come into’t? 1 hear say you are of 
honourable parts, and ate the governor of this place. 

Jys. Why, bath your principal made known unto you 
who I am ? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 

Lys. Why, your herb-woman; she that sets seeds 
and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you have heard 
some thing of my power, and so stand aloof for more 
serious wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, my 
authority shall not see thee, or else look friendly upon 
thee. Come, bring me to some private place : come, cornu 
Mar. If you were bom to nonour, show it now ; 

If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it 
Xys. How’s this ? how’s this ? Some more ; be saga 
Jlfar. For mo. 
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That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Have placed me in this sty, where, since I came, 
Diseases have been sold dearer than physic, 

0, that the gods 

Would set me free from this unhallow’d place. 

'Chough they did change me to the meanest bird 
'That tiies i' the purer air ! 

Ltjs. I did not think 

Thou couldst have spoke so well ; ne’er dream’d thou 
couldst. 

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 

Thy speech had alter'd it. Hold, hero’s gold for thee : 
Persever in that clear way thou goest. 

And the gods strengthen thee I 
Mar. The good gods preserve you ! 

Lys. For me, be you thoughten 
That 1 came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 

Fare thee well Thou art a ])iece of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble. 

Hold, hero’s more gold for thee. 

A curse upon him, die he like a thief. 

That robs thee of thy goodness! If thou dost 
Hear from me, it shall be for thy good. 

Re-enter Boult. 

Boult. I beseech yotir honour, one piece for me. 

Lya. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper! 

Your nouse, but for this virgin that doth prop it. 
Would sink and overwhelm you. Away ! [Exit. 

Boult. How’s this? We must take another course 
with you. If your peevish chastity, which is not worth 
a breakfast in the cheapest country under the cope, shall 
undo a whole household, let mo w gelded like a spaniel. 
Come your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me? 

Bovit. I must have your maidenhead taken off, or 
the common hangman shall execute it Come your ways. 
We'll have no more gentlemen driven away. Come your 
ways, I say. 

Re-enier Bawd. 

Baiod. How now! what’s the matter? 

Bmdt. Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here spoken 
holy words to the Lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd. 0 abominable ! 

Boult. She makes our profession as it were to stink 
afore the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever! 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her like 
a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a snow* 
ball; saying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult take her away ; use her at thy pleasure : 
crack the glass of her viiginity, and make the rest malleable. 

Boull>. An if she were a thornier piece of ground than 
she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods! 

Bawd. She conjures : away with her ! Would she 
had never come within my doors ! Marry, hang you I 
She’s bom to undo us. Will you not go the way of 
women-kind ? Marry, come up, my dish of chastity with 
rosemary and bays! [Exit, 

Boult. Come, mistress ; come your ways with roe. 
Miar. Whither wilt thou have me? 

BouU. To take from you the jewel you hold so dear. 
Jfar. Prithee, tell me one thin^ first 
Boult. Come now, your one thing. 


Mar. What caiist thou wish thine enemy to be ? 
Boult. Why, 1 could wish him to be my master, or 
rather, my mistresa 

Mar. Neither of these are so bad as thou art. 

Since they do better thee in their comraaml. 

Thou hold’st a place, for which the pained’st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change: 

Thou art the damned door-keeper to every 
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his Tib; 

To the choleric fisting of eveiy rogue 
Thy ear is liable; thy food is such 
As hath been belch’d on by infected lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me do ? go to the wars, 
would you ? where a man may serve seven years for the 
loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the end 
to buy him a wooden one? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, or common shores, of filth ; 

Serve by indenture to the common hangman: 

Any of these ways are yet better than tliis: 

For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak. 
Would own a name too dear. 0, that the gods 



Would safely deliver me from this place ! 

Here, here’s gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain by me. 

Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance. 

With other virtues, which I’ll keep from boast; 

And I will undertake all these to teach. 

I doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult. But can you teach all this you speak of? 
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again. 

And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult. Well, I will see what T can do for thee if 
I can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But amongst honest women, 

Bondt. ’Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst 
them. But since my master and mistreils have bought 
you, there’s no going but by their content : therefore 
1 will make them acquainted with youf purpose, and 
I doubt not but 1 snail find them trtctoble enough. 
Come, ni do for thee what I can; coiqe your ways. 

[Exeu/Kt. 
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Oow, Marina thus the brothel 'scapes, and chances 
Into nn honest house, our story says. 

She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays ; 

Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her neeld composes 
Naturi»*s- own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry, 
That even her art sisters the natural roses; 

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry: 

That pupils lack she none of noble race, 

Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place : 

And to her father turn our thoughts again, 


Where we left him, on the sea. We there him lost; 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arrived 
Here where his daughter dwells : and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city strived 
(lod Neptune's annual feast to keep: from whence 
Lysimacluis our Tyrian ship espies, 

Ilis bannei's sable, iriinm'd with rich expense; 

And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 

In your supposing once more put your sight 
Of heavy Pericles; think this his bark: 

Where what is done in action, more, if might, 

Shall be discover’d ; please you, sit and hark. {E’X\L 




ACT V. 

Scene I. —On hoard Tekicles’ sAij/ off MytUene. A dose pavilion on deck, toiih a eurtain htfare it; Pericles 
loithin it, reclined on a conch. A barge lying beside the Tyrian vessd. 


Enter tvxt Sailora, oru belonging to the Tyrian vessd, the 
other to the barge; to them Heucanus. 

Tyr. Sail. [ To the Sailor of Mytilene."] Where is Lord 
Helicanus ? he can resolve you. 

O, here ho is. 

Sir, there’s a bai]^ put off from Mytilene, 

And in it is Lysimachus the governor. 

Who craves to come aboard. What is your will? 

Hd. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen. 
Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord calls. 

Enter two or three Gentlemen. 

First Oent. Doth your lordship call ? 
ffd. Gentlemen, there’s some of worth would come aboard ; 
I pray ye, greet them fairly. 

[The GenUenun and the two Sailors descend, and 

go on board the barge. 

Enter, from thence, Ltsimachcs and Lords ; with the 
Gentlemen and the two Sailors. 

Tyr. Sail. Sir, 

Tliis is the man that can, in aught you would, 

Besedve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir ! the gods preserve you ! 

Hd. And you, sir, to outlive the age I am. 

And die as I would do. 

lys. You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's triumphs. 

Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us. 

1 made to it, to know of whence yon are. 

Hd. First, what is your place? 

Lys. I am the governor of this place you lie before. 
Hd. Sir, 

Our vessel is of 1^, in it the king; 

A man who for this three months hath not spoken 
To any one, nor taken snstenance 
But to prorogue his grief. 

Lys. Upon what ground is his distcroperature 7 


Hd. ’Twould le too tedious to reTOat; 

But the main grief springs from the loss 
Of a beloved daughter and a wife. 

Zys. May we not see him 7 
Hd. You may; 

But bootless is your sight : he will not speak 
To any. 

Lys. Yet let me obtain my wish. 

Hd. Behold him. [Perieles discovered] This was a 
goodly person, 

Till the disaster that, one mortal night. 

Drove him to thi^. 

Lys. Sir king, all hail ! the gods preserve you ! 

Hail, royal sir* 

Hd. It is in vain; he will not speak to you. 

First Lord. Sir, 

We have a maid in Mytilene, I durst wager, 

Would win some words of him. 

Lys. 'Tis well bethought. 

She questionless with her sweet harmony 
And other chosen attractions, would allure. 

And make a battery through his deafen'd parts. 

Which now are midway stopp’d: 

She is all happy as the fairest of all. 

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon 
The leafy shelker that abuts against 
The island's side. 

[Whispers a Lord,.who goes off in the barge of Lysmaehus. 
Hd. Sure, all’s effectless; yet nothing we’ll omit 
That bears recovery’s name. But, since yabr kindness 
We have stretch’d thus far, let us beseech you 
That for our gold we ma^ provision have, 

Wherein we are not destitute for want. 

But weary for the staleness. ; 

L^. 0, sir, a court«sy 

Which if we should deny, the most iust geida 
For every ^raff would send a caterpillar. 

And so aimet onr province. Yet once mors 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause 
Of your Icing's sorrow. 
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HtL Sit, sir, 1 will recount it to you : 

But, see, I am prevented. 

JU-^nUr, from the large, Lord, with Marina, and a young 

Lady, 

Lgs, O, here is 

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one! 

Is’t not a goodly presence ? 

Sd. She’s a gallant lady. 

Lye, She’s such a one, that, were I well assured 
Came of a gentle kind and noble stock, 

I’ld wish no hotter choice, and think mo rarely wed. 
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient: 

If that thy prosperous and artificial feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught, 

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar, Sir, I will use 

My utmost skill in his recovery, 

Provided 

That none but 1 and my companion maid 
Be suffer’d to come near him. 



Lga. Come, let us leave her; 

And the gods make her prosperous ! [Marina singe. 
Lys. Mark’d he your music ? 

Mar. No, nor look’d on us. 

Lya. See, she will speak to him. 

Mar. Hail, sir I my lord, lend ear. 

Per. Hum, ha! 

Mar. I am a maid. 

My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes. 

But have been gazed on like a com-^*-: she speaks, 

M^ lord, that, may be, hath endured a grief 
Might equal yours, if Ixith were justly weigh’d. 

Though wayward fortune did malign my state. 

My dmivation was from ancestors 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings: 

But time hath rooted out my parentage. 

And to the world and awkward casualties 
Bound me in servitude. [Aside] I will desist: 

But there is some^ing glows upon my cheek. 

And whispen in mine ear, 'Qo not tul he speak.’ 

Per. My fortunes — ^parentage— good parentage — 

To equal mine !— was it not thus ? what say you 7 
Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my parentage. 
You would not do me violence. 

VOL. III. 


Per. I do think so. Pray you, turn your eyes upon me. 
You are like something that — What countrywoman? 
Here of these shores ? 

Mar. No, nor of any shores: 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than I appear. 

Per. I am great with woe, and shall deliver weeping. 
My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might have been: my queen's square 
brows; 

Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight ; 

As silver-voiced ; her eyes as jewel-like 
And cased as richly; in pace another Juno; 

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry. 
The more she gives them speech. Where do you live? 

Mar. Where 1 am but a stranger: from the deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred? 

And how achieved you these endowments, which 
You malce more rich to owe? 

Mar. If I should tell my history, it would seem 
Like lies disdain’d in the reporting. 

Per. Prithee, speak : 

Falseness cannot come from thee; for thou look’st 
Modest as Justice, and thou seem’st a palace 
For the crown’d 'Truth to dwell in : I will believe thee. 
And make my senses credit thy relation 
To points that seem impossible; for thou look’st 
Like one I loved indeed. What were thy friends? 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back — 
Which was when 1 perceived thee — that thou earnest 
From good descending? 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Eeport thy parentage. 1 think thou said’st 
Thou hadst been toss'd from wrong to injury. 

And that thou thought’st thy griefs might equal mine, 
If both were open’d. 

Mar. Some such thing 

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy story; 

If thine consider’d prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 
Have suffered like a girl: yet thou dost look 
Like Patience gazing on kings’ graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act What were thy friends? 

How lost thou them ? Thy name, my most kind viigin ? 
Recount, I do beseech thee: come, sit by me. 

Mar. My name is Marina. 

Per. 0, I am mock’d. 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world to laugh at ma 
Mar. Patience, good sir. 

Or here I’ll ceasa 

Per. Nay, I’ll be patient 

Thou little know’st how thou dost startle me. 

To call thyself Marina 
Mar. The name 

Was given mo by one that had some power. 

My father, and a king. 

Per. How 1 a king’s daughter ? 

And call’d Marina? 

Mar. You said you would believe me; 

But, not to bo a troubler of your peace, 

I will end hera 

Per. But are you flesh and blood? 

Have you a working pulse? and are no fairy? 

Motion! Well; sp«ik on. Where were you bom? 

And wherefore call’d Marina? 

61 
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Mar. Call'd Marina 

For 1 was bom at sea. 

Per. At sea! what mother? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king; 

Who died the ruinate 1 was bom, 

As my good nurse Lychorida bath oft 
Deliver'd weeping. 

Per. O, stop there a little! 

[Aside] This is the rarest dream that e'er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal: this cannot be: 

My daughter's buried. Well : where were you bred ? 
I'll hear you more, to the bottom of your story, 

And never interrupt yoiL 

Mar. You scorn : believe me, 'twere best I did give o’er. 
Per. 1 will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave: 

How came you in these parts? where were you bred? 

jtfar. The king my father did in Tarsus leave me; 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 

Did seek to murder me : and having woo’d 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do't, 

A crew of pirates came and rescued me ; 

Brought me to Mytilene. But, good sir. 

Whither will you have me ? Whv do you weep 1 It may be, 


You think me an impostor: no, good faith; 

I am the dau^ter to King Pericles, 

If good King Pericles be. 

Per. Uo, Helicanus! 

Biei. Calls my lord ? 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor. 

Most wise in general: toll me, if thou const. 

What this maid is, or what is like to be. 

That thus hath m^e me weep? 

Bel. I know not; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Zys. She would never tell 

Her parentage; being demanded that. 

She would sit still and weep. 

Per. 0 Helicanus, strike me, honour’d sir; 

Give me a gash, put me to present pain; 

Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me 
O’erbear the shores of my mortality. 

And drown me with their sweetness. O, come hither. 
Thou that beget’st him that did thee beget; 

Thou that wast bom at sea, buried at Taisus, 

And found at sea again ! 0 Helicanus, 

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loud 



As thunder threatens us : this is Marina. 

What was thy mother’s name? tell me but that. 

For truth can never be confirm'd enough. 

Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray. 

What is your title? 

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now 
My drown’d queen’s name, as in the rest you said 
Thou hast been godlike perfect. 

The heir of kingdoms, and another like 
To Pericles thy father. 

Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter than 
To say my mother's name was Thaisa? 

Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
The minute I began. 

Per. Now, blessing on thee I rise; thou art my child. 
Give me fresh garments. Mine own, Heliconns; 

She is not dead at Tarsus, as she should have ^en. 

By savage Cleon: she shall tell thee all: 

WHiien thou shalt kneel, and justify in knowledge 
She is thy very princess. Who is this? 

Bel. Sir, 'tis the governor of Mytilene, 

Who, hearing of your melancholy state, 

Did come to see you. 


Per. I embrace you. 

Give me my robes. I am wild in my beholding. 

0 heavens bless my girl! But, hark, what music. 

Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him 

O’er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt. 

How sxire you are my daughter. But, what music? 

Bel. My lord, I hear none. 

Per. None 1 

The music of the spheres! list, my Marina. 

Zys. It i^ not good to cross him ; give him way. 
Per. Barest sounds I Do ye not hear? 

Zy». My lord, I hear. [Mtuie. 

Per. Most heavenly music I 
It nips me unto listening, and thick sluniber 
Hangs upon mine eyes: let me rest. [SUeps. 

Lye. A pillow for his head : 

So, leave hm alL Wdl, my companion IHends, 

If this but answer to my just belief, 

in well remember you. [Exmni cdl hrii PerieUs. 

Diana appears to Pebicles as in ck vision. 

Dio. My temple stands in Ephesus : Ue thee thither, 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 

There, when my maiden priests are met together, 
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Before the people all, 

lieveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife; 

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter’s, call 
And give them, repetition to the life.* • uu mw*!/ 

Or perform my bidding, or thou livest in woe; 

Do it; and happy; by my silver bow! 

Awake, and tell thy dream. [Disappears. 

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 

I will obey thee. Ilelicanus! 

Re-enter IIeucanus, Lysimacuus, and Mamna, 

Hel. Sir ? 

Per. Mjr purpose was for Tarsus, there to strike 
The inhospitable Cleon; but I am 
For other service first; toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails; eftsoons I’ll tell thee why: 

[ To Lyswuschnsi] Shall we refresh us, sir, upon )’our shore. 
And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lys. Sir, 

With all my heart: and, when you come ashore, 

I have another suit. 

Per. You shall prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Lys. Sir, lend me your arm. 

Pn. Come, my Marina. [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — Enter Gower, before the temple of Diana at 

Ephesus. 

Gow. Now our sands are almost run; 

More a little, and then dumb. 

This, my last boon, give me. 

For such kindness must relieve me, 

That you aptly will suppose 

What pageantry, what feats, what shows. 

What minstrelsy, and pretty din. 

The regent mode in Mytileno 
To greet the king. So he thrived, 

'That ho is promised to be wived 
To fair Marina; but in no wise 
Till he had done his sacrifice. 

As Dian bade: whereto being bound, 

The interim, pray you, all confound. 

In feather’d briefness sails are fill’d, 

And wishes fail out as they’re will’d. 

At Ephesus, the temple sec, 

Our lung and all his company. 

That he can hither come so soon. 

Is by your fancy’s thankful doom. [Exit. 

Scene III.— 7%e temple of Diana cU Ephems, Iuaisa 
standing near (he altar as high priestess ; a nv/mber of 
Virgins on each side; Cerimon a:. ' other Inhabitants 
of BphxsiM attending. 

Enter Febicles, icith his train; Ltsimachus, IIeucanus, 
Marina, and a Lady. 

Per. Hail, Dian ! to perform thy just command, 

I here confess myself the king of Tyre; 

Who, finghted from my country, did wed 
At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa. 

At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child call’d Marina; who, O goddess. 

Wears yet thy silver liArery. She at Tarsus 
Was nursed with Cleon; who at fourteen years 
He sought to murder: but her better stars 


Brought her to Mytilenc; ’gainst whose shore 
Hiding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us, 

Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Tluii. Voice and favour! 

You are, you are — O royal Pericles ! [Patnls. 

Per. What means the nun ? she dies ! help, gentlemen ! 
Cer. Noble sir. 

If you have told Diana’s altar true, 

This is your wife. 

Per. Heverend appearer, no ; 

I threw her overboard with these very arms. 

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Per. "I'is most certain. 

Cer. Ix»olc to the lady ; O, she’s but o’erjoy’d. 

Early in blustering morn this lady was 
Tlirown upon this shore. I oped tlio coffin. 

Found there rich jewels; recover’d her, and placed her 
Here in Diana’s temple. 

Per. May we see tliem ? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my house, 
Whither I invite you. Look, Thaisa is 
Recovered. 

Thai. O, let me look ! 

If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious car. 

But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my lord. 

Are you not Pericles ? Like him you spake, 
like him you are : did you not name a tempest, 

A birth, and death ? 

Per. The voice of dead Thaisa ! 

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead 
And drown’d. 

Per. Immoiial Dian ! 

Thai. Now I know you better. 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 

The king my father gave you such a ring. [Shows a ring. 
Per. This, this : no more, you gods ! your present 
kindness 

Makes my past miseries sports : you shall do well. 

That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt and no more be seen. O, come, be buried 
A second time within these arras. 

ifar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom- 

[Kiieebt to Thaisa. 

Per. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa ; 
Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina 
For she was yielded there. 

Thai. Blest, and mine own ! 

Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai. I know you not. 

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly from Tyre, 
I left behind an ancient substitute: 

Can you remember what I call’d the man 7 
I have named him oft 
Thai. 'Twas Helicanus then. 

Per, Still confirmation: 

Embrace him, dear Thaisa; this is he. 

Now do I long to heat how you were found; 

How possibly preserved; and who to thank, 

Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. Lorn Cerimon, my lord ; this man. 

Through whom the gods have shown their power ; that can 
From first to last resolve you. 

Per. Reverend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-livcs 7 
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C«r. I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go vrith me to my house, 

Where shall be shown you all was found with her; 
How she came placed here in the temple; 

No needftd thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Dum, bless thee for thy vision I I 
Will offer night-oblations to thee. Tbaisa, 

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 

Shall many her at Pentapolia And now. 

This ornament- 

Makes me look dismal will I clip to form; 

And what this fourteen years no razor touch'd, 

To grace thy marriage-day. I'll beautify. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit, sir. 
My father’s dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him I Fet there, my 
queen. 

Well cdebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days : 

Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. 

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay 

To hear the rest untold: sir, lead’s the way. [Exeumi, 


Enter GoWBB. 

Cha. In Antiochus and his daughter you have heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward: 

In Perides, and queen and daughter, seen. 

Although assail’d with fortune fierce and keen. 

Virtue preserved from fdl destruction’s blast. 

Led on by heaven, and crown’d with jey at last: 

In Helicanus may you wdl descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loydty ; 

In reverend Cerimon there well appears 
The worth that learned charity aye wears: 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour’d name 
Of Perides, to r^e the city turn. 

That him and his they in' his palace burn ; 

The gods for murder seemed so content 
To punish them; dthough not done, but meant. 

So, on your patience evermore attending. 

New joy wait on you I Hero our play has ending. 
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world’s hopeful expectation. 

Your honour’s 
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Evkn as the sun with purple-colour’d face 
Had ta’en his last leave of the weeping morn, 
Hose-cheek’d Adonis hied him to the chase; 

Hunting he loved, but love ho laugh’d to scorn; 
Sick-thoughted Venus makes araaiii unto him,’ 

And like a bold-faced suitor 'gins to woo him. 

‘ Thrice-fairer than myself,’ thus she began, 

‘The find's chief flower, sweet above compare. 

Stain to ail nymphs, more lovely than a man, 

More white and red than doves or roses are ; 

Nature that made thee, with herself at strife, 

Soith that the world hath ending with thy life. 

‘Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed, 

And rein his proud head to tlie saddle-bow; 

If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed 
A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know: 

Here come and sit, where never serpent hisses. 
And being set. I’ll smother thee with kisses; 

' And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed satiety. 

But rather famish them amid their plenty. 

Making them red and pale with fresh variety. 

Ten kisses short as one, .one long as twenty: 

A summer’s day will seem an hour but short. 
Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.’ 

With this she seizeth on his sweating palm. 

The precedent of pith and livelihood. 

And trembling in her passion, calls it balm. 

Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good . 

Being so enraged, desire doth lend her force 
Courageously to pluck him from ■••s horse. 

Over one arm the lusty courser’s rein. 

Under her other was the tender boy. 

Who blush’d and pouted in a dull disdain. 

With leaden appetite, unapt to toy; 

She red and W as coals of glowing fire, 

He red for shame, but frosty in desire. 

The studded bridle on a ragged bou^h 
Nimbly she fiutens— O, how quick u love I — 

The steed is st^ed up, and even now 
To tie the rider she b^ns to prove; 

Backward she push’d him, as she would be^ thrust. 
And govern’d him in strength, though not in lust. 


So soon was she along as he was down. 

Each leaning on their elbows and their hips : 

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown, 
And 'gins to chide, but soon she stops his lips; 

And kissing speaks, with lustful language broken, 

‘ If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never open.’ 

He bums with bashful shame: she with her tears 
Doth quench the maiden burning of his eheeks ; 

Then with her windy sighs and golden hairs 
To fan and blow them dry again she seeks : 

He saith she is immodest, blames her 'miss; 

What follows more she murders with a kiss. 

Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast. 

Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh, and bone. 
Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste. 

Till either gorge be stnil'd or prey be gone; 

Even so she kised his brow, his cheek, his chin. 
And where she ends she doth anew begin. 

Forced to content, but never to obey. 

Panting he lies and breatheth in her face; 

She feedeth on the steam as on a prey. 

And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace ; 

Wishing her cheelm were gardens full of flowers, 

So they were dew’d with such distilling showers. 

Look, how a bird lies tangled in a net. 

So fasten’d in her arms Adonis lies ; 

Pure shame and awed resistance made him fret. 

Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes: 

Bain added to a river that is ra^ 

Perforce will force it overflow the bank. 

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats. 

For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale; 

Still is he sullen, still he lours and frets, 

’Twixt crimson shame and anger ashy-pale: 

Being red, she loves him best ; and being whiter 
Her best is better’d with a more delight. 

Look how he can, she cannot choose but love 
And by her fair immortal hand she swears, 

From his soft bosom never to remove. 

Till he take trace with her contending tears. 

Which long have rain’d, making her cheeks all wet; 
And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless debt 
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Upon this proittiM did he laise his chin, 

Liice a ^ve>dapper peeiiog through a wavSi 
Who, being look’d on, ducks as quidkly in; 

So offers he to give what she did crave; 

But when her lips were ready for his pay. 

Ho winks, and turns his Bps another way. 

Never did passenger in summer's heat 

More thirst for drink than she for this good turn. 

Her help she sees, but help she cannot get; 

She bathes in water, yet her fire must burn: 

‘0, pity,’ 'mn she cry, ' flint<hearted boyl 
Tis but a Iciss I beg ; why art thou coy 7 

‘ I have been woo’d, as I entreat thee now. 

Even by the stem and direful god of war. 

Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did bow, 

AVho conquers where he comes in every jar; 

Tet hath he been my captive and my slave. 

And begg'd for that which thou unasVd shcdt have. 

* Over my altars hath he hung his lance, 

His batter’d shield, his uncontrolled crest, 

And for my sake hath learn’d to sport and dance. 

To toy, to wanton, dally, smile, and jest. 

Scorning his churlish dmm and ensign red. 

Making my arms his field, his tent my bed. 

'Thus he that ovmmled I oversway’d, 

Tiftading him prisoner in a red*rose chain ; 
Strong-tempered steel his stronger strength obey’d. 

Yet was he servile to my coy disdain. 

O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy might. 

For mastering her that foil’d the god of fight 1 

'Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine — 
Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red — 

The mss shall be thine own as well as mine. 

What seest thou in the ground 7 hold up thy head : 
look in mine eye-btdls, there thy beauty Ues; 

Then why not ups on lips, sinct eyes in eyes 7 

'Art thou ashamed to kiss 7 then wink again. 

And 1 will wink; so shall the day seem night; 

Love keeps his revels where there are but twain; 

Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight; 

These blue-vein’d violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean. 

'The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 
Shows thee unripe; yet mayst thou well be tasted: 
Make use of time, let not advantage slip; 

Beauty within itsdf should not be wasted: 

Fair flowers that are not gathered in their prime 
Bot and consume themselves in little time. 

' Were I hard-&vouFd, foul, or wrinkled-old. 
Hi-nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in voic^ 

O’erworn, despised, rheumatic, and cold, 

Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice, 

Then mightst thou pause, for then I were not for thee ; 
But having no defects, why dost abhor me 7 

' Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow ; 

Mine eyes are gray and bright and quick in turning; 
My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow, 

My flesh is soft and plump, my msitrow burning; 

My sm<rath moist hand, were it with thy hand felt. 
Would in thy palm di^lve, or seem to melt 

' Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear. 

Or, like a fairy, trip npon the green. 

Or, like a nymph, with long dishevell'd hair. 

Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen: 

Love is a spirit sU compact of fire. 

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire. 


'Witness this primrose bonk whereon I lie; 

These forcedess flowers like sturdy trees iup^rt me ; 
Two strengtUess doves will draw me throu^ the sky, 
]^m morn till night, even where I list to sport me: 
Is love so lighk sweet bo}r, and may it be 
That thou shouldst think it heavy vnto thee 7 

* Is thine own heart to thine own face affected 7 
Can thy right hand seize lovo upon thv left 7 
Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected, 

I Steal thine own freedom and complain on theft. 
Narcissus so himself himself forsook. 

And died to kiss his shadow in the brook. 

'Torches are made to light, jewels to wear. 

Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use. 

Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear: 

Things growing to themselves are growth’s abuse: 

Seeds spring from seeds and beauty breedeth beauty; 
Thou wast begot; to get it is thy duty. 

' Upon the earth's increase why shouldst tltou feed. 
Unless the earth with thy increase be fed 7 
By law of nature thou art bound to breed. 

That thine may live when thou thyself art dead ; 

And so, in spite of death, thou dost survive. 

In that thy likeness still is left alive.’ 

By this the love-sick queen began to sweat, 

For where they lay the shadow had forsook them. 

And Titan, tired in the mid-day heat. 

With burning eye did hotly overlook them; 

Wishing Adonis had his team to guide. 

So ho were like him and by Venus' side. 

And now Adonis, with a lazy sprigbt. 

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye. 

His louring brow o’erwhelming his fair sight, 

Like misty vapours when they blot the sky. 

Souring his cheeks cries, 'Fie, no more of love! 

The sun doth bum my face; I must remove.’ 

‘Ay me,’ quoth Venus, 'young, and so unkind X 
What bare excuses makest thou to be gone! 

I’U sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind 
Shall cool the heat of this descending sun: 

I’ll make a shadow for thee of my hairs; 

If they bum too, 111 quench them with my tears. 

'The sun that shines from heaven shines but warm, 
And, lo, I lie between that sun and thee: 

The heat I have from thence doth little harm. 

Thine ^e darts forth the fire that burneth me; 

And were I not immortal, life were done 
Between this heavenly and earthly sun. 

'Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel. 

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relentethl 
Art thou a woman’s son, and canst not feel 
What ’tis to^ove7 how want of love tormentethf 
0. had thy mother borne so hard a mind, 

She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind. 

‘What am I, that ‘thou shouldst contemn ^tne this? 

Or what great danger dwells upon my su|t 7 
What were thy Bps the worse for one po^ kiss? 
Speak, fair; bint speak fair words, or elsejbe mute: 
Give me one kiss. III give it thee again. 

And one for intent, .if thou wilt have twain. 

'Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless sti^ne; 
Well-painted idol, image dull and dead, , 

Statue contenting but the eye alone, ’ 

Thing like a man, but of no woman btedi 
Thou art no man, though of a man’s complexion. 

For i||ien will kiss even by their own diiMtion.' 



409 


VENUS AND ADONIS. 


Thu tud| Iinp&ti6nc6 chokes her plesding tongue, 

And swelling passion doth provoke a pause; 

Bed cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong; 
Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause : 

And now she weeps, and now she fain would speak. 
And now her sobs do her intendments break. 
SonieUmea she shakes her head and then his hand. 
Now gazeth she on him, now on the ground ; 
Sometimes her arms infold him like a band: 

She would, he will not in her arms be bound ; 

And when from thence he struggles to be gone. 

She locks her lily fingers one in one. 

‘Fondling,’ she saith, ‘since I have hemm’d thee here 
Within the circuit of this ivory pale. 

I’ll be a park, and thou shalt be my deer; 

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale: 

Graze on my lips; and if tliose hills be dry. 

Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie. 

* Within this limit is relief enough. 

Sweet bottom-^ass and high delightful plain. 

Bound rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough. 

To shelter thee from tempest and from rain: 

Then be my deer, since 1 am such a park ; 

No dog shiul rouse thee, though a thousand bark.’ 
At this Adonis smiles as in disdain, 

Tliat in each cheek appears a pretty dimple : 

Love made those hollows, if himself were slain. 

Ho might be buried in a tomb so simple; 
Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie, 

Why, there Love lived and there he could not die. 
These l«yoly caves, these round enchanting pits. 
Open’d their moutlu to swallow Venus’ UUng. 

Being mad before, how doth she now for wits? 

Stru^ dead at first, what needs a second striking? 
Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn, 

To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scoin 1 
Now which way shall she turn ? what shall she say ? 
Her words are done, her woes the more incr'easing; 
The time is spent, her object will away. 

And from her twining arms doth urge releasing. 

‘ Pity,’ she cries, ‘ some favour, some remorse ! ’ 
Away he springs and hasteth to bis horse. 

But, lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by, 

A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud, 

Adonis’ trampling courser doth espy. 

And forth she rushes, snorts and neighs aloud; 

The strong-neck’d steed, being tied unto a tree, 
Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he. 

Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds. 

And now his woven girths he breaks asunder; 

The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds. 
Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven’s thunder , 
The iron bit he crusheth ’tween his teeth. 
Controlling what ho was controlkl with. 

His ears up-prick’d; his braided hanging mane 
Upon his compass’d crest now stand on end; 

Hu nostrils drink the air, and forth again. 

As from a furnace, vapours doth he send : 

His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire. 

Shows his hot courage and his high desire. 

Sometime he trots, as if be told the steps, 

With gentle mqjesly and modest pride; 

Anon he rears upright, curvets, and leaps. 

As who should say, ‘ Lo, thus my strength is tried. 
And this I do to captivate the eye 
Of the fair breeder that is standing by.’ 
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What recketh he his rider’s angiy stir. 

His flattering ‘Holla,’ or his ‘Stand, 1 say?’ 

What cares ne now for curb or pricking spur? 

For rich caparisons or trapping gay? 

He sees his love, and nothing else he sees. 

For nothing else with his proud sight agrees. 

Look, when a painter would surpass the life. 

In limning out a well>proportioued steed, 

Hii art with nature’s workmanship at strife. 

As if the dead the living should exceed; 

So did this horse excm a common one 
In shape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone. 

Bound-hooPd, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and long. 
Broad breast, full eye, small head and nostril wide. 
High crest, short ears, straight legs and passing strong. 
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide: 
Look, what a horse should have he did not luck. 
Save a proud rider on so proud a back. 

Sometime he scuds far off and there ho stares; 

Anon he starts at stirring of a feather; 

To bid the wind a base he now prepares. 

And whether he run or fly they know not whether; 
For through his mane and tail the high wind sings. 
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather’d wings. 

He looks upon his love and neighs unto her; 

She answers him as if she knew his mind: 

Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her. 

She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind. 

Spurns at his love and scorns the heat be feels. 
Beating his kind embracemeuts with her heela 

Then, like a melancholy malcontent. 

He vails his tail that, like a falling plume. 

Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent: 

He stamps and bites the poor flies in his fume. 

His love, perceiving how he is enraged. 

Grew kinder, and his fury was assuaged. 

His testy master goeth about to take him; 

When, lo, the unlik’d breeder, full of fear. 

Jealous of catching, swiilly doth forsake him, 

With her the horse, and left Adonis there: 

As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them. 
Out-stripping crows that strive to over-fly them. 

All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits. 

Banning his boisterous and unruly beast: 

And now the happy season once more fits. 

That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest; 

For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong 
When it is barr’d the aidance of the tongue. 

An oven that is stopp’d, or river stay’d, 

Burneth more hotly, swelleth with more rage: 

So of concealed soitow may be said; 

Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage; 

But when the heart’s attorney once is mute. 

The client breaks, as desperate in his suit. 

He sees her coming, and begins to glow, 

Even as a dying coal revives with wind. 

And with his bonnet hides his angry brow; 

Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind. 

Taking no notice that she is so nigh. 

For all askance he holds her in his eye. 

0, what a sight it was, wistly to view 
How she came stealing to the wayward boy 1 
To note the fighting conflict of her hue, 

How white and red each other did destroy ! 

But now her cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flash’d forth fire, as lightning from the sky. 
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Now was she just before him os he sat, 

And like a lowly lover down she kneels : 

With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat, 

Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels: 

His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand's print. 

As apt as new-fall'n snow takes any dint 

O, what a war of looks was then between them! 

Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing; 

His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them; 

Her eyes woo’d still, his eyes disdain’d the wooing: 
And all this dumb play had his acts made plain 
With tears, which, chorus-like, her eyes did rain. 

Full gently now she takes him by the hand, 

A lily prison’d in a gaol of snow. 

Or ivory in an alabaster Innd ; 

So white a friend ongirts so white a foe: 

This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling, 

Sbow’d like two sUver doves that sit a-bilUng. 

Once more the engine of her thoughts began : 

*0 fairest mover on this mortal round. 

Would thou wert as I am, and I a man. 

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound ; 

For one sweet look thy help 1 would assure thee. 
Though nothing but my body’s bane would cure thee.’ 
'Give me my hand,’ saith he, 'why dost thou feel itt* 
'Give me my heart,’ saith she, 'and thou shalt have it; 
O, give it me, lest tliy hard heart do steel it. 

And being steel'd, soft sighs can never grave it: 

Then love’s deep groans I never shall regard. 

Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine hard.* 

'For shame,’ he cries, 'let go, and let me go; 

My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone. 

And ’tis your fault 1 am bereft him so: 

I pray you hence, and leave roe here alone; 

For all my mind, my thought, my busy care. 

Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.’ 

Thus sbe replies: '’Thy palfrey, as he should. 

Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire: 

Affection is a coal that must be cool’d; 

Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire : 

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none; 
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone. 

' How like a Jade he stood, tied to the tree. 

Servilely master’d with a leathern rein I 
But when he saw his love, his youth’s fair fee. 

He held such petty bondage in disdain ; 

Throwing the base thong from his bending crest. 
Enfranchising his months his back, his breast. 

* Who sees his true-love in her naked bed. 

Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white. 

But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed. 

His other agents aim at like delight 7 
Who is so faint, that dare not be so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold? 

' Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy ; 

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee. 

To take advantage on presented joy; 

Though I were dumb, yet his proce^ings teach thee : 
O, learn to love; the lesson is but plain. 

And once made perfect, never lost again. 

'I know not love,' quoth he, 'nor will not know it. 
Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it; 

’Tis much to borrow, and 1 will not owe it; 

My love to love is love but to disgrace it; 

For I have heard it is a life in death. 

That laughs and weeps, and all but irith a breath. 


'Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish’d? 

Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth 7 
If springing things be any jot diminish’d. 

They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth : 

The colt that’s back’d and burden’d being young, 
Loseth his pride and never waxeth strong. 

'You hurt my hand with wringing; let us part. 

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat: 

Remove your siege from my unyielding heart; 

To love’s alarms it will not ope the gate : 

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your flattery; 
For where a heart is hard they make no battery.’ 

' What I canst thou talk 7’ quoth she, ' hast thou a tongue ^ 
O, would thou hadst not, or 1 had no hearing I 
Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double wrong ; 

1 had my load before, now press’d with beating : 
Melodious discord, heavenly tune harsh-sounding. 
Ear’s deep-sweet music, and heart’s deep-sore wounding. 

' Had I no eyes but ears, my ears would love 
That inward beauty and invisible; 

Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would move 
Each part in me that were but sensible: 

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see. 

Yet should I be in love by touching thee. 

' Say that the sense of feeling were bereft me. 

And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch. 

And nothing but the very smell w'ere left me. 

Yet would my love to thee be still as much ; 

For from the stillitory of thy face excelling 
Comes breath perfumed that breedeth love by smelling. 

'But, 0, what banquet wert thou to the taste. 

Being nurse and feeder of the other four I 
Would they not wish the feast might ever last. 

And bid Suspicion double-lock the door. 

Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest, 

Shoidd, by his stealing in, disturb the feast?’ 

Once more the ruby-colour’d portal open’d. 

Which to his speech did honey passage yield]* 

Like a red morn, that ever yet Iwtoken’d 
Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field. 

Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds. 

Gusts and foul flaws to berdmeu and to herds. 

This ill presage advisedly she marketh : 

Even as the wind is hash’d before it raineth. 

Or as the wolf doth grin before be barketh. 

Or as the berry breaks before it staineth. 

Or like the deadly bullet of a gun. 

His meaning struck her ere his words begun. 

And at his look she flatly falleth down. 

For looks kill love, and love by looks reviveth ; 

A smile recures the wounding of a frown ; 

But blessed liaukrupt, that by love so thiivoth ! 

The silly My, believing she is dead. 

Claps her pale cheek, till clapping mokes it red ; 

And all amazed brake off his late intent^ 

For sharply he did think to reprehend h^r. 

Which cunning love did wittily prevent! 

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend ber' 

For on the grass she lies os she werellslain. 

Till his breath breatheth life in her a^n. 

He wrings her nose, he strikes her on tte cheeks. 

He bends her fingers, holds her pulses h^rd. 

He chafes her lips; a thousand ways he seeks 
To mend the hurt that his uukindness xoanr'd : 

He kisses her; and she, by her good ^ill. 

Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 
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The night of sorrow now is turn’d to day • 

Her two blue windows faintly she up-heaveth 
Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array ‘ 

He cheers the morn and all the earth relieveth ■ 

And as the bright sun glorifies the sky, 

So is her face illumined witli her eye ; 

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix'd, 

As if from thence they borrow’d all their shine. 

Were never four such lamps together mix’d. 

Had not his clouded with his brow’s repine; 

But hers, which through the crystal tears gave li<fht. 
Shone like the moon in water seen by night. ° 

‘ 0, where am I ? q^uoth she, ‘ in eartli or heaven, 

Or in the ocean drencii’d, or in tlie fire ? 

What hour is this ? or morn or weary even ? 

Do I delight to die, or life desire ? 

But now I Jived, and life was death’s annoy; 

But now I died, and death was lively joy. 

‘ 0, thou didst kill me : kill me once again : 

Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, that hard heart of tliine, 

Hath taught them scornful tricks and such disdain, 
'fhat they have murder’d this poor heart of mine ; ’ 
And these mine eyes, true leaders to their queen. 
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen. 

‘ Ix>ng may they kiss each other, for this cure ! 

0, never let their crimson liveries wear ! 

And M they lut, their verdure still endure, 

To drive infection from the dangerous year ! 

That the star-gazers, having writ on death, 

May say, the plague is' banish’d by thy breath. 

‘ Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips imprinted, 

What bargains may I make, still to be sealing? 

To sell myself I can be well contented, 

So thou wilt buy and pay and use good dealing; 
Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips 
Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips. 

* A thousand kisses buys my heart from me ; 

And pay them at thy leisure, one by one. 

What is ten hundred touches unto thee? 

Are they not quickly told and quickly gone ? 

Say, for non-payment that the debt should d<- J>le, 

Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble?’ 

‘ Fair queen,’ quoth he, ‘ if any love you owe me, 
Measure my strangeness with my unripe years 
Before I know myself, seek not to know me; 

No fisher but the unerowii fry forbears: 

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast. 

Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste. 

Look, the world’s comforter, with weary gait. 

His day’s hot task hath ended in the west; 

The owl, night’s herald, shrieks, '"Tis very late;" 

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest. 

And coal-black clouds that shade.' heaven’s light 
Do summon us to part and bid good night. 

’ Now let me say " Good night,” and so say you ; 

If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.’ 

‘ Good night,’ quoth she, and, ere he says * Adieu,’ 

The honey fee of parting tender’d is : 

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace; 
Incorporate then they seem; face grows to face. 

Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and backward drew 
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth. 

Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew. 
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth ; 

He with her plenty press’d, she faint with dearth. 
Their lips togetW glued, fall to the earth. 


Now quick desire hath caught the yielding prey. 

And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth; 

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey. 

Paying what ransom the insulter willeth ; 

Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price so high. 
That she will draw bis lips’ rich treasure dry: 

And haying felt the sweetness of the spoil. 

With blindfold fury she begins to forage; 

Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil, 
And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage : 

Planting oblivion, beating reason back, 
hoigetting shame’s pure blush and honour’s wrack. 

Hot, faint, and weaiy, with her hard embracing. 

Like a wild bird being tamed with too much handling. 
Or as the fleet-foot roe that’s tired with chasing. 

Or like the froward infant still’d with dandling. 

He now obeys, and now no more resisteth. 

While she takes all she can, not all she listeth. 

What wax' so frozen but dissolves with tempering. 

And yields at last to every light impression ? 

Things out of hope are compass’d oft with venturing. 
Chiefly in love, whoso leave exceeds commission : 
Affection faints not like a pale-faced coward. 

But then woos best when most his choice is frowanl. 

When he did frown, O, had she then gave over. 

Such nectar from his lips she had not suck’d. 

Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover; 

What though the rose have prickles, yet 'tis pluck’d : 
Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast. 

Yet love breaks through and picks them all at lost 

For pity now she can no more detain him ; 

The poor fool prays her that he may depart : 

She is resolved no longer to restrain him ; 

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart, 

The which, by Cupid’s bow she doth protest. 

He carries thence incaged in his breast. 

‘ Sweet boy,’ she says, ’ this night I’ll waste in sorrow. 
For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch. 

Tell me. Love’s master, shall we meet to-morrow ? 

Say, shall we? shall we? wilt thou make the match? 
He tells her, no; to-morrow he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends. 

‘The boar!’ quoth she; whereat a sudden pale. 

Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose. 

Usurps her cheek; she trembles at his tale. 

And on his neck her yoking arms she throws : 

She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck. 

He on her belly falls, she on her back. 

Now is she in the very lists of love. 

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter: 

All is imaginary she doth prove. 

He will not manage her, although he mount her ; 

That worse than Tantalus’ is her annoy. 

To clip Elysium and to lack her joy. 

Even as poor birds, deceived with painted grapes. 

Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw. 

Even so she languisheth in her mishaps. 

As those poor birds that helpless berries saw. 

The warm effects whjeh she in him finds missing 
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing. 

But all in vain; good queen, it will not be: 

She hath assay’d os mnch as may be proved; 

Her pleading has deserved a greater fee; 

She’s Ix>ve, she loves, and yet she is not loved. 

‘Fie, fie,’ he says, ‘you crush me; let me go; 

You have no reason to withhold me so.’ 
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' Thou hadst heeu gone,' quoth she, ' sweet hoy, ere this. 
But that thou told’st me 'thou wouldst hunt the boar. 

0, be advised ! thou know'st not what it is 
With javelin’s point a churlish swine to gore, 

Whose tushes never sheathed he whetteth still, 
like to a mortal butcher bent to kill. 

‘On his boW'back he hath a battle set 
Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes ; 

His eyes, like glow-worms, shine when he doth fret; 
His snout digs sepulchres where'er he ^ocs ; 

Being moved, he strikes whate’er is in his way. 

And whom he strikes his cruel tushes slay. 

‘His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm’d. 

Are better proof than thy spear’s point can enter; 

His short thick neck cannot be easily harm'd; 

Being ireful, ou the lion he will venture: 

The thorny brambles and embracing bushes, 

As fearful of him, port^ through whom he rushes. 

'Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine. 

To winch Love’s eyes pay tributary gazes; 

Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips, and crystal cyne. 

Whose full perfection all the world amazes ; 

But having thee at vantage — wondrous dread! — 
Would root these beauties as he roots the mead. 

‘O, let him keep his loathsome cabin still; 

Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends: 

Come not within his danger by thy will ; 

They that thrive well take counsel of their friends. 
When thou didst name the boar, not to dissemb' 

I fear'd thy fortune, and my joints did tremble. 

'Didst thou not mark my face? was it not white? 
Saw’st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye ? 

Grew I not faint? and fell I not downright? 

Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie, 

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest, 

But like an earthquake, shakes thee ou my breast. 

'For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy 
Doth call himself Affection's sentinel; 

Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny. 

And in a peaceful hour doth cry, ''Kill, kiilt" 
Distempering gentle Love in his desire, 

As air and water do abate the fire. 

'This sorir informer, this bate-breeding spy. 

This canker that eats up Love’s tender spring. 

This carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy, 

That sometime true news, sometime false doth bring. 
Knocks at my heart and whispers in mine ear 
That if I love thee, I thy death should fear: 

'And more than so, presenteth to mine eye 
Hie picture of an angry-chafing boar. 

Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie 
An image like thyself, aU stain’d with gore: 

Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed 
Doth make them droop with grief and hang the head. 

'What should 1 do, seeing thee so indeed. 

That tremble at the ima^nation? 

The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed. 

And fear doth teach it divination: 

I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow. 

If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow. 

‘But if thou needs wilt huni^ be ruled by me; 

Uncouple at the timorous flying hare. 

Or at the fox which lives by subtle^. 

Or at the roe which no encounter dare: 

Pursue these &uM creatures o’er the downs, 

And on thy well-breathed horse keep with Ay hounds. 


‘And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare, 
Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his tronldus 
How he outnins the wind, and with w'hat care 
He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubles: 

The many musets through the which be goes 
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes. 

'Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep, 

To make the canning hounds mistake 'their smell. 

And sometime where earth-delving conies keep. 

To stop the loud pursuers in their yell, 

And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer: 

Danger deviseth shifts; wit waits on fear: 

'For there his smell with others being mingled. 

The hot scent-snufilng hounds are driven to doubt. 
Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have singled 
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out; 

Then do they spend their mouths; Echo replies. 

As if another chase were in the skies. 

'By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill, 

Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear. 

To hearken if his foes pursue him still: 

Anon their loud alarums he doth hear; 

And now his grief may be compared well 
To one sore sick that hears the passing-bell. 

‘Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the way; 

Each envious brier his weaiy legs doth scratch. 

Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur stay; 

For misery is trodden on by many. 

And being low never relieved by any. 

‘Lie quietly, and hear a little more; 

Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise: 

To make thee hate the hunting of the boar, 

Unlike myself thou hear’st me moralize. 

Applying this to that, and so to so; 

For love can comment upon every woe. 

‘Where did I leave?’ ‘No matter where;’ qugth he, 
‘ Leave me, and then the story aptly ends ; 

The night is spent.’ ‘Why, what of that?’ quoth she. 
‘ I am,’ quoth he, ‘ expected of my friends ; 

And now ’tis dark, and going I sholl fall.’ 

‘In night,’ quoth she, ‘desire sees best of all. 

' But if Aou fall, O, then imagine this. 

The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips. 

And all is but to rob thee of a kiss^ 

Bich preys make true men thieves; so do thy lips 
Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn. 

Lest she should steal a kiss and die forsworn. 

‘ Now of this dark night I perceive the reason : 
C^thia for shame obscures her silver shine. 

Till forging Nature be condemn’d of treason. 

For stealing pioulds from heaven that were divine; 
Wherein she framed thee in high heaven’s despite. 
To shame the sun by day and her by night. 

‘ And therefore hath she bribed the Destiines 
To cross Ae curious workmanship of natute. 

To mingle beauty with infirmities, 

And pure perfection with impure defeatur4| 

Makins it subject to Ae tyrannj[ « 

Of maa mischances and much misery; ? 

buraing fevers, agues pale and faint, < 1 ; 
Life-poisoning i>estilence and frenzies wo^‘ 

The morrow-eating sickness, whose attaint r 
Disorder breeds by heating of Ae blood: 

Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn'd despair. 
Swear Nature’s death for filing Aee so fair. 
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'And not the least of all these maladies 
But in one minute’s fight brings beauty under; 

Both favour, savour, hue, and qualities, 

Whei'eat the im^rtial gazer late did wonder. 

Are on the sudden wasted, thaw’d, and done, 

As mountain-snow melts with the midday sun. 

‘Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity. 

Love-lacking vestals and self-loving nuns. 

That on the earth would breed a scarcity 
And barren dearth of daughters and of sons. 

Be prodigal: the lamp that burns by night 
Dries up his oil to lend the w'orld his light. 

‘What is thy body but a swallowiag grave. 

Seeming to bury that posterity 

Which by the rights of time thou needs must have. 

If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity? 

If so, the world will hold thee in disdain, 

Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain. 

‘So in thyself thyself art made away; 

A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife. 

Or theirs whoso desperate hands themselves do slay. 
Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of life. 
Foul-cankering rust the hidden treasure frets. 

But gold that’s put to use more gold begets.’ 

‘Nay, then,’ quoth Adon, ‘you will fall again 
Into your idle over- handled theme: 

The kiss I gave yon is bestow’d iu vain. 

And aU in vain you strive against the stream; 

For, by this black-faced night, desire’s foul nurse, 
Your treatise makes me like you worse and worse. 

‘ If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues, 

And every tongue more moving than your own. 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid's songs. 

Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blow'n ; 

For know, my heart stands armed in mine car. 
And will not let a false sound enter there; 

‘Lest the deceiving harmony should run 
Into the quiet closure of my breast; 

And then my little heart were quite undone. 

In his bedchamber to be barr’d of rest. 

No, lady, no; my heart longs not to groan. 

But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone. 

‘What have you urged that I cannot reprove? 

The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger: 

I hate not love, but your device in love. 

That lends euibracements unto every stranger. 

You do it for increase: 0 strange excuse. 

When reason is the bawd to lust’s abuse! 

‘Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled. 

Since sweating Lust on earth usurp'd his name; 
Under whose simple semblance ho hath fed 
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame; 

Which the hot tyrant steins and sc n bereaves. 
As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 

'Love comforteth like sunshine after rain. 

But Lust’s effect is tempest after sun; 

Love’s gentle spring doth always fresh remain. 
Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done; 

Love surfeits not. Lust like a glutton dies; 

Love is all truth. Lust full of forged lies. 

* More I could tell, but more I dare not say ; 

The text is old, the orator too green. 

Therefore, in sadness, now I will away; 

My face is full of shame, my heait of 
Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended. 
Do bum themselves for having so offended. 


With this, he bieaketh from the sweet embrace 
Of those fair arms which bound him to her breast. 

And homeward through the dark laund runs apace; 
Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress’d. 

Look, how a bright star sbooteth from the sky. 

So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye; 

Which after him she darts, as one on shore 
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend. 

Till the wild waves will have him seen no more. 
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend: 

So did the me iless and pitchy night 
Fold in the object that did feed her sight 

Whereat amazed, as one that unaware 
Hath dropp’d a precious jewel in the flood. 

Or ’stonish’d as night-w’snderers often are. 

Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood. 

Even so confounded in the dark she lay. 

Having lost the fair' discovery of her way. 

And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans. 

That all the neighbour caves, as seeming troubled. 
Make verbal repetition of her moans; 

Passion on passion deeply is redoubled: ^ 

‘Ay me!’ she cries, and twenty times ‘Woe, woe!’ 
And twenty echoes twenty times cry so. 

She marking them begins a wailing note 
And sings extemporally a woeful ditty; 

How love makes young men thrall and old men dote; 
How love is wise in folly, foolish- witty : 

Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe. 

And still the choir of echoes answer so. 


Her song was tedious and outwore the night. 

For lovers’ hours are long, theugh seeming short: 

If pleased themselves, others, they think, delight 
In such-like circumstance, with such-like sport: 

Their copious stories, oftentimes begun. 

End without audience aud are never done. 

For who hath she to spend the night withal 
But idle sounds resembling parasites. 

Like shrill-tongucd tapsters answering every call. 
Soothing the humour of fantastic wits? 

She says ‘’Tis so:’ they answer all ‘ Tis so; 

And would say after her, if she said ‘No. 

Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest. 

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high. 

And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 
The sun ariseth in his majesty; , , ,, 

Who doth the world so gloriously beliold 
That cedar-tops and hills seem burnish d gold. 
Venus salutes him with this fair good-morrow : 

‘0 thou clear god, and patron of all light, 

From whom each lamp and shining star doth borrow 
The beauteous influence that makes him bright. 

There lives a son that suck’d an earthly mother,^ 
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other.’ 

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove, 

Musing the morning is so much o’erwom. 

And yet she hears no tidings of her love : 

She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn : 

Anon she hears them chant it lustily. 

And all in haste she coasteth to the cry. 

And as she runs, the bushes in the way 
Some catch her by the neck, some kiM her face. 
Some twine about her thigh to make her stay : 

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace. 

Like a milch doe, whoso swelling dugs do ache, 
to feed her fawn hid in some brake. 
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Bj this, she hears the hounds are at a bay; 

Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder 
AVreathed up in fatal folds just in his way. 

The fear whereof doth make him shake and shudder; 
Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds 
Appals her senses and her spirit confounds. 

Fur now she knows it is no gentle chase. 

But the blimt boar, rough bear, or lion proud. 

Because the cry remaineth in one place. 

Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud : 

Finding their enemy to be so curst. 

They all strain courtesy who shall cope him first. 

This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear, 

Througli which it enters to surprise her heart : 

Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear. 

With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling part: 

Like soldiers, when their captain once doth yield. 
They basely fly and dare not stay the field. 

Thus stands she in a trambling ecstasy ; 

Till, cheering up her senses all dismay’d. 

She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy. 

And childish error, that they are afraid; 

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no more : — 
And with that word she sped the hunted boar. 

Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red, 

Like milk and blood being mingled both together, 

A second fear through aU her sinews spread. 

Which madly hurries her she knows not whither : 

This way she runs, and now she will no further. 

But back retires to rate the boar for murther. 

A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways; 

She treads the path that she uutreads again; 

Her more than haste is mated with delays. 

Like the proceedings of a drunken bnun. 

Full of respects, yet nought at all respecting; 

In hand with all things, nought at all efiecting. 

Here kenneU'd in a brake she finds a hound. 

And asks the weary caitiff for his master. 

And there another licking of his wound, 

'Gainst venoin’d sores the only sovereign plaster ; 

And here she meets another sadly scowling. 

To whom she speaks, and be replies with howling. 

When he hath ceased his ill-resounding noise. 

Another flap-mouth'd mourner, black and grim. 

Against the welkin volleys out his voice; 

Another and another answer him. 

Clapping their proud tails to the ground below. 
Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as they go. 

Look, how the world’s poor people are amazed 
At apparitions, signs, and prodigies. 

Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gazed. 
Infusing them with dreadful prophecies; 

So she at these sad signs draws up her breath 
And sighing it again, exclaims on Death. 

' Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, mea^, lean. 

Hateful divorce of love’ — thus chides she Death — 

* Gritn-grinning ghost, earth’s worm, what dost thou mean 
To stifle beauty and to steal his breath. 

Who, when he lived, his breath and beauty set 
Gloss on the rose^ smell to the violet? 

' If be be dead — 0 no, it cannot be, 

Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it: — 

O yes, it may; thou bast no eyes to see. 

But hatefully at random dost thou hit. 

Thy mark is feeble age, but thy hdse dart 
Mistakes that aim, and cleaves an infant's heart 


'Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke. 

And, hearing him, thy power had lost his power. 

The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke; 

They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck'st a flower: 
liove’s golden arrow at him should have fled. 

And not Death’s ebon dart, to strike him dead. 

* Dost thou drink tears, tliat thou provokest such weeping? 
What may a heavy groan advantage thee ? 

Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see? 

Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour. 

Since her best work is ruin’d with thy rigour.’ 

Here overcome, as one full of despair. 

She vail’d her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopt 
The crystal tide that from her two cheeks mir 
In the sweet channel of her bosom dropt; 

But through the flood-gates breaks the silver rain. 
And with bis strong course opens them again. 

O, how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow I 
Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye ; 

Both crystals, where they view’d each other’s sorrow. 
Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry ; 

But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain, 

Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again. 
Variable passions throng her constant woe. 

As striving who should best become her grief; 

All entertain’d, each passion labours so. 

That every present sorrow seometh chief. 

But none is best : then join they alltogether 
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather. 

By this, far off she hears some huntsman hollo ; 

A nurse’s song ne’er pleased her babe so well; 

The dire imagination she did follow 
This sound of hope doth labour to expel ; 

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice. 

And flatters her it is Adonis’ voice. 

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide. 

Being prison’d in her eye like pearls in glaSS; 

Yet sometimes falls an orient drop beside. 

Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should pass. 

To wash the foul face of the sluttish mound. 

Who is but drunken when she seometh drown’d. 

0 hard-believing love, how strange it seems 
Not to believe, and yet too credulous I 

Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes; 

Despair and hope makes thee ridiculous: 

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely. 

In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly. 

Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought ; 
Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame; 

It was not she that call’d him- all-to naught: 

Now she adds honours to his hateful name; 

She clepes him king of graves and grave for kings, 
Imperious supreme of all mortal things. 

' No, no,’ quoth she, ' sweet Death, I did but jest ; 

Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear ' 

When as 1 met the boar, that bloody lieast. 

Which knows no pity, but is still severe; 

Then, gentle shadow — ^truth I must ebnfese- 
I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s decease. 

'Tis not my fault, the boar provoked fiy tongue; 

Be wreak’d on him, invisible commander; 

’Tis he, foul creature, that hath done t&ee wrong; 

1 did but act, he’s author of thy slandir : 

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet 
Could rule them both without ten women’s wit’ 
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Thus hoping that Adonis is alive, 

Her rash suspect she doth extenuate; 

And that his beauty may the better thrive, 

With Death aim humbly doth insinuate; 

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs, and stories 
His victories, his triumphs, and his glories. 

‘ 0 Jove,’ quoth she, ‘ how much a fool was I 
To be of such a weak and silly mind 
To wail his death who lives, and must not die 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind ! 

For he being dead, with him is beauty slain. 

And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 

‘ Fie, fie. fond love, thou art so full of fear. 

As one with treasure laden, heram*d with thieves; 
Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear. 

Thy coward lieart with false bethinking grieves,’ 

Kven at this word she hears a merry liorn. 

Whereat she leaps that was but late fovlorn. 

As falcon to the lure, away she flies; 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light; 

And in her haste unfortunately spies 
The foul boar’s conquest on her fair delight; 

Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d with the view, 
Like stars ashamed of day, themselves withdrew ; 

Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit. 

Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain. 

And there, all smother’d up, in shade doth sit, 

Long after fearing to creep foith again ; 

So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled 
Into -the deep dark cabins of her head : 

Wlicre they resign their office and their light 
To the disposing of her troubled brain ; 

Who bids them still consort with ugly night. 

And never wound the heart with looks again ; 

Who, like a king perplexed in his throne, 

By their suggestion gives a deadly groan, 

Wliereat each tributary subject quakes; 

As when the wind, imprison’d in the ground, 

Struggling for passage, earth’s foundation shakes. 

Which with cold terror doth men’s minds conh %:nd. 
’This mutiny eacli part doth so surprise 
That from their dark beds once more leap her eyes ; 

And, being open’d, threw unwilling light 
Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench’d 
In his soft flank ; whose wonted lily white 
With purple tears, that his Avound wept, was drench’d ; 
No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or weed, 
But stole his blood and seem’d with him to bleed. 

This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth ; 

Over one shoulder doth she hang her head ; 

Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth; 

She thinks he could not die, he is i.jt dead: 

Her voice is stopt, her joints forget to bow ; 

Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly. 

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem three; 
And then she reprehends her mangling eye. 

That makes more gashes where no breach should he : 
His face seems twain, cacli several limb is doubled ; 
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled. 

‘My tongue cannot express my grief for one, 

And yet/ quoth she, ‘ behold two Adons dead I 
eighs sre blown away, my salt tears gone. 

Mine eyes are turn’d to fire, my heart to lead: 


Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ red fire ! 

So shall I die by drops of hot desire. 

‘Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost! 

What face remains alive that’s worth the viewing? 
Whoso tongue is music now ? what canst thou boast 
Of things long since, or any thing ensuing? 

The flowers are sweet, their colours fi-esh and trim ; 
But true-sweet beauty lived and died with him. 

‘ Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear I 
Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you; 

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear; 

The sun doth scorn you and the wind doth hiss you: 
But when Adonis lived, sun and sharp air 
Lurk’d like two thieves, to rob him of lus fair: 

'And therefore would he put his bonnet on, 

Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep; 

The wind would blow it off’ and, being gone. 

Play with his locks: then would Adonis weep; 

And straight, in pity of liis tender years, 

They both would strive who firat should dry his tears. 

‘ To see his face the lion walk’d along 

Behind some hedge, because he would not fear him ; 

To recreate himself when he hath sung, 

The tiger would be tame and gently hear him; 

If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey 
And never fright the silly lamb that day. 

‘When he beheld his shadow in the brook. 

The fishes spread on it their golden gills; 

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took, 

That some would sing, some other in their bills 
Would bring him mulberries and ripe-red cherries; 
lie fed them with his sight, they him with berries. 

'But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar, 

Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave, 

Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore; 

Witness the entertainment that he gave: 

If he did sec his face, why then I know 
He thought to kiss him, and hath kill'd him so. 

*’Tis true, 'tis true; thus was Adonis slain: 

He ran upon the boar 'with his shai*p spear, 

Who did not whet his teeth at him again. 

But by a kiss thought to persuade him there; 

And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine 
Sheathed unaware the tusk in his soft groin. 

'Had I been tooth’d like him, I must confeas, 

With kissing him I should have kill’d him first; 

But he is dead, and never did he bless 
My youth with his ; the more am I accurst * 

With this, she falleth in the place she stood, 

And stains her face with his congealed blood. 

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale ; 

She takes him by the hand, and that is cold; 

She whispers in his cars a heavy tale. 

As if they heard the woeful words she told ; 

She lifts the coffei -lids that close his eyes, 

Where, lo, two lamps, burnt out, in darkness lies ; 

Two glasses, where herself herself beheld 
A thousand times, and now no more reflect; 

Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell'd. 

And every beauty robb'd of his effect: 

‘Wonder of time/ quoth she, 'this is my spite, 

That, thou being dead, the day should yet be light 
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'Since then art dead, lo, here I prophesy: 

Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend: 

Tt shall be waited on with jealousy, 

Find sweet beginning but unsavoury end, 

Ne’er settled equafiy, but high or low, 

That all love’s pleasures shall not match his woe. 

' It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud, 

Bud and be blasted in a breathine>while ; 

The bottom poison, and the top oeratraw’d 
With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile: 

The strongest body shall it make most weak. 

Strike the wise dumb, and teach the fool to speak. 

'It shall be sparing and too full of riot, 

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures; 

The staring ruman shall it keep in quiet, 

Pluck down the rich, enrioh the poor with treasures; 
It shall be raging-mad and silly-mild. 

Make the young old, the old li^orae a child. 

‘ It shall suspect whera is no cause of fear ; 

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust ; 

It shall be merciful and too severe. 

And most deceiving when it seems most just; 
Perverse it shall be where it shows most toward, 
Put fear to valour, coinage to the coward. 

'It shall be oause of way and dire events. 

And set dissension ’twixt the son and sire; 

Subject and servile to all discontents. 

As dry combustions matter is to fire : 

Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy, 
Tliey that love best their loves wall not eqjoy.’ 


By this, the boy that by her side lay kill’d 
Was melted like a vapour from her sight. 

And in his blood that on the ground lay spUl’d, 

A purple fiower sprung up, chequer’d with white. 
Resembling well his pale cheeks and the blood 
Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood. 

She bows her head, the new-sprung fipwer to smell. 
Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath. 

And says, within her bosom it shdil dwell, 

Since he himself is reft from her by death; 

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears 
Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears. 

'Poor fiower,’ quoth she, 'this was thy father's guise- 
Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire — 

For every little grief to wet his eyes: 

To grow unto himself was his desire. 

And so ’tis thine; but know, it is as good 
To wither in my breast as in his blood. 

' Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast ; 

Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right: 

Ia in this hollow cradle take thy rest. 

My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and night: 
There shall not be one minute in an hour 
Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love’s flower.’ 

Thus weary of the world, away she hies. 

And yokes her silver doves; by whose swift aid 
Their mistress mounted through the empty skies 
In her light chariot quickly is convey’d; 

Holding their course to Paphos, where their queen 
Means to immure herself and not be seen. 
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From the besieged Aides all in post, 

Borne by the trustless wings of false desire, 
Lust-breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman host. 

And to Collatiuin bears the lightless fire 
Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire 
And girdle with embracing flames the waist 
Of CoUatine's fhir love, Lucrccc the chaste. 

Haply that name of ‘ chaste ’ unhappily set 
This bateless edge on his keen appetite; 

When Collatine unwisely did not let 
To praise the clear unmatched red and white 
Which triumph’d in that sky of his delight. 

Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven’s beauties. 
With pure aspects did him peculiar duties. 

For he the night before, in Taiquiu's tent. 

Unlock’d the treasure of bis happy state ; 

What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent 
In the possession of his beauteous mate; 

Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate. 

That kings might be espoused to more fame. 

But king nor peer to such a peerless dame. 

0 happiness enjoy’d but of a few ! 

And, if possess’d, as soon decay'd and done 
As is the morning’s silver-melting dew 
Against the golden splendour of the sun ! 

An expired date, cancell'd ere well begun : 

Honour and beauty, in the owner’s arms. 

Are weakly fortress’d from a world of harms. 

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 
The eyes of men without an orator; 

What needeth then apologies be made. 

To set forth that which is so singular? 

Or why is Collatine the publisher 
Of that rich jewel he would keep unknown 
From thievish ears, because it is his own ? 

Perchance his boast of Lucrece' sovereignty 
Suggested this proud issue of a king; 

For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be : 

Perchance that envy of so rich a thing, 

Braving compare, dis«lainfully did sting 
His high-pitch’d thoughts, that meaner men should vaunt 
That golden hap which their superiors want. 


But some untimely thought did instigate 
His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those: 

His honour, his atfaiis, his friends, his state, 

Neglected adl, with swift intent he goes 
To quench the coal which in his liver glows. 

O rash false heat, wrapp’d in repentant cold. 

Thy hasty spring still Uasts, and ne’er grows oldl 

When at Collatium this false lord arrived, 

Well was hu welcomed by the Roman dame, 

Within whose face beauty and virtue strived 
Which of them both should underprop her fame : 

When virtue bragg’d, beauty. would blush for shame; 
When beauty boasted blushes, in despite 
Virtue would stain that o’er with silver whi^. 

But beauty, in that white intituled. 

From Venus’ doves doth challenge that fair field : 

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty’s red. 

Which virtue gave the golden age to gild . 

Their silver cheeks, and call’d it then their shield; 
Teaching them thus to use it in the fight. 

When shame assail’d, the red should fence the ahite. 

This heraldry in Lucrece’ face was seen. 

Argued by beauty's red and virtue’s white : 

Of cither’s colour was the other queen. 

Proving from world’s minority their right : 

Yet their ambition makes them still to fight ; 

The sovereignty of either being so great. 

That oft ^ey interchange each other’s seat. 

Their silent war of lilies and of roses. 

Which Tarquin view’d in her lair face’s field. 

In their pure ranks his traitor eye enclofes; 

Where, lest between them both it should be kill’d. 

The coward captive vanquished doth yield 
To those two armies that would let hiaa go. 

Rather than triumph in so false a foe. 

Now thinks he that her husband’s shallow tongue — 
The uiggaid prodigal that praised her so-*- 
In thatnigh task hath done her beauty wrong. 

Which far exceeds his barren skill to show : 

Therefore that praise which Collatine doth owe 
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise. 

In sil^ut wonder of still-gnzing eyes. 
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This earthly saint, adore<.l by ttiis devil, 

Little suspectetb the false worshipper ; 

For unstain’d thoughts do seldom dream on evil; 

Birds never li^ed uo secret bushes fear: 

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer 
And reverend welcome to her princely guest. 

Whose inward ill no outward harm express’d: 

For that he colour’d with his high estate, 

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ; 

That nothing in him seem'd inordinate. 

Save sometime too much wonder of his eye. 

Which, having all, all could not satisfy ; 

But, poorly rich, so wanteth in his store. 

That, cloy’d with much, he pineth still for more. 

But she, that never coped with stranger eyes, 

Could pick no meaning from their parling looks. 

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 
Writ in the glassy margents of such books: 

She touch’d no unknown baits, nor fear’d no hooks; 
Nor could she moralize his wanton sight. 

More than his eyes were open’d to the light 

lie stories to her ears her husband’s fame. 

Won in the fields of fruitful Italy; 

And decks with praises Collatine’s high name. 

Made glorious by his manly chivalry 
With bruised arms and wreaths of victory : 

Her joy with heaved-up hand she doth express, 

And, wordless, so greets heaven for his success. 

Far from the purpose of his coming liither. 

He makes excuses fur his being thei-e: 

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather 
Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear; 

Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear, 

Upon the world dim darkness doth display. 

And in her vanity prison stows the Day. 

For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed. 

Intending weariness with heavy spright; 

Fur, after supper, long ho questioned 

With modest Lucrece, and w’ore out the night: 

Now leaden slumber with life’s strength doth fight; 
And every one to rest themselves betake. 

Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds, that \vake. 

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving 
The sundry dangers of his will’s obtaining; 

Yet ever to obtain his will resolving. 

Though weak-built hopes persuade him to abstaining; 
Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining; 

And when great treasure is the meed proposed. 
Though death bo adjunct, there’s no death supposed. 

Those that much covet are with gain so fond. 

For what they have not, that which they possess 
They scatter and unloose it from th.dr bond. 

And so, by hoping more, they have but less ; 

Or, gaining more, the profit of excess 
Is but to surfeit, and such grief sustain. 

That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich gain. 

'The aim of all is but to nurse the life 
With honour, wealth, end ease, in waning age; 

And in this aim there is such thwarting strife. 

That one for all, or all for one we gage ; 

As life for honour in fell battle’s rage; 

Honour for wealth; and oft that wealth doth cost 
The death of all, and all together lost 

So that in venturing ill we leave to be 
The things we are for that which we expect; 


And this ambitious foul infirmity. 

In having much, torments us with defect 
Of that we have : so then we do neglect 
The thing we have ; and, all for want of wit. 

Make something nothing by augmenting it 

Such hazard now must doting Tarquin make. 

Pawning his honour to obtain his lust ; 

And for himself himself he must forsake: 

Tticn where is truth, if there be no self-trust ? 

When shall he think to find a stranger just. 

When he himself himself confounds, Iwtrays 
To slanderous tongues and wretch’d hateful days ? 

Now stole upon the time the dead of night. 

When heavy sleep had closed up mortal eyes : 

No comfortable star did lend his light. 

No noise but owls’ and wolves’ death-boding cries; 

Now serves the season that they may surprise 
The silly lambs: pure thoughts are dead and still. 
While lust and murder wake to stain and kill. 

And now tliis lustful lord leap’d from his bed. 
Throwing his mantle rudely o’er his arm; 

Is madly toss’d between desire and dread; 

Th’ one sweetly Hatters, th’ other feareth harm; 

But honest fear, bewitch’d with lust’s foul charm. 

Doth too too oft betake him to retire. 

Beaten away by brain-sick rude desire. 

His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth. 

That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly: 

Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth. 

Which must be' lode-star to his lustful eye; 

And to the flame thus speaks advisedly, 

‘ As from this cold flint I enforced this fire. 

So Lucrece must I force to my desire.' 

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate 
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise. 

And in his inward mind he doth debate 
What following sorrow may on this arise: 

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 
Ilis naked armour of still-slaughter’d lust. 

And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust : 

‘Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend it not 
To darken her whose light excelleth thine: 

And die, unhallow’d thoughts, before you blot 
With your uncleanness that which is divine ; 

Offer pure incense to so pure a shrine : 

Let fair humanity abhor the deed 

That spots and stains love’s modest snow-white weed. 

' 0 shame to knighthood and to shining arms ! 

O foul dishonour to my household’s grave 1 
0 impious act, including all foul harms! 

A martial man to be soft fancy’s slave 1 
True valour still a true respect should have; 

Then my digression is so vile, so base, 

That it will live engraven in my face. 

‘ Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive. 

And be an eye-sore in my golden coat; 

Some loathsome dash the herald will contrive. 

To cipher me how fondly I did dote; 

That my posterity, shamed with the note. 

Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin 
To wish that I their father had not bin. 

‘ What win I, if I gain the thing I seek 7 
A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy. 

Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week? 

Or sells eternity to get a toy? 

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy? 
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Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown, 
Would with the sceptre straight be strucken down? 

'If Collatinus dream of my intent. 

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage 
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent? 

This siege that hath engirt his marriage. 

This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage. 

This dying virtue, this surviving shame. 

Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame? 

‘0 what excuse can my invention make. 

When thou shalt charge me with so black a deed? 
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints shake. 
Mine eyes forego their light, my false heart bleed? 
The guilt being great, the fear doth still exceed; 

And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly. 

But coward-like with trembling terror die. 

'Ilad Collatinus kill’d my son or sire. 

Or lain in ambush to betray my life. 

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire 
Might have excuse to work upon his wife. 

As in revenge or quittal of such strife: 

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend. 

The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end. 

‘Shameful it is; ay, if the fact be known: 

Hateful it is; there is no hate in loving: 

I’ll beg her love; but she is not her own: 

The worst is but denial and reproving: 

My will is strong, past reason's weak removing. 

Who fears a sentence or an old man’s saw 
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.’ 

Thus, graceless, holds he disputation 
’Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will. 

And with good thoughts makes dispensation. 

Urging the worser sense for vantage still; 

Which in a moment doth confound and kill 
All pure efiects, and doth so far proceed. 

That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed. 

Quoth he, ‘She took me kindly by the hand. 

And gazed for tidings in my eager eyes. 

Fearing some hard news from the warlike band. 

Where her beloved Collatinus lies. 

0, how her fear did make her colour rise ! 

First red as roses that on lawn we lay. 

Then white as lawn, the roses took away. 

'And how her hand, in my hand being lock’d; 

Forced it to tremble with her lojral fear! 

Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock’d 
Until her husband’s welfare site did hear; 

Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer. 

That had Narcissus seen her as she stood. 

Self-love had never drown’d him in the flood. 

'Why hunt I then for colour or excuses? 

All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth; 

Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses; 

Love thrives not in the heart that shadows dieadeth: 
Affection is my captain, and he leadeth ; 

And when his gaudy banner is display’d. 

The coward fights and will not be dismay’d. 

'Then, childish fear, avaunt! debating, die! 

Bespset and reason, wait on wrinkled age! 

My heart shall never countermand mine eye: 

Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage; 

My part is youth, and beats these from the stage: 
Desire my pilot is, beauty my prize ; 

Then who fears sinking where such treasure lies?’ 


As corn o’ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear 
Is almost choked bv unresisted lust. 

Away he steals with otou listening ear. 

Full of foul hope and full of fond mistrust; 

Both which, as servitors to the unjust, 

So cross him with their opposite persuasion. 

That now he vows a league, end now invasion. 

Within his thought her heavenly image sits. 

And in the self-same seat sits Collatiiie: 

That eye which looks on her confounds his wits; 

That eye which him beholds, as more divine. 

Unto a view so false will not incline ; 

But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart. 

Which once corrupted takes the worser part; 

And therein heartens up bis servile powers. 

Who, flatta’d by tlieir leader’s jocund show, 

Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours; 

And as their captain, so their pride doth grow. 

Paying more slavish tribute than they owa 
By reprobate desire thus madly led. 

The Itoman lord marcheth to Lucrece’ bed. 

The locks between her chamber and his will. 

Each one by him enforced, ;'etires his ward; 

But, as they open, they all rate his ill. 

Which drives the creeping thief to some regard: 

The tlireshold grates the door to have him heai-d; 
Night-wandering weasels shriek to see him there; 
They fright him, yet he still pursues his fear. 

As each unwilling portal yields him way. 

Through little vents and crannies of the place 
The wind wars with his -torch to make him stay. 

And blows the smoke of it into his face. 

Extinguishing his conduct in this case; 

But his hot heart, which fond desire doth scorch. 
Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch : 

And being lighted, by the light he spies 
Lucretia's glove, wherein her needle sticks: 

He takes it from the rushes where it lies. 

And griping it, the needle his fingers pricks; 

As who should say, ‘ This glove to wanton tricks 
Is not inured; return again in haste; 

Thou see’st our mistress’ ornaments are chaste.’ 

But all these poor forbiddings could not stay him; 

He in the worst sense construes their denial: 

The doors, the wind, the glove, that did delay him. 

He takes for accidental things of trial; 

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial. 

Who with a lingering stay his course doth let. 

Till every minute pays the hour his debt 

'So, so,’ quoth he, ‘these lets attend the time. 

Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring, 

To add a radte rejoicing to the prime. 

And give the sneaped mrds more cause tp sing. 

Pain pays the inepme of each precious tiling; 

Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, shaves and sands. 
The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands.’ 

Now is he come unto the chamber-door, 

That shuts him from the heaven of his tfought. 

Which with a yielding latch, and with n(^ more. 

Hath hair’d him from the blessed thing ^ sought 
So from himself impiety hath wrought, . 

That for his prey to prav he doth begin, 

As if the heavens should countenance Us sin. 

But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer; 

Having splicited th’ eternal power 
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That his foul thoughts might compass his fair fair. 

And they would stand auspicious to the hour, 

Even there he starts : quoth he, ‘ I must deflower : 

The powers to whom I pray ablior this fact, 

How can they then assist me in the act? 

‘Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my guide! 

My will is back'd with resolution : 

Thoughts are but dreams till their effects be tried; 

'The blackest sin is clear'd with absolution; 

Against love’s fire fear’s frost hath dissolution. 

The eye of heaven is out, and misty night 
Covers the shame that follows sweet delight.' 

Tins said, his guilty hand pluck’d up the latch. 

And with his knee the door he opens wide. 

'rhe dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will catch : 
Thus treason works ere traitors be espied. 

Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside; 

But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such thing. 

Lies at tho mercy of his mortal sting. 

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks. 

And gazeth on her yet unstained bed. 

The curtains being close, about he walks. 

Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his head; 

By their hij^ treason is his heart misled; 

Which gives the watch-word to his hand full soon 
To draw tho cloud that hides the silver moon. 

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun. 

Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves our sight; 

Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun 
To wink, being blinded with a greater light: 

Whether it is that she reflects so bright, 

That dazzlcth them, or else some shame supposed; 
But blind they are, and keep themselves enclosed. 

O, had they in that darksome prison died ! 

Then had they seen the period of their ill; 

Then Collatine again, by Lucrcce* side. 

In his clear bed might have reposed still: 

Hut they must ope, this blessed league to kill ; 

And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight 
Must sell her joy, her life, her world's delight. 

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under. 

Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss: 

Who, therefore angry, seems to part in sunder. 
Swelling on either side to want his bliss; 

Between whose hills her head entombed is : 

Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies. 

To be admired of lewd unhallow'd eyes. 

Without tho bed her other fair hand was. 

On the green coverlet; whose perfect white 
Show'd like an April daisy on the grass. 

With pearly sweat, resembling dew f'f night. 

Her eyes, like marigolds, had sheathed their light. 
And canopied in darkness sweetly lay. 

Till they might open to adorn the day. 

Her hair, like golden threads, play’d with her breath; 
O modest wantons! wanton modesty! 

Showing life’s triumph in the map of death. 

And death's dim look in life's mortality: 

Each in her sleep themselves so beautify. 

As if between them twain there were no strife, 

But that life lived in death, and death in life. 

Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with blue, 

A pair of maiden worlds unconquered. 

Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew. 


OF LUCRECE. 

And him by oath they truly honouivd. 

These worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred: 

Who, like a foul usurper, went about 
From this fair throne to heave the owner out. 

What could he see but mightily he noted? 

What did he note but strongly he desired ? 

What he beheld, oit that he lirnily doted. 

And in his will bis wilful eye he tired. 

With mom than admiration he admired 
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin. 

Her coral lips, her snow-white dimpled chin. 

As the grim lion fawnetli o’er his prey, 

Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied. 

So o’er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay, 

His rage of lust by gazing qualified : 

Slack'd, not suppress’d ; for standing by her side. 

His eye, which late this mutiny restrains. 

Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins : 

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage fighting. 
Obdurate vassals fell exploits effecting, 

In bloody death and ravishment delighting. 

Nor children's tears nor mothers’ groans respecting, 
Swell in their pride, the onset still expecting: 

Anon his beating heart, alaruTii striking. 

Gives the hot charge and bids them do their liking 

His drumming heart cheers up bis burning eye. 

His eye commends the leading to his hand ; 

Ills hand, as proud of such a dignity, 

Smoking with pride, inarch’d on to make his stand 
On her bare breast, the heart of all her land; 

Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did scale, 
Left their round turrct.<« destitute and pale. 

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet 
Where their dear governess and lady lies. 

Do tell her she is dreadfully beset. 

And fright her with confusion of their cries : 

Stie, much amazed, breaks ope her lock'd-np eyes. 
Who, i)eeping forth this tumult to behold. 

Arc by his flaming torch diinm’d and controll'd. 

Imagine her as one in dead of night 

From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking, 

That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly sprite, 
Whose grim aspect sets every joint a-sbaking; 

What terror 'tis! but she, in worser taking. 

From sleep disturbed, licedfully doth view 
Tho sight which makes supposed terror true. 

Wrapp’d and confounded in a thousand fears. 

Like to a new-kill'd bird she trembling lies ; 

She dares not look; yet, W'inking, there appears 
Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes: 

Such shadows are the weak brain’s forgeries; 

Who, angry that the eyes fly from their lights. 

In darkness daunts them with more dreadlul sights. 

His hand, that yet remains upon her breast — 

Rude ram, to hatter such an ivory wall! — 

May feel her heart-poor citizen ! — distress’d, 
Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall, 

Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal. 

This moves in him more rage and lesser pity. 

To make the breach and enter this sweet city. 

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin 
To sound a parley to his heartless foe; 

Who o’er the white sheet peers her whiter chin 
The reason of this rash alarm to know, 

V^ich he by dumb demeanour seeks to show ; 
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But she with vehement prayers urgeth still 
Under what colour he commits this ill. 

Thus he replies : ‘ The colour in thy face, 

That even for anger makes the lily pale, 

And the red rose blush at her own disgrace. 

Shall plead for me and tell my loving tale: 

Under that colour am I come to scale 
Thy never-conquer’d fort : the fault is thine. 

For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine. 

‘Thus 1 forestall thee, if thou mean to chide : 

Thy beauty hath ensnared thee to this night. 

Where thou with patience must my will abide: 

My will that marks thee for my earth’s delight. 
Which I to conquer sought with all my might; 

But as reproof and reason beat it dead. 

By thy bright beauty was it newly bred. 

' I sec what crosses my attempt will bring ; 

I know what thorns the growing rose defends; 

I think the honey guarded with a sting ; 

All this beforehand counsel comprehends: 

But will is deaf and hears no heedful friends * 

Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty, 

And dotes on what he looks, 'gaiast law or duty. 

* I have debated, even in my soul, 

\Vhat wrong, what shame, wliat sorrow I shall breed; 
But nothing can affection's course contix)!. 

Or stop the headlong fury of his speed. 

I know reiientant tears ensue the deed, 

Beproach, disdain, and deadly enmity; 

Yet strive 1 to embrace mine infamy.’ 

This said, he shakes aloft his Boman blade. 

Which, like a falcon towering in the skies, 

Coucheth the fowl below with his wings’ shade, 
Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he dies: 

So under his insulting falchion lies 

Harmless Lucretia, marking whuc he tells 
With trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon's bells. 

‘ Lucrecc,’ quoth he, ‘ this night I must enjoy thee : 

If thou deny, then force must work my way. 

For in thy bed I purpose to destroy tiiee : 

That done, some worthless slave of thine I’ll slay. 

To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay ; 

And in thy dead arnvi do I mean to place him, 
Swearing I slew him, seeing thee embrace him. 

‘So thy surviving husbnntl shall remain 
The scornful mark of every open eye ; 

Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain. 

Thy issue blurr’d with nameless bastardy; 

And thou, the author of their obloquy, 

Shalt have thy ti’espass cited up in rhymes. 

And sung by children in succeeding times. 

' But if thou yield, 1 rest thy secret friend : 

The fiiult unknown is as a thought unacted ; 

A little harm done to a great good end 
For lawful policjr remains enacted 
The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted 
In a pure compound ; being so applied. 

His venom in effect is purified. 

'Then, for thy husband and thy children's sake. 
Tender my suit: bequeath not to their lot 
The shame that from them no device can take. 

The blemish that will never forgot; 

Worse than a slavish wipe or birth-houFs blot: 

For marks descried in men’s nativity 
Are nature’s faults, not their own infamy.’ 


Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eye 
He rouseth up himself and makes a pause; 

While she, the picture of pure piety, 

Like a white hind under the gnpe’s sharp claws. 
Pleads, in a wilderness where are no laws. 

To the rough beast that knows no gentle right. 

Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite. 

But when a black-faced cloud the wofld doth threat, 
In his dim mist the aspiring mountains hiding, 

From earth’s dark womb some gentle gust doth get, 
Which blows these pitchy vapours from theii* biding, 
Hindering their present fall by this dividing; 

So his unhallow’d haste her words delays. 

And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays. 

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally. 

While in his hold-fast foot the weak mouse panteth : 
Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteth : 

His ear lier prayers admits, but his heart granteth 
No penetrable entrance to her plaining: 

Tears harden lust, though marble wear with raining 

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix’d 
In the remorseless wrinkles of his face ; 

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix’d. 

Which to her oratory adds more grace. 

She puts the period often from his place ; 

And midst the sentence so her accent breaks. 

That twice she doth b^iu ere once she speaka 

She conjures him by high almighty Jove, 

By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friendship’s oath, 

By her untimely teai-s, her husband’s love, 

By holy human law, and common troth, 

By heaven and earth, and all the power of both. 

That to his borrow’d bed he make retire. 

And stoop to honour, not to foul desire. 

Quoth she, ‘Beward not hospitality 

With such black payment as thou hast pretended; 

Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee; 

Mar not the thing that cannot be amended ; 

End thy ill aim' before thy shoot be ended; 

He is no woodman that doth bend his bow 
To strike a poor tmseasonable doe. 

*My husband is thy friend; for his sake spare me: 
Thyself art mighty; for thine own sake leave me. 
Myself a weakling; do not then ensnare me: 

Thou look’st not like deceit ; do not deceive me. 

My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to heave thee 
If ever man were moved with woman’s moans. 

Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my groans: 

* All which together, like a troubled ocean, 

Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening heart. 

To soften it^with their continual motion; 

For stones dissolved to water do convert 
0, if no harder than a stone thou art. 

Melt at my tears, and be compassionate I 
Soft pity enters at an iron gate. 

'In Tarquin’s likeness I did entertain thte: 

Hast thou put on his shape to do him wame ? 

To all the host of heaven 1 complain m<( 

Thou wrong’st his honour, wound’st his |Hnoely nama 
Thou art not what tliou seem’st; and if the same. 
Thou seem’st not what thou art, a god» a king ; 

For kings like gods should govern every thing. 

'How will thy shame be seeded in thine a^, 

When thus thy vices bud before thy spring 1 
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If in thy hope thou darest do such outrage, 

What darest thou not when once thou art a king ? 

0, be remember’d, uo outrageous thing 
From vassal ^tora can bo wiped away; 

Then kings’ misdeeds cannot bo hid in clay. 

This deed will make thee only loved for fear; 

But happy monarchs still are fear’d for love : 

With foul oflenders thou perforce must bear, 

When they in thee the like offences prove : 

If but for fear of this, thy will remove ; 

For princes are the glass, the school, the book, 

Where subjects' eyes do learn, do read, do look. 

• And wilt thou be the school where Lust shall learn ? 
Must he in thee read lectures of such shame ? 

Wilt thou be glass wherein it shall discern 
Authority for sin, warrant for blame. 

To privilege dishonour in thy name? 

Thou back’st reproach against long-living laud. 

And makest fair reputation but a bawd. 

‘ Host thou command ? by him that gave it thee. 

From a pure heart command thy rebel will: 

Draw not thy swoixl to guard iniquity. 

For it was lent thee all that brood to kill. 

Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil. 

When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul sin may 
He learn’d to sin, and thou didst teach the way ? 
‘Think but how vile a spectacle it were, 

To view thy present trespass in another. 

Men’s faults do seldom to themselves appear; 

Their own transgressions partially they smother: 

This ^urlt would seem death-worthy in thy brother. 

0, now are they wrapp’d in with infamies 

Tliat from their own misdeeds askance their eyes! 

‘To thee, to thee, my heaved-up hands appeal, 

Not to seducing lust, thy rash reher: 

1 sue for exiled majesty’s repeal ; 

Let him return, and flattering thoughts retire : 

His true respect will prison false desire, 

And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne, 

That thou shalt see thy state and pity mine.' 

‘ Have done,' quoth he, ‘ my uncontrolled tide 
Turns not, but swells the higher by this let. 

Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires abide, 

And with the wind in greater fury fret : 

The petty streams that pay a daily debt 

To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls’ haste 
Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.’ 

‘ Thou art,’ quoth she, ‘ a sea, a sovereign king ; 

And, lo, there falls into thy boundless Hood 
Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning, 

Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood. 

If all these petty ills shall change thy good, 

Thy sea within a puddle’s womb ’s hearsed, 

And not the paddle in thy sea dispersed. 

* So shall these slaves be king, and thou their slave ; 
Thou nobly base, they basely dignified ; 

Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave : 

Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy pride : 

The lesser thing should not the greater hide; 

Tlie cedar stoops not to the base shrub’s foot. 

But low shrubs wither at the cedar’s root. 

‘So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state’ — 

‘ No more,' quoth he ; ‘by heaven, I will not hear thee : 
Yield to iny love; if not, enforced hate. 

Instead of love’s coy touch, shall rudely tear thee ; 
That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee 


Unto the base bed of some rascal groom, 

To be thy partner in this shameful doom.’ 

This said, he sets his foot upon the light. 

For light and lust are deadly enemies : 

Shame folded up in blind concealing night, 

When most unseen, then must doth tyrannize. 

The wolf hath seized his prey, the poor lamb cries; 

Till with her own white fleece her voice coutroll’d 
Entombs her outcry in her lips’ sweet fold : 

For with the nightly linen that she wears 
He pens her piteous clamours in her head ; 

Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears 
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed. 

O, that prone lust should stain so pure a bed! 

The spots whereof could weeping purify, 

Her tears should drop on them perpetually. 

But she hath lost a dearer thing than life, 

And he hath won what he would lose again : 

This forced league doth force a further strife ; 

This momentary joy breeds months of pain ; 

This hot desire converts to cold disdain : 

Pure Chastity is rifled of her store, 

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before. 

Look, os the full-fed hound or gorged liav/k, 

I’napt for tender smell or speedy flight. 

Make slow pursuit, or altogether bulk 
Tlie prey wherein by nature they delight ; 

So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night: 

His taste delicious, in digestion souring. 

Devours his will, that lived by foul devouring. 

0, deeper sin than bottomless conceit 
Can com])rehend in still imagination! 

Drunken Desire must vomit his receipt, 

Kre he can see his own abomination. 

While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can curb his heat or rein his rash desire. 

Till like a jade Self-will himself doth tire. 

And then with lank and lean discolour’d cheek. 

With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless pace. 
Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek. 

Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case: 

The flesh being proud. Desire doth fight with Grace, 
For there it revels; and when that decays. 

The guilty rebel for remission prays. 

So fares it with this faultful lord of Borne, 

Who this accomplishment so hotly chased; 

For now against himself he sounds this doom. 

That through the length of times he stands disgraced: 
Besides, his soul’s fair temple is defaced; 

To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares. 

To ask the spotted princess how she fares. 

She says, her subjects with foul insurrection 
Have batter’d down her consecrated wall. 

And by their mortal fault brought in subjection 
Her immortality, and made her thrall 
To living death and pain perpetual : 

Which in her prescience she controlled still, 

But her foresight could not forestall their will. 

Even in this thought through the dark night he stealeth, 
A captive victor that hath lost in gain; 

Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth. 

The scar that will, despite of cure, remain; 

Leaving his spoil perplex’d in greater pain. 

She bears the load of lust he left behind. 

And he the burden of a guilty mind. 
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He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence; 

She like a wearied lamb lies panting there; 

He scowls and hates himself for his offence; 

She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear; 

He fainuy flies, sweating with guilty fear; 

She stays, exclaiming on the direful night; 

He runs, and chides his vanish’d, loathed delight. 

He thence departs a heavy convertite; 

She there remains a hopeles.s castaway; 

He in his speed looks for the uiorniug light; 

She pra}'s she never may behold the day, 

‘For day,’ quoth she, ‘night’s scapes doth open lay. 
And my true eyes have never practised how 
To cloak offences with a cunning brow. 

‘’They think not but that every eye can see 
The same disgrace which they themselves behold; 

And therefore would they still in darkness be. 

To have their unseen sin remain untold; 

For they their guilt with weeping will unfold. 

And grave, like water that doth eat in steel. 

Upon ray cheeks what helpless shame I feel.’ 

Here she exclaims against repose and rest. 

And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind. 

She wakes her heait by beating on her breast. 

And bids it leap from thence, where it may find 
Some purer chest to close so pure a mind. 

Frantic with grief thus breathes she forth her spite 
Against the unseen secrecy of night: 

‘0 comfort-killing Night, image of hell! 

Dim register and notary of s£sme! 

Black stage for tragedies and murders fell! 

Vast sin-concealing chaos! nurse of blame! 

Blind mufHed bawd ! dark harbour for defame ! 

Grim cave of death! whispering conspirator 
With close-tongucd treason and the ravisber! 

‘0 hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night! 

Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime. 

Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light. 

Make war against proportion’d course of time; 

Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb 
His wonted height, yet ere ho go to bed, 

Knit poisonous clouds about his golden head. 

‘With rotten damps ravish the morning air; 

Let their exhaled unwholesome breaths make sick 
The life of purity, the supreme fair. 

Ere he arrive his weary noon-tide prick; 

And let thy misty vapours march so thick. 

That in their smoky ranks bis smother’d light 
May set at noon and make perpetual night. 

‘Were Tarquin Nighty as he is but Night’s child. 

The silver-shining queen he would distain; 

Her twinkling haudmaids too, by him defiled. 

Through Night’s black bosom should not peep again : 
So should 1 have co-partners in my pain; 

And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage. 

As palmers’ chat makes short their pilgrimage. 

‘Where now 1 have no one to blush with me, 

To cross their arms and hang their heads with mine. 
To mask their brows and hide their infamy; 

But I alone alone must sit and pine. 

Seasoning the earth with showers of silver brine. 
Mingling my talk with teats, my grief with groans, 
Poor wasting monuments of las^g moans. 

‘0 Night, thou furnace of foul-reeking sm<Aeb 
Let not the jealqus Day behold that foce 


Which underneath thy black all-hidiug cloak 
Immodestly lies martyr’d with disgrace! 

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place. 

That all the faults which in thy reign are made 
May likewise be sepulchred in thy shade! 

‘ Make me not object to the tell-tale Day ! 

Tlie light will show, character’d in my brow. 

The story of sweet chastity's decay. 

The impious braach of holy wedlock vow : 

Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 
To cipher what is writ in learned books. 

Will quote my loathsome trespass in my looks. 

‘The nurse, to still her child, will tell my story. 

And fright her crying babe with Tarquin’s name; 

Tlie orator, to duck his oratory. 

Will couple my reproach to Tarquin’s shame; 
Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame. 

Will tie the hearers to attend each line. 

How Tarquin wronged me, 1 Collatine. 

‘Let my good name, that senseless reputation. 

For Collatine’s dear love be kept unspotted: 

If that be made a theme for disputation. 

The branches of another root are rotted. 

And undeserved reproach to him allotted 
That is as clear from this attaint of mine 
As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine. 

‘O unseen shame! invisible disgrace! 

O unfelt sore! crest-wounding, private scar 
Beproach is stamp’d in CoUatinus’ face. 

And Tarquin’s eye may read the mot afar. 

How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 

Alas, how many bear such shameful blows. 

Which net themselves, but he that gives them knows ! 

‘If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me, 

Fibm me by strong assault it is bereft. 

My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee, 

Have no perfection of my summer left. 

But robb’d and ransack’d by injurious theft: 

In thy weak hive a wandering wasp hath crept. 

And suck’d the honey which thy chaste bee kept. 

‘Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wrack; 

Yet for thy honour did I entertain him; 

Coming from thee, I could not put him bock. 

For it had been dishonour to disdain him: 

Besides, of weariness he did complain him. 

And talk’d of virtue: 0 unlook’d-for evil. 

When virtue is profaned in such a devil! 

‘Why should the worm intrude the maiden bud? 

Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows’ nests? 

Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud? 

Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts ? 

Or l^gs be breakers of their own behestf? 

But no perfection is so absolute. 

That some impurity doth not pollute. ' 

‘The aged man that coffers-up his gold i 
Is plagued with cramps and gouts and painful fits; 
And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold. 

But like stiU-pining Tantdus he sits, ^ 

And useless bams the harvest of his wits,;; 

Having no other {pleasure of bis min ' 

But torment that it cannot cure his pa|n. 

'So then he hath it when he cannot use 
And leares it to be master'd by his young; 
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Who in their pride do presently abuse it: 

Their father was too weak, and they too strong, 

To hold their cprssd-blessed fortune long. 

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours 
Even in the moment that we call them ours. 

‘Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring j 
Unwholesome weeds take root with precious flowers- 
The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing; 

What virtue breeds iniquity devours : 

We have no good that wo cun say is ours. 

But ill-annexed Opportunity 
Or kills his lifo or else his quality. 

O Opportunity, thy guilt is great • 

Tis thou that executest the traitor's treason: 

Thou set’st the wolf where he the lamb may get; 
Whoever plots the sin, thou ’point’st the season; 

'Tis thou that spurn’st at right, at law, at reason; 

And in thy shady cell, where none may spy him, 
Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by him. 

‘Thou makest the vestal violate her oath; 

Thou blow’st the fire when temperance is thaw’d; 

Thou smother’st honesty, thou niurder’st troth; 

Thou foul abettor! thou notorious bawd! 

Thou plantest scandal and displacest laud: 

Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false tliief, 

Tliy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grid I 

‘Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame. 

Thy private feasting to a public fast. 

Thy smoothing titles to a ragged name. 

Thy sugaVd tongue to bitter wormwood taste: 

Thy violent vanities can never last. 

How comes it then, vile Opportunity, 

Being so bod, such numbers seek for thee ? 

‘ When wilt thou be the humble suppliant’s friend, 
And bring him where his suit may be obtain’d? 

When wilt thou sort an hour great strifes to end ? 

Or free that soul which wretchedness hath chain’d? 
Give physic to the sick, ease to the pain’d ? 

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for ihce; 
But they ne’er meet with Opportunity. 

‘The patient dies while the physician sleeps; 

The orphan pines while the oppressor feeds; 

Justice is feasting while the widow weeps; 

Advice is sporting while infection breeds: 

Thou grant’st no time for charitable deeds; 

Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder’s rages. 

Thy heinous hours wait on them as their pages. 

' When Truth and Virtue have to do with thee, 

A thousand crosses keep them from thy aid; 

They buy thy help; but Sin ne’er gives a fee. 

He gratis comes; and thou art well appaid 
As well to hear as grant what he hath said. 

My CoUatine would else have come to me 
When Tarquin did, but he was stay’d by thee. 

'Guilty thou art of murder and of theft. 

Guilty of penury and subornation. 

Guilty of treason, foigery, and shift. 

Guilty of incest^ that abomination; 

An accessary by thine inclination 
To aU sins past, and all that are to come. 

From the creation to the general doom. 

'Mis-shapen Time, co^mate of ugly Night, 

Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care, 

Eater of youtn, false slave to false delight, 
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Base watch of woes, sin’s pack-horse, virtue’s snare; 
'I'hou nursest all and murder’st all that are: 

O, hear me then, injurious, shifting Time! 

Be guilty of my death, since of my crime. 

‘Why hath thy servant. Opportunity, 

Betray’d the hours thou gavest me to repo&e, 

Cancell'd my fortunes, and enchained me 
To endless date of never-ending woes? 

T'rae’s office is to fine the hate of foes; 

To eat up errors by opinion bred. 

Nut spend the dowry of a lawful bed. 

' Time’s glory is to calm contending kings. 

To unmask falsehood and bring truth to light, 

'To stamp the seal of time in aged things. 

To wake the mom and sentinel the night, 

'To wrong the wronger till he render right. 

To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours. 

And smear with dust their glittering golden towers ; 

‘ 'To fill with worm-holes stately monument's 
To feed oblivion with decay of things, 

'To blot old books, and alter their contents. 

To pluck the quills from ancient ravens’ wings. 

To dry the old oak’s sap and cherish springs. 

To spoil antiquities of hammer'd steel. 

And turn the giddy round of Fortune’s wheel, 

‘To show the beldam daughters of her daugbtei-. 

To make the child a man, the man a child. 

To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter. 

To tame the unicorn and lion wild. 

To mock the subtle in themselves beguiled. 

To cheer the ploughman with increascful crops, 

And waste huge stones with little water-drops. 

‘ Why work’st thou mischief in tby pilgrirosge* 

Unless thou couldst return to make amends ? 

One poor retiring minute in an age 

Would purchase thee a thousand thousand friends. 

Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends : 

O, this dread night, wouldst thou one hour come back, 
I could prevent this storm and shun thy wrack! 

‘Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity. 

With some mischance cross Tarquin in his flight: 
Devise extremes beyond extremity. 

To make him curse this cursed crimeful night: 

Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright; 

And the dire thoughts of his committed evil 
Shape every bush a I’ideous shapeless devU. 

' Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances. 

Afflict him in his bed with bedrid groans; 

Let there bechance him pitiful mischances. 

To make him moan; but pity not his moans: 

Stone him with harden’d hearts, harder than stones; 
And let mild women to him lose their mildness. 
Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness. 


‘Let him have time to tear his curled hair, 



Let him have time to live a loathed slave. 

Let him have time a beggar's orts to crave. 

And time to see that one by alms doth live 
Disdain to him disdained scraps to give. 

' Let him have time to see his friends his foes. 
And merry fools to mock at him resort; 

Let him have time to mark how slow time goes 

54 
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Ill time of sorrow, and how swift and short 
His time of folly and his time of sport; 

And ever let his unrecalling crime 
Have time to wail th* abusing of his time. 

*0 Time, thou tutor both to good and bad. 

Teach me to curse him that thou taught'st this ill! 

At his own shadow lot the thief run mad, 

Himself himself seek every hour to kill ! 

Such wretched hands such wretched blood should spill; 
For who so baso would such an office have 
As slanderous death 's-iuun to so base a slave? 

‘The baser is he, coining from a king. 

To shame his hope with deeds degenerate : 

The mightier man, the mightier is the thing 
That makes him honour’d, or begets him hate ; 

For greatest scandal waits on greatest state. 

The moon being clouded presently is miss’d, 

But little stars may hide them when they list. 

‘The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire. 
And unperceived fly with the filth away; 

But if the like the snow-white swan desire, 

The stain upon his silver down will stay. 

Poor grooms are sightless night, kings glorious day ; 
Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er they uy. 

But eagles gazed upon with every eye. 

‘ Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools ! 

Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators I 
Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools ; 

Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters ; 

'lo trembling clients be you mediator : 

For me, I force not argument a straw, 

Since that my case is past the help of law. 

‘ In vain I rail at Opportunity, 

At Time, at Tarquin, and unchcerful Night; 

In vain I cavil with mine infamy, 

I vain I spurn at ray confirm'd despite : 

This helpless smoke of words doth me no right. 

The remedy indeed to do me good 
Is to let forth my foul-defiled blood. 

‘Poor hand, why quiveFst thou at this decree ? 

Honour thyself to rid me of this shame; 

For if I die, my honour lives in thee ; 

But if 1 live, thon livest in my defame : 

Since thou couldst not defend thy loyal dame, 

And wast afeard to scratch her wicked foe. 

Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.' 

This said, from her be-tumbled couch she startetb. 

To find some desparate instrument of death : 

But this no slaughterhouse no tool imparteth 
To make more vent for passage of her breath ; 

Which, thronging through her lips, so vanisheth 
As smoke from jfltna, that in air consumes. 

Or that which from discharged cannon fumes. 

' In vain,’ quoth she, ‘ I live, and seek in vain 
Some happy mean to end a hapless life. 

1 fear'd by Tarquin's falchion to be slain. 

Yet for the self-same purpose seek a knife: 

Bat when I fear'd I was a loyal wife : 

So am I now: 0 no, that cannot be; 

Of that tme type hath Tarquin rified me. 

*0, that is gone for which I sought to live. 

And therefore now I need not fear to die. 

To clear this spot by death, at least I give 
A ba^ of fame to slandePs livery; 

A dying life to living infamy: 


Poor helpless help, the treasure stol'u away, 

To burn the guiltless casket where it lay ! 

'Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt not know 
'rhe stained taste of violated troth ; 

I will not wrong thy true affection so. 

To flatter thee with an infringed oaUi ; 

'This bastard graff shall never come to CTowth : 

He shall nut boost who did thy stoUK ])ullutti 
That thou art doting father of his fruit. 

‘ Nor shall he smile at thee in seemt thought, 

Nor laugh with his companions at tliy state ; 

But thou shalt know thy interest was not bought 
Basely with gold, but stol’n from foiih thy gate. 

For me, I am the mistress of my fate, 

And with my trespass never will dispense, 

Till life to death acquit my forced offence. 

‘ I will not poison thee with my attaint. 

Nor 'fold my fault in clcanly-coiu’d excuses; 

My sable ground of sin I will not paint, 

To hide the truth of this false night’s abuses : 

My tongue shall utter all ; mine eyes, like sluices. 

As from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale. 

Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure tale.’ 

By this, lamenting Philomel had cndoil 
The well-tuned wai*ble of her nightly sorrow. 

And solemn night with slow sad gait descended 
To ugly hell; when, lo, the blushing morrow 
Lends light to all fair eyes that light will borrow : 

But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see, 

And therefore still in night would cloister’d be. 

Revealing day through every cranny spies, 

And seems to point her out where she sits weeping ; 
To whom she sobbing speaks : * 0 eye of eyes, 

Why pry’st thou through my window f leave thy peeping: 
Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are sleeping: 
Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light. 

For day hath nought to do what’s done by^iight.’ 

Thus cavils she with every thing she secs: 

True grief is fond and testy as a child, 

Who wayward once, his mood with nought agrees : 

Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild; 
Continuance tames the one; the other wild. 

Like an unpractised swimmer plunging still. 

With too much labour drowns for want of skill. 

So she, deep drenched in a sea of care, 

Holds disputation with each thing she views, 

And to herself all sorrow doth compare; 

No object but her passion’s strength renews; 

And as one shifts, another straight ensues : 

Sometime her grief is dumb and hath no words; 
Sometime 'tis mad and too much talk affords. 

Tho little birds that tune their morning’s joy 
Make her moans mad with their sweet melody : 

For mirth doth search the bottom of annoy; 

Sad souls are slain in merry company; 

Grief best is pleased with grief’s society: 

True sorrow then is feelingly sufficed > 

When with like semblance it is sympnthized. 

Tis double death to drown in ken of sl^re; 

He ten times pines that pines beholding food ; 

To see the salve doth make the wound^he more; 
Groat grief grieves most at that would do it good ; 
Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood. 

Who, being stopp’d, the bounding banks o’erflows; 
Gi^f dt^ed with nor law nor limit knows. 
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‘ You mocking birds/ quoth she, ' your tunes entomb 
Within your hollow-swelling feather’d breasts, 

And in my hearing be you mute and dumb:* 

My restless discord loves no stops nor lests ; 

A woeful hostess brooks not merry guests ; 

Belish your nimble notes to pleasing ears ; 

Distress likes dumps when time is kept with tears. 

* Come, Philomel, that sing'st of ravishment, 

Make thy sad grove in my disheveird hair: 

As the dank earth weeps at thy languishment. 

So I at each sad strain will strain a tear, 

And with deep groans the diapason bear; 

For burden- wise I'll hum on Tarquin still. 

While thou on Tore us descant'st better skill. 

‘ And whiles against a thorn thou bcar'st thy ])art. 

To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I, 

To imitate thee well, against my heait 
Will fix a sharp knife to allright mine eye, 

Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die. 

These means, as frets upon an instrument, 

Shall tune our heart-strings to true languishment 

‘And for, poor bird, tliou singst not in the day, 

As shaming any eye should thee behold. 

Some dark deep desert, seated from the way. 

That knows not parching heat nor freezing cold, 

Will wo find out; and there we will unfold 
To creatures stern sad tunes, to change their kinds: 
Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear gentle minds* 

As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze. 

Wildly determining which way to fly, 

Or one encompass’d with a winding maze, 

That cannot tread the way out readily , 

So with herself is she in mutiny. 

To live or die which of the twain were bettor, 

When life is shamed, and death reproach’s debtor. 

‘To kill myself,* quoth she, ‘alack, what were it, 

But with my body my poor soul's pollution? 

They that lose half with greater patience bear it 
'Chan they whoso whole is swallow'd in confusion 
That mother tries a merciless conclusion 

Who, having two sweet babes, ^^hen death LaJc* one, 
Will slay the other and bo nurse to none. 

‘ My body or my soul, which was the dearer, 

When the one pure, the other made divine ? 

Whose love of either to myself was nearer. 

When both were kept for heaven and Collatinc^ 

Ay me! the bark peel'd from the lotty pine. 

His leaves will wither and his sap decay; 

So must my soul, her bark being peel’d away. 

‘Her house is sack’d, her quiet interrupted. 

Her mansrou batter'd by the enemy; 

Her sacred temple spotted, spoil’d, ^onupted, 

Grossly engirt with daring infamy : 

Then let it not be call'd impiety, 

If iu this blemish'd fort I make some hole 
Through which I may convey this troubled soul. 

‘Yet die I will not till my Collatine 
Have heard tho cause of my untimely death, 

That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine, 

Revenge on him that made me stop my breath. 

My stained blood to Tarquin I'll bequeath. 

Which by him tainted shall for him be spent, 

And as his due writ in my testament. 

‘My honour I'll bequeath unto the knife 
That wounds my body so dishonoured. 


'Tis honour to deprive dishonour’d life; 

The one will live, the other being dead : 

So of shame’s ashes shall my fame be bred; 

For in my death I murder shameful scorn : 

My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born. 

‘ Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost, 

What legacy shall I bequeath to thee? 

My resolution, love, shall be thy boast, 

By whose example thou revenged mayst be. 

How Tarquin must be used, read it in me: 

Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe, 

And for my sake serve thou false Tarqum so. 

‘This brief abridgment of my will I make: 

My soul and boay to the skies and ground; 

My resolution, husband, do thou take ; 

Minr* honour be the knife’s that makes my wound; 

My shame be his that did my fame conlound ; 

And all my fame that lives disbursed be 
To tliose that live, and think no shame of me. 

‘Thou, Collatine, shall oversee this will; 

How was I overseen that thou shall see it! 

My blood shall wash the slander of mine ill; 

My life’s foul deed, my life’s fair end shall free it. 
Faint not, faint lieart, but stoutly say, “So be it:” 

Yield to my hand; my hand shall conquer thee: 
Tlioii dead, both die, and both shall victors be.' 

This plot of death when sadly she had laid. 

And wiped the brinish pearl from her bright eyes. 

With untuned tongue she hoarsely calls her maid, 
Whose swift obedience to lier mistress hies; 

For fleet-wing'd duty with thought’s feathers flies 
Poor Liicrece’ cheeks unto her maid seem so 
As winter meads when sun doth melt their snow. 

Her mistress she doth give demure good-moirow, 

With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty, 

And sorts a sad look to her lady’s sorrow. 

For why her face wore son'ow's livery; 

But durst not ask of her audaciously 

Why her two suns ^^erc cloud-eclipsed so, 

Nor why her fair cheeks over-wash’d with woe. 

But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set, 

Each flower moisten’d like a melting eye; 

Even so the maid with swelling drops 'gan wet 
Her circled eyne, enforced by sympathy 
Of those fair suns set in her mistress’ sky. 

Who in a salt-waved ocean quench their light, 

Which makes the mc.id weep like the dewy night. 

A pretty while these pretty creatures stand. 

Like ivory conduits coral cisterns filling: 

One justly weeps; the other takes in hand 
No cause, but company, of her drops spilling: 

Their gentle sex to weep are often willing; 

Grieving themselves to guess at others' smarts. 

And then they drown their eyes or break tlieir hearts. 

For men have marble, women waxen, minds, 

And therefore are they form'd as marble will ; 

The weak oppress'd, the impression of stran^ kinds 
Is form'd in them by force, by fraud, or skill ; 

Then call them not tho authors of their ill, 

No more than wax shall be accounted evil 
Wherein is stamp'd the semblance of a devil. 

Their smoothness, like a goodly champaign plain. 

Lays open all the little worms that creep ; 

In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain 
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Cave-keeping evils tliat obscurely sleep: 

Through crystal walls each little mote will peep: 
Though men can cover crimes with bold stern looks, 
Poor women's faces are their own faults' books. 

No man inveigh against the wither'd flower, 

But chide rough winter that the flower hath kill'd: 

Not that devour'd, but that which doth devour. 

Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild 
Poor women's faults, that they are so fulfill'd 
With men's abuses: those proud lords, to blame. 
Make weak-made women tenants to their shame. 

The precedent whereof in Lucrece view. 

Assail’d by night with circumstances strong 
Of present death, and shame that mmht ensue 
By that her death, to do her husband wrong: 

Such danger to resistance did belong. 

That dying fear through all her ^dy spread ; 

And who cannot abuse a body dead? 

By thi.s, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak 
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining: 

‘ My girl,’ quoth she, ' on what occasion break 
Those tears from tliee, that down thy cheeks arc raining ? 
If thou dost weep for grief of my sustaining. 

Know, gentle wench, it small avails my mood : 

If tears could help, mine own would do mo good. 

' But tell me, girl, when went ’ — and there she stay’d 
Till after a deep groan — ‘Tarquin from hence?’ 

* Madam, ere I was up,’ mpli^ the maid, 

'The more to blame my sluggard negligence: 

Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense; 

Myself was stirring ere the break of day, 

And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone away 

' But, lady, if your maid may be so bold, 

She would request to know your heaviness.’ 

* 0, peace I' quoth Lucrece : ‘ if it should be told. 

The repetition cannot make it less; 

For more it is than I can well express: 

And that deep torture may be call’d a hell 
When more is felt than one hath power to tell 

‘Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen: 

Yet save that labour, for I have them here. 

What should I say? One of my husband's men 
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear 
A letter to my loi^, my love, my dear: 

Bid him with speed prepare to carry it; 

The cause craves haste, and it will soon be writ..’ 

Her maid is gone, and she prejmres to write, 

First hovering o’er the paper with her quill: 

Conceit and grief nn eager combat fight; 

What wit seto down is blotted straight with will ; 

This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill: 

Much like a press of people at a door, 

Throng her inventions, wmch shall go before. 

At last she thus begins: 'Thou worthy lord 
Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee, 

Health to thy person! next vouchsafe t’ afford — 

If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see — 

Some present sp^ to come and visit me. 

So, I commend me ftorn our house in grief: 

My woes are tedious, though my words are brief.' 

Here folds she up the tenour of her woe. 

Her certain sorrow writ nncertaiidy. 
hj this short schedule Collatine may know 
Her mef, but not her griefs true quality : 

She dares not thereof make discovery. 


Lest he should hold it her own gross abuse. 

Ere she with blood had stain’d her stain’d oxcusa 

Besides, the life and feeling of her passion 
She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her; 

When sighs and groans and tears may grace the fashion 

Of her disgrace, Uie better so to clear her 

From that suspicion which the world might bear her. 

To shun this blot, she would not blot the letter 
With words, till action might become them better. 

To see sod sights moves more than hear them told : 

For then the eye interprets to the ear 
The heavy motion that it doth behold, 

When every part a port of woe doth bear. 

’Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear: 

Deep sounds make lesser noise than shallow foi-ds, 
And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind of words. 

Her letter now is seal'd, and on it writ 
‘At Ardea to my lord with more than haste.’ 

The post attends, and she delivers it. 

Charging the sour-faced groom to hie as fast 
As lagging fowls before the northern blast: 

Speed more than speed but dull and slow she deems-. 
Extremity still urgeth such extremes. 

The homely villain court’sies to her low; 

And, blushing on her, with a steadfast eye 
Eeceives the scroll without or yea or no. 

And forth with bashful innocence doth hie. 

But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie 
Imagine every eye beholds their blame; 

For Lucrece thought he blush’d to see her shame: 

When, silly groom' God wot, it was defect 
Of spirit, life, and bold audacity. 

Such harmless creatures have a true respect 
To talk in deeds, while others saucily 
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely: 

Even so this pattern of the worn-out age 
Pawn’d honest looks, but laid no words to gage. 

His kindled duty kindled her mistrust, 

That two red fires in both their faces blazed ; 

She thought he blush’d, as knowing Tarquin’s lust, 

And, blushing with him, wistly on him gazed ; 

Her earnest eye did make him more amazed: 

The more she saw the blood his cheeks replenish. 
The more she thought he spied in her some blemish. 

But long she thinks till he return again, 

And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone. 

The weary time she cannot entertain. 

For now ’tis stale to sigh, to weep, and groan: 

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan. 

That she her plaints a little while doth stay, 

Pausing for means to mourn some newer way. 

At last she calls to mind where hangs a piece 
Of skilful painting, made for Priam’s Tror : 

Before the which is drawn the power of Greece. 

For Helen’s rape the city to destroy. 

Threatening cloud-kissing Ilion with annojr; 

Which Ae conceited painter drew so pfoud, 

As heaven, it seem’d, to kiss the turreti bow’d. 

A thousand lamentable objects there, ' 

In scorn of nature, art gave lifeless life: r 
Many a dry drop seem’d a weeping tear, ; 

Shed for the slaughter’d husband by the Wife : 

The red blood re^d, to show the |mnter!s strife; 

And dying eyes gleam’d forth 'their ashy lights. 

Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights. 



THE EAPE OF LUORECE, 


429 


There might yon see the labouring pioner 
Begrimed with sweat, and smeared all with dust; 

And from the towers of Troy there would appear 
The very eyes of /neu through loop-holes thrust, 

Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust: 

Sucli sweet observance in this work was liad, 

That one might seo those far-off eyes look sad. 

In great commanders grace and majesty 
You might behold, triumphing in their faces; 

In vouth, quick bearing and dexterity ; 

And here and there the painter interlaces 
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling paces ; 
Whicli heartless peasants did so well resemble. 

That one would swear he saw them quake and tremble. 

In Ajax and Ulysses, O, what art 
Of physiognomy might one behold ! 

The face of either cipher’d either’s heart; 

Their face their manners most expressly told: 

In Ajax' eyes blunt rage and rigour roll’d; 

But tile mild glance that sly Ulysses lent 
Show'd deep regard and smiling govcmmctit. 

There pleading might you see grave Nestor stand. 

As ’twero encouraging the Greeks to tight; 

Making such solier action with his hand, 

That it beguiled attention, charm’d the sight: 

In speech, it seem’d, his beard, all silver white, 

Wagg’d up and down, and from his lips did fly 
Thin winding breath, which purl’d up to the sky. 

About him were a press of gaping faces, 

Which seqm'd to swallow up his sound advice; 

All jointly listening, but with several graces. 

As if some mermaid did their ears entice, 

Some high, some low', the painter was so nice; 

The scalps of many, almost hid behind. 

To jump up higher seem’d, to mock the mind. 

Here one man’s hand loan’d on anothei’s head. 

His nose being shadow’d by his neighbour’s ear; 

Here one being throng’d bears back, all boll’n and red ; 
Another smother’d seems to pelt and swear; 

And in their rage such signs of rage they bear. 

As, but for loss of Nestor’s golden w’ords, 

It seem’d they would debate with angry swords. 

For nrach imaginary work was there; 

Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind, 

That for Achilles’ image stood his spear. 

Griped in an armed hand; himself, behind. 

Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind: 

A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head. 

Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy 

When their brave hope, bold Hector, march’d to field, 

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing jov 

To see their youthful sons bright weapuas wield ; 

And to their hope they such odd action yield. 

That through their light joy seemed to appear. 

Like bright things stain’d, a kind of heavy fear. 

And ftom the strand of Dardan, where they fought. 

To Simois’ reedy banks the red blood ran. 

Whose waves to imitate the battle sought 
With swelling ridges; and their ranks began 
To break upon the galled shore, and than 
Betire again, till, meeting greater ranks 
They join and shoot their foam at Simois’ banks 

To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come, 

To find a face where all distress is stell’d. 


Many she sees where cares have carved some, 

But none where all distress and dolour dwell’d. 

Till she despairing Hecuba beheld. 

Staring on Priam’s wounds with her old eyes, 

Which bleeding under Pyrrhus’ proud foot lies. 

In her the painter had anatomized 

Time’s ruin, beauty’s wreck, and grim care’s reign: 

Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were disguised; 

Of what she was no semblance did remain : 

Her blue blood changed to black in every vein. 

Wanting the spring that those shrunk pipes had fed, 
Show’d life imprison’d in a body dead. 

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes, 

And shapes her sorrow to the beldam’s woes. 

Who nothing wants to answer her but cries. 

And bitter words to ban her cruel foes: 

The ])ainter was no god to lend her those; 

And therefore Lucrece swears he did her wroug. 

To give her so much grief and not a tongue. 

‘Poor instrument,’ quoth she, ‘without a sound. 

I’ll tune thy w'oes with my lamenting tongue; 

And drop sweet balm in Priam’s painted wound. 

And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong; 

And with iny tears quench Troy that burns so long; 
And with my knife scratch out the angry eyes 
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. 

‘Show me the strumpet that began this stir. 

That with my nails her beauty I may tear. 

Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur 

This load of wrath that burning Troy doth bear: 

Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here; 

And here in Troy, for trespass of thine eye. 

The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter die. 

‘Why should the private pleasure of some one 
Become the public jdague of many moe? 

Let sin, alone committed, light alone 
Upon his head that hath transgressed so; 

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe : 

For one’s offence why should so many fall. 

To plague a private sin in general ? 

‘Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies. 

Here manly Hector faints, hero Troilus swounds. 

Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies. 

And friend to friend gives unadvised wounds. 

And one man’s lust these many lives confounds: 

Had doting Priam check’d his son’s desire, 

Troy had been bright with fame and not with fire.’ 

Here feelingly she weeps Troy’s painted woes : 

For sorrow, like a heavy-hungiiig bell. 

Once set on ringing, with his own weight goes ; 

Then little strength rings out the doleful knell: 

So Lucrece, set a-wurk, sad tales doth tell 
To pencill’d pensiveness and colour’d sorrow ; 

She lends them words, and she their looks doth borrow. 

She throws her eyes about the painting round. 

And whom she finds forlorn she doth lament. 

At last she sees a wietched image bound. 

That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent: 

His face, though full of cares, yet show'd content; 
Onwaid to 'Troy with the blunt swains he goes. 

So mild, that Patience seem’d to scorn his woes. 

In him the painter labour’d with his skill 
To hide deceit, and give the harmless show 
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still. 
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A brow unbent, that seem’d to welcome woe; 

Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled so 
That blushine red no guilty instance gave. 

Nor ashy pam the fear that false hearts have. 

But, like a constant and confirmed devil. 

He entertain'd a show so seeming just. 

And therein so ensconced his secret evil. 

That jealousy itself could not mistrust 
False^ceepin^ craft and perjury should thrust 
Into so bng^t a day such black-faced storms. 

Or blot with hell-born sin such saint-like forms 

The wcll-skill’d workman this mild image drew 
For perjureil Sinon, whose enchanting story 
The credulous old Priam after slew; 

Whose words like wildfire burnt the shining glory 
Of rich-built llion, that the skies were sorry. 

And little stars shot from their fixed places. 

When their glass fell wherein tliey view'd their faces. 

This picture she advisedly perused. 

And chid the painter for his wondrous skill. 

Saying, some shape in Siuon's was abused ; 

So fair a form lodged not a mind so ill: 

And still on him she gazed; and gazing still. 

Such signs of truth in his plain feuse she spied. 

That she concludes the picture was belied. 

‘ It cannot be,’ quoth she, ‘ that so much guile ’ — 

She would have said 'can lurk in such a look;’ 

But Tarquin’s shape came in her mind the while. 

And from her tongue 'can lurk’ from ‘cannot’ took: 

‘ It cannot bo ’ she in that sense forsook. 

And turn’d it thus, ‘It cannot be, I find, 

But such a face should bear a wicked mind: 

'For even as subtle Sinon here is painted. 

So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild. 

As if with grief or travail ho had fainted. 

To me came Tarquin armed ; so b^uiled 
With outward honesty, but yet defiled 

With inward vice: as Priam him did cherish. 

So did I Tarquin ; so my Troy did perish. 

‘ Look, look, how listening Priam wets his eyes. 

To see those borrow’d tears that Sinon sheds' 

Priam, why art thou old and yet not wise? 

For every tear ho falls a Trojan bleeds: 

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds; 

Those round clear pearls of his, that move thy pity, 
Are balls of quenchless fire to burn thy city. 

'Such devils steal effects from lightless hell; 

For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold. 

And in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell ; 

These contraries such unity do hold. 

Only to flatter fools and make them bold : 

So Priam’s trust false Sinon’s tears doth flatter. 

That he finds means to bum his Troy with water.’ 

Here, all^ enraged, such x>assion her assails, 

That patience is quite b^ten from her breast. 

She teare the senseless Sinon with her naUs, 

Comparing him to that unhappy guest 
Whose deed liath made herseli herself detest: 

At last she smilingly with this gives o'er; 

‘Fool, fool!’ quoth she, ‘his wounds will not be sore.’ 

Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sorrow. 

And time doth weary time with her complaining. 

She looks for night, and then she longs for morrow. 
And both she thinks too long with her remaining: 
Short time seems long in sorrovr’s sharp sustaining: 


Though woe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps; 

And they that watch see time how slow it creeps. 

Which all this time hath overslipp’d her thought. 
That she with painted images hath spent; 

Being from the feeling of her own grief brought 
By deep surmise of otliers’ detriment; 

Losing her woes in shows of discontent. 

It easeth some, though none it ever cured. 

To think their dolour others have endured. 

But now the mindful messenger, come back. 

Brings home his lord and other company; 

Who finds his Lucroce clod in mourning black: 

And round about her tear-distoined eye 
Blue circles stream'd, like rainbows in the sky: 

These water-galls in her dim element 
Foretell new storms to those already spent. 

Which when her sad-beholding hu.sband saw, 
Amazedly in her sad face he stares: 

Her eyes, though sod in tears, look’d red and raw. 
Her lively colour kill’d with deadly cares. 

He hath no power to ask her how she fares: 

Both stood, like old acquaintance in a trance. 

Met far from home, wondering each other’s chance. 

At last ho takes her by the bloodless huiid. 

And thus begins : ‘ What uncouth ill event 
Hath thee befall’n, that thou dost trembling stand ? 
Sweet love, what spite hath thy fair colour spent? 
Why art thou thus attired in discontent? 

Unmask, dear dear, this moody heaviness. 

And tell thy grief, that wo may give redress’ 

Three times with sighs she gives her sorrow fire. 

Ere once she can discharge one word of woe: 

At length address’d to answer his desire. 

She modestly prepares to let him know 
Her honour is ta'en pri.souer by the foe; 

While Collatine and his consorted lords 
With sad attention long to hear her word* 

And now this pale swan in her watery nest 
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending; 

‘Few words,’ quoth she, ‘shall fit the trespass best. 
Where no excuse can give the fault amending; 

In me moe woes than words are now depending; 
And my laments would be drawn out too long. 

To tell them all with one poor tired tongue. 

‘Then bo this all the task it hath to say: 

Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed 
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay 
Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head ; 

And what wrong else may be imagined 
By foul enforcement might be done to me. 

From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not free. 

'For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight. 

With shining falchion in my chamber came 
A creeping creature, with a flaming li^^t, 

And softly cried, “Awake, thou Human dame, 

And entertain my love; else lasting shhme 
On thee and thine this night I will "inflict. 

If thou my love’s desire do contradidt. 

'“For some hard-favour’d groom of tluM," quoth he, 
“ Unless thou yoke thy liking to my v^l. 

I’ll murder straight, and then I’ll slau|;htor thee. 
And swear I found you where you did fulfil 
The loathsome act of lust, and so did kill 
The lechers in their deed: this act Will be 
My fhme and thy perpetual infamy.” 
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'With this, I did begin to start and cry; 

And then against iny heart ho sots his sword. 

Swearing, unless I took all iMtiently, 

I should not live to speak another word; 

So should niy shame still rest upon record, 

And never be forgot in mighty Rome 

Th' adulterate death of Lucrece and her groom. 

‘ Mine enemy was strong, iny poor self weak. 

And for the weaker wiu so strong a fear: 

My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak; 

No rightful plea might plead for justice tWre: 

Ilis scarlet lust came evidence to swear 
That my poor beauty liad purloin’d his eyes; 

And when the judge is robb’d the prisoner dies. 

'O, teach me how to make mine own excuse! 

Or at the least this refuge let mo find ; 

Though my gross blood bo stain'd with this abuse. 
Immaculate and spotless is my mind; 

That was not forced ; that never was inclined 
To accessary yielding, but still pure 
Doth in her poison’d closet yet endure.’ 

Ixi, hero, the hopeless merchant of this loss. 

With head declined, and voice damm’d up with woe, 
With sad set eyes, and wretched arms across. 

From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow 
The grief away that stops his answer so ; 

But, wretched os he is, ho strives in vain ; 

What he breathes out his breath drinks up again. 

As thron(^ an arch the violent roaring tide 
Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste. 

Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride 
Back to the strait that forced him on so fast; 

III rage sent out, recall’d in rage, being past: 

Even so his sighs, his sorrows, make a saw. 

To push grief on, and back the same grief draw. 

Which speechless woe of his poor she attendeth. 

And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh; 

‘Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth 
Another power; no flood by raining slaketh. 

My woe too sensible thy passion maketh 
More feeling-painful : let it then suffice 
To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes. 

‘And for my sake, when I might charm thee so 
For she that was thy Lucrece, now attend me: 

Be suddenly revenged on my foe. 

Thine, mine, his own : suppose thou dost defend me 
From what is past: the help that thou shalt lend me 
Comes tdl too late, yet let the traitor die ; 

For sparing justice feeds iniquity. 

‘ But ere I name him, you fair lords ’ quoth she. 
Speaking to those that came with CoUatine, 

'Shall plight your honourable faiths to me. 

With swift pursuit to vengo this wrong of mine; 

For ’tis a meritorious fair design 
To chase ii^ustice with revengeful arms: 

Knights, by their oaths, should right poor ladies’ barms. 

At this request, with noble disposition 
Each present lord began to promise aid, 

As bound in knighthood to her imposition, 

Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray’d. 

But she, that yet her sad task hath not said. 

The protestation stops. '0, speak,’ quoth she, 

'How may this forced stain be wiped from me? 


'What is the quality of mine offence. 

Being constrain’d with dreadful circumstance? 

May niy pure mind with the foul act dispense. 

My low-declined honour to advance? 

May any terms acquit me from this chance? 

The poison’d fountain clears itself again; 

And why not I from this compelled stain?' 

With this, they all at once began to say. 

Her body’s stain her mind untainted clears; 

While with a joyless smile she turns away 
The face, that map which deep impression bears 
Of hard misfortune, carved in it with tears. 

‘No, no,’ quoth she, ‘no dame, hereafter living. 

By my excuse shall claim excuse’s giving.’ 

Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break, 

She throws forth Tarquin’s name: ‘He, he,’ she says. 
But more than ‘he’ her poor tongue could not speak; 
Till after many accents and delays. 

Untimely breathings, sick and short assays. 

She utters this, ‘He, he, fair lords, 'tis he. 

That guides this hand to give this wound to me.’ 

Even here she sheathed in her harmless breast 
A harmful knife, that hence her soul unsheathed: 

Tliat blow did bail it from the deep unrest 
Of that polluted prison where it breathed: 

Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeath'd ' 

Her winged sprite, and through her w'ounds doth fly 
Life’s lasting date from cancell’d destiny. 

Stone-still astonish’d with this deadly deed, 

Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew; 

Till Lucrece’ father, that beholds her bleed, 

Himself on her self-slaughter’d body threw; 

And from the purple fountain Brutus drew 
The murderous knife, and, as it left the place. 

Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chase ; 

And bubbling from her breast it doth divide 
In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood 
Circles her body in on every side. 

Who, like a latis-sack’d island, vastly stood 
Bare and unpeopled in this fearful flood. 

Some of her blood still pure and red remain'd. 

And some look’d black, and that false Taiquin stain’d. 

About the mourning and congealed face 
Of that black blood a watery rigol goes. 

Which seems to weep upon tlie tainted place: 

And ever since, as pitying Lucrece’ woes, 

Corrupted blood some watery token shows; 

And blood untainted still doth red abide. 

Blushing at that which is so putrified. 

‘Daughter, dear daughter,’ old Lucretius cries, 

‘That life was mine which thou hast here deprived. 

If in the child the father's image lies, 

'V^ere shall I live now Lucrece is unlived ? 

Thou wast not to this end from me derived. 

If children pre-decease progenitors. 

We are their offspring, and they none of ours. 

‘ Poor broken glass, I often did behold 
In thy sweet semblance my old ^e new bom; 

But now that fresh fair mirror, ditn and old. 

Shows me a bare-boned death by time outworn: 

O, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn. 

And shiver’d all the beauty of my glass. 

That I no more can see what once I was ! 
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‘O time, cease thou thy coarse and last no longer, 

If they surcease to be that should survive. 

Shall rotten death make conquest of the stronger. 
And leave the faltering feeble souls alive ? 

The old bees die, the young possess their hive: 

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again and see 
Thy father die, and not thy father thee!* 

By this, starts Collatine as from a dream. 

And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place; 

And then in key-cold Lucrece* bleeding stream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face. 

And counterfeits to die with her a space; 

Till manly shame bids him possess his breath 
And live to be revenged on her death. 

The deep vexation of his inward soul 
Hath served a dumb arrest upon his tongue; 

Who, mad that sorrow should his use control, 

Or keep him from heart-easing words so long, 

Bemns to talk; but through his lips do thi*ong 
Weak words, so thick come in his poor heart’s aid, 
That no man could distinguish what he said. 

Yet sometime ‘Tarquin* was pronounced plain, 

But through his teeth, as if the name he tore. 

This windy tempest, till it blow up rain, 

Held back hm sorrow’s tide, to mi&e it more; 

At last it rains, and busy winds give o’er : 

Then son and father weep with equal strife 
Who should weep most, for daughter or for wife. 

The one doth call her his, the other his. 

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay. 

The father says * She’s mine.’ ' O, mine she is,’ 
Replies her husband: 'do not take away 
My sorrow’s interest; let no mourner say 
He weeps for her, for she was cnly mine. 

And only must be wail’d by Collatine.’ 

*0,’ quoth Lucretius, *I did give that life 
Which she too early and too late hath spill’d.’ 

'Woe, woe,’ quoth Collatine, ‘she was my wife, 

I owed her, and 'tis mine that she hath kill’d.’ 

'IMty daughter’ and 'my wife' with clamoum fill’d 
The dispersed air, who, bolding Lucrece’ life. 
Answer'd their cries, 'my daughter’ and 'my wife.’ 

Brutus, who pluck’d the knife from Lucrece’ side, 
Seeing such emulation in their woe, 

B^;an to clothe his wit in state and pride, 


Burying in Lucrece’ wound his folly’s show. 

He with the Romans was esteemed so 
As silly-jeering idiots are with kings. 

For sportive words and uttering foolish things; 

But now he throws that shallow habit by, 

Wherein deep policy did him disguise; 

And arm’d his long-hid wits advisedly,. 

To check the tears in Collatinus’ eyes. 

'Thou wronged lord of Romo,’ quoth he, 'arise*. 

Let my unsounded self, supposed a fool. 

Now set thy long-experienced wit to school. 

'Why. Collatine, is woe the euro for woet 

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievous deeds ? 

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow 

For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds? 

Such childish humour from weak minds proceeds : 

Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so, 

To slay herself, that should have slaiu her foe. 

'Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart 
In such relenting dew of lamentations ; 

But kneel with me and help to bear thy part. 

To rouse our Roman gods with invocations. 

That they will sufTer these abominations, 

Since Rome herself in them doth stand disgraced, 

By our strong arms from forth her lair streets chased. 

‘Now, by the Capitol that we adore. 

And by this chaste blood so unjustly stain’d, 

By heaven’s fair sun that breeds the fat earth’s store. 
By all our country rights in Rome maintain’d, 

And by chaste Lucrece' soul that late complain'd 
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife, 

We will rovenge the death of this true wife.' 

This smd, he struck his hand upon his breast, 

And kiss’d the fatal knife, to end his vow; 

And to his protestation ui^ed the rest, 

Who, wondering at him, did his words allow ; 

Then jointly to the ground their knees they bow ; 

And that deep vow, which Brutus made before, 

He doth again repeat, and that they swore. 

When they had sworn to this advised doom. 

They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece tfaence; 

To show her bleeding body thorough Rome, 

And so to publish Tarquin’s foul offence: 

Which being done with speedy diligence, 

The Romans plausibly did give consent 
To Tarquin’s everlasting banishment. 
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I 

From fairest creatures wc desire increase, 

That thereby beauty’s rose migiit never die, 

But as the riper should by time decease. 

His tender heir might bear his memoiy: 

But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes, 

Feed'st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel. 
Making a famine where abundance lies, 

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel 
Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament 
And only herald to the gaudy spring. 

Within thine own bud buriest thy content. 

And, tender churl, nakest waste in niggarding. 

Pity tho world, or else this glutton be. 

To eat the world’s due, by tfie grave and thee. 

II. 

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field, 

'rhy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now, 

Wm be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held; 

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies. 

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days, 

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes. 

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise. 

How much more praise deserved thv beauty’s use^ 

If thou couldst answer, 'This fair child of mine 
Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,’ 
Proving his beauty by succession thine! 

This were to be new made when thou art old. 

And see thy blood warm when thou fed’st it cold. 


HI. 

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou \iewest 
Now is the time that face should form another; 
Whose fresh repair if now thou not reaewc&t, 
Thou dost beguile the woild, unbless some mother 
For where is she so fair whose unear’d ivomb 
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry i 
Or who is he so fond will be the tomb 
Of his self-love, to stop posterity? 

Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee 
Calls back the lovely April of her prime : 

So thou through windows of thine age shalt sec 
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time. 

But if thou live, remember’d not to bo. 

Die single, and thine image dies with thee. 

» IV. 

Unthiilty loveliness, why dost thou spend 
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy? 

Nature’s bequest gives nothing, but dCth lend. 
And bmng frank she lends to those |re free. 
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse 
The bounteous laigess given thee to give? 
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use 
So great a sum of sums, yet const ndt live? 

For having traffic with thyself alone. 

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost cleeeive. 

Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone, 
Wliat acceptable audit const thou leave? 

Thy unused beauty must be tomb’d with thee. 
Which, used, lives th* executor to be. 
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V. 

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame 
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell, 

Will play the tyrants to the very same. 

And that unfair which fairly doth excel; 

For never-resting time leads summer on 
To hideous winter, and confounds him there; 

Sap check’d with fiust and lusty leaves quite gone. 
Beauty o’eisnow’d and bareness every where: 

Then, were not summer’s distillation left, 

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass, 

Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereit. 

Nor it nor no remembrance what it was: 

But flowers distill’d, though they with winter meet, 
Leese but their show ; their siibstance still lives sweVt. 

VI. 

Then let not winter’s ragged hand defuce 
In thee thy summer, ore thou bo distill’d: 

Make sweet some vial ; treasure thou some place 
With beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-kill’il. 

'riiat use is not forbidden usury 

Which happies those that pay the willing loan ; 

That's for thyself to breed another thee. 

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one; 

Ten time.s thyself were happier than thou art. 

If ten of thine ten times refigured thee: 

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart. 
Leaving thee living in posterity? 

Bo not sclf-will’d, for thou art much too fair 
To be death's conquest and make worms thine heir. 

VII. 

Ix>! in the orient when the gracious light 
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye 
Doth hom^o to his new-appearing sight. 

Serving with looks his sacred majesty. 

And having climb’d the steep-up heavenly hill, 
Keseinbling strong youth in his middle age. 

Yet mortsil looks adore his beauty still. 

Attending on his gulden pilgrimage; 

But when from highmost pitch, with weary car. 

Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day. 

The eyes, 'fore duteous, now converted are 
From his low tract and look another way : 

So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon. 

Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a sun. 

VIII. 

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly ? 

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy. 

Why lovest thou that which thou receivest not gladly. 
Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy ? 

If the true concord of well-tuned sounds, 

By unions married, do offend thine <'ar. 

They do hut sweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear. 

Mark now one string, sweet husband to another. 
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering, 

Itesembling sire and child and happy mother, 

Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing : 

Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,^ 
Sings this to thee: ‘thou single wilt prove none.’ 

IX. 

Is it for fear to wet a widow's e;^e 
That thou consumest thyself in single life ? 

Ah I if thou issueleas shalt hap to die, 

The world wOl wail thee, like a makeless wife; 


The world will be thy widow end still weep 
That thou no form of thee hast left behind. 

When every private widow well may keep 
By children's eyes her husband’s shape in mind. 

Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend 
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it; 

But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end. 

And kept unused, the user so destroys it. 

No love toward others in tliat bosom sits 
That on himself such murderous shame commits. 

X. 

For shame! deny that thou bear’st love to any. 

Who for thyself art so unprovident. 

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many. 

But that thou none Invest is most evident; 

For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate. 

That 'gainst thyself tlioii stick’st not to conspire. 
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate 
Which to repair should be thy chief desire. 

0, cliange thy thought, that 1 may change my mind! 
Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love ? 

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind. 

Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove : 

Make thee another self, for love of me, 

That Ixjauty still may live in thine or thee. 

XI. 

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growest 
In one of thine, from that which thou departest; 

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestowest 
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest. 
Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase; 

Without this, folly, age, and cold decay: 

If all were minded so, the times should cease. 

And threescore year would make the world away. 

Let those whom Nature hath not made for store. 

Harsh, featureless, and rude, hamnly perish : 

Look, whom she best endow’d she gave the more; 
Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish: 
She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby 
Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die. 

xri. 

When I do count the clock that tells the time. 

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night; 

When I behold the violet past prime. 

And sable curls all silver’d o’er with white; 

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves. 

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd. 

And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves 
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard. 

Then of thy beauty do I question make. 

That thou among the wastes of time must go. 

Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake, 

And die as fast as they see others grow; 

And nothing 'gainst Time’s scythe can make defence 
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence. 

xin. 

0, that you were yourself! but, love, you are 
No longer yours than you yourself here live: 

Against this coming end you should prepare, 

And your sweet semblance to some other mve. 

So should that beauty which you hold in lease 
Find no determination; then you were 
Yourself again after yourself’s decease. 

When your sweet issue yout sweet form should bear. 
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Who lets so fair a house fall to decay, 

Which husbandry in honour might uphold 
Against the stormy gusts of winter's day 
And barren rage of death's eternal cold? 

O, none bat untbriits! Dear my love, you know 
You liad a father: let your son say so. 

XIV. 

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck; 

And yet methinks I havo astronomy. 

But not to tell of good or evil luck. 

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality; 

Nor can 1 fortune to brief minutes tell, 

Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind. 

Or say with princes if it shall go well. 

By oft predict that I in heaven hud : 

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive. 

And, constant stars, in tliem I read such art 
As truth and beauty shall together thrive. 

If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert; 

Or else of thee this 1 prognosticate : 

Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date. 

XV. 

When 1 consider every thii^ that grows 
Holds in perfection but a little moment. 

That this nuge stage presenteth nought but shows 
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment; 

When I perceive that meu as plants increase. 

Cheered and check’d even by the self-same sky. 

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease. 

And wear their brave state out of memory; 

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 
Sets you most rich in youth before iny sight. 

Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay, 

To cluinge ^our day of youth to sullied night; 

And all in war with Time for love of you. 

As he takes from you, 1 engraft you new. 

XVL 

But wherefore do not you a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant. Time? 

And fortify yourself in your decay 

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme? 

Now stand you on the top of happy hours. 

And many maiden gardens yet unset 

With virtuous wish would bear your living flowers. 

Much liker than your painted counterfeit: 

So should the lines of life that life repair. 

Which this, Time's pencil, or my pupil pen, 

Neither in inward worth nor outward fair. 

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men. 

To give away yourself keeps yourself still. 

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill. 

XVII. 

Who will believe my verse in time to come. 

If it were fill’d with your most high deserts? 

Though yetk heaven laiows, it is but as a tomb 
Which hidM your life and shows not half your parts. 
If 1 could write the beauty of your eyes. 

And in firesh numbers number all your graces. 

The am to come would say, ' This poet Ues ; 

Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly faces.’ 

So should mv papers yellow’d with their age 
Be scorn’d like old men of less truth than tongue. 
And your true rig|bts be term’d a poet’s ragCt 
And stretched metre of an antique song: 

But were some child of yours alive that time, 

You shotdd live twice; in it and in my rhyme. 


xvni. 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Bough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer’s lease liath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines. 

By chance or nature’s changing course untiimni’d; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade. 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest; 

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade. 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest: 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see. 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

XIX 

Devouring 'Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws. 

And make the earth devour her own sweet brood ; 
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws. 

And bum the long-lived pheenix in her blood; 

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets. 

And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 

To tlie wide world and all her fading sweets; 

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime: 

0, carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow. 

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen; 

Him in thy course untainted do allow 
For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men. 

Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong, 

My love shall in my verso ever live young. 

X.X 

A woman’s face mth Nature’s own hand painted 
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion; 

A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted 
With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion; 

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling. 
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth; ** 

A man in hue, all ’hues’ in his controlling. 

Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls amazeth. 
And for a woman wert thou first created; 

Till Nature, as -she wrought thee, fell a-doting. 

And by addition me of thee defeated. 

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. 

But since she prick’d thee out for women’s pleasure. 
Mine be thy loVe and thy love’s use their treasure. 

XXI. 

So is it not with me as with that Muse 
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse. 

Who heaven itsdf for ornament doth use, 

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse; 

Making a couplement of proud compare. 

With sun aiid moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems. 
With April’s first-born flowers, and all things rare 
That heaven’s air in this huge rondure Itfma 
0, let me, true in love, but truly write, 

And then believe me, mv love is as fair^ 

As any mother’s child, though not so br^ht 
As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air: 

Let them say more that like of hearsay well ; 

I will not praiee that purpose not to 

xxn. 

My glass shall not persuade me 1 am ol^, 

So long as youth and thou are of one date; 

But when in tiiee time’s fbrrows I beholS, 

Then lofk 1 death my days should expiate. 
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For all that beauty that doth cover thee 
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart, 

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me : 

How can I then, be elder than thou art ? 

0, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary 
As I, not for myself, but for thee will; 

Bearing thy heart, which 1 will keep so chary 
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill. 

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain: 

Thou gavest me thine, not to give back again.’ 

XXIII. 

As an unperfect actor on the stage, 

Who with his fear is put besides his part, 

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage. 
Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own heart. 

So I, for fear of trust, foiget to say 
The perfect ceremony of love’s rite. 

And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay, 
O’ercharged with burden of mine own love’s might. 

0, let my books be then the eloquence 
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast. 

Who plead for love, and look for recompense 
More than that tongue that more hath more express’d. 
0, learn to read what silent love hath writ: 

To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit. 

XXIV. 

Mine eye hath play’d the painter, and hath stell'd 
’Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart; 

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held. 

And perspective it is best painter’s art 

For through the painter must you see his skill. 

To find vmere your true image pictured lies; 

Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still. 

That hath hia windows glazed with thine eyes. 

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done: 
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me 
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee; 

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art; 
They draw but what they see, know not the heart. 

XXV. 

Let those who are in favour with their stars 
Of public honour and proud titles boast. 

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars. 
Unlock’d for joy in that I honour most. 

Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves spread 
But as the marigold at the sun’s eye. 

And in themselves their pride lies buried, 

Fot at a frown they in tneir glory di& 

The painful warrior famoused mr fight. 

After a thousand victories once foil’d. 

Is from the book of honour razed q^ite. 

And all the rest forgot for which he toil’d: 

Then happy I, tiiat love and am beloved 
Where I may not remove nor be removed. 

XXVL 

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage 
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit, 

To thee 1 send this written embassage. 

To witness duty, not to show my wit : 

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine 
May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it. 
But that I kope some good conceit of thine 
In thy soid’s uoiight, ul naked, will bestow it; 


Till whatsoever star that guides my moving 
Points on me graciously with fair aspect. 

And puts apparel on my tatter’d loving. 

To show me worthy of thy sweet respect: 

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee; 

Till then not show my head where thou mayst prove me. 

XXVII. 

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed. 

The dear repose for limbs with travel tired; 

But then begins a journey in my head. 

To work my mind, when body’s work’s expired: 

For then my thoughts, from far where I abide. 

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee. 

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide. 

Looking on darkness which the hlind do see: 

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight 
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view. 

Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night. 

Makes black night beauteous and her old face new. 

Lol thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind. 

For thee and for myself no quiet find. 

XXVIII. 

How can I then return in happy plight. 

That am debarr’d the benefit of rest? 

When day’s oppression is not eased by night. 

But day by night, and night by day, oppress’d? 

And each, though enemies to cither’s reign. 

Do in consent shake hands to torture me; 

'Ihe one by toil, the other to complain 
How far I toil, still farther off from thee. 

I tell the day, to please him thou art bright. 

And dost liim grace when clouds do blot the heaven ; 

So flatter 1 the swart-complexion’d night. 

When sparkling stai-s twire not, thou gild’st the even. 
But day doth daily draw my sottows longer. 

And night doth nightly make griefs strength seem 
tronger. 

XXIX. 

When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state. 

And trouble deM heaven with my bootless cries. 

And look upon myself and curse my fate. 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featur^ like him, like him with friends possess’d. 
Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope. 

With what I most epjoy contented least; 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising. 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state. 

Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate; 

For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings. 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 

XXX. 

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought. 

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste: 
Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow. 

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night. 

And weep afresh love’s long since cancell’d woe. 

And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight: 

Then can I grieve at grievances for^ne. 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan. 

Which I new pay as if not paid before. 

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 

All losses are restored and sorrows end. 
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XXXI. 

Tiiy bosom is endeared with all hearts, 

Which I by lacking have supposed dead, 

And there reigns love and all love's loving parts, 

And all those friends which I thought buried. 

How many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear religious love stoni from mine eye 
As interest of the dead, which now appear 
But things removed that hidden in thee lie! 

Tilou art the grave where buried love doth live. 

Hung with the trophies of iny lovers gone. 

Who all their parts of me to thee did give; 

That due of many now is thine alone: 

Their images I loved I view in thee. 

And thou, all they, hast all the all of me. 

xxxit. 

If thou survive my wcll-contented day. 

When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover. 
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey 
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover, 

Compare them with the bettering of the time. 

And though they be outstripp’d by every pen, 

Iteservo them for my love, not for their rhyme. 
Exceeded by the height of happier men. 

O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought: 

‘Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing age, 

A dearer birth tlian this his love had brought. 

To march in ranks of better equipage : 

But since he died and poets better prove. 

Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for his love.’ 

xxxiu. 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye. 

Kissing with golden face tho meadows green. 

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy ; 

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 
With ugly rack on his celestial face. 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide. 

Stealing upseen to west with this disgrace: 

Even so my sun one early mom did shine 
With all-triumphant splendour on my brow; 

But out, alack! he was but one hour mine; 

The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now. 

Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth ; 

Suns of the world may stain when Wven's sun staineth. 

XXXIV. 

Wl^ didst thou promise snch a beauteous day. 

Ana make me travel forth without my cloak, 

To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way. 

Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke? 

’Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break. 

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face, 

For no man well of such a salve can speak. 

That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace : 

Not can thy shame give phjrsio to my grief ; 

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss: 

The offendeFa sorrow lends but weak relief 
To him that bears the strong offence's cross. 

Ah I bnt those tears are pearl which thy love sheds. 
And they are rich, and ransom all iU deeds. 

XXXV. 

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done: 
Boses have thorns, and silver fountains mud; 

Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun. 

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud. 


All men make faults, and even I in this. 
Authorizing thy trespass with compare. 

Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss. 

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are; 

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense-^ 

Thy adverse party is thy advocate — 

And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence: 

Such civil war is in my love and hate; 

That I an accessary needs must be 

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me. 

XXXVl. 

Let me confess that we two must be twain, 
Although our undivided loves are one: 

So shall those blots that do with me remaiu 
Without thy help by me bo borne alone. 

In OUT two loves there is but one respect. 

Though in our lives a separable spite. 

Which though it alter nut love’s sole effect. 

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight. 

I may nut evermore acknowledge thee, 

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame, 

Nor thou with public kindness honour me, 

Unless thou take* that honour from thy name : 

But do not so; I love thee in such sort 
As, thou being mine, mine is tby good report. 

X.XXV1I. 

As a decrepit father takes delight 
To see his active child do deeds of youth. 

So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite, 

'Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth. 

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit, 

Or any of these all, or all, or more. 

Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit, 

I make my love engrafted to this store : 

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised, 

Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give, 
That 1 in thy abundance am sufficed 
And by a part of all thy glory live. 

Look, what is* best, that best I wish in thee: 

This wish 1 have; then ten times happy me! 

xxxvin. 

How can my Muse want subject to invent. 

While thou dost breathe, that pour’st into my verse 
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 
For every vulgar paper to rehearse? 

0, give thyself the thanks, if aught in mo 
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight; 

For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee. 

When thou thyself dost give invention light? 

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth 
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate; 

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbers to outlive long date. 

If my slight Mbse do please these cuiious days. 
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise. 

XXXIX. 

‘j 

0, how thy worth with manners may I iHng; 

When thou art all the better part of me^ 

What can mine own praise to mine own* self bring? 
And what is’t bnt mine ows when I pniise thee? 
Even for this let us divided live, 

And our dMT love lose name of single oae, 

That by this separation I may give 

That dne to thee which thou deservest alone. 
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0 absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove. 

Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave ’ 

To entertain the time with thoughts of love. 

Which time and thoimhts so sweetly doth deceive, 

And that thou teachest how to make one twain. 

By praising him here who doth hence remain ! 

XL. 

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them nil; 

What hast thou then more than thou hndst before? 

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call , 

All mine was thine before thou hndst this more. 

Then if for my love thou my love receivest, 

1 cannot blame thee for my love thou usest; 

But jet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivost 
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest. 

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief. 

Although thou steal thee all my poverty; 

And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief 
To bwr love’s wrong than hate’s known injury. 
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows. 

Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes. 

XLL 

Those petty wrongs that liberty commits. 

When I am sometime absent from thy heart. 

Thy beauty and thy years full well befits. 

For still temptation follows where thou art. 

Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won. 

Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed; 

And when a woman woos, what woman’s son 
Will sourjy leave her till she have prevailed? 

Ay mis! but yet thou mightst my seat forbear. 

And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth. 

Who lead thee in their riot even there. 

Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth, 

Ilers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee. 

Thine, by thy beauty being false to me. 

XLII. 

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief. 

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly; 

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 

A loss in lovo that touches me more nearly. 

Loving offenders, thus 1 will excuse ye: 

Thou dost love her, because thou know’st 1 love her; 
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me. 

Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her. 

If 1 lose thee, my loss is my love’s gain, 

Aud losing her, my friend hath found that loss; 

Both find each other, and 1 lose both twain. 

And both for my sake lay on me this cross : 

But here's the joy; my friend and I are one; 

Sweet flattery 1 then she loves but me alone. 

XLni. 

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see. 

For aU the day they view things unrespected; 

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee. 

And darkly bright are bright in dark directed. 

Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright. 
How would thy shadow’s form form happy show 
To the clear day with thy much clearer light. 

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so! 

How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made 
By looking on thee in the living day. 

When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade 
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay! 

All days are nmhts to see till 1 see thee. 

And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me. 


XLTV. 

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought. 
Injurious distance should not stop my way; 

For then despite of space I would be brought, 
From limits tar remote, where thou dost stay. 

No matter, then, although my foot did stand 
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee; 

For nimble thought can jump both sea and land 
.As soon as think the place where he would be. 
Ihit, ah! thought kills me that I am not thought. 
To leap latge lengths of miles when thou art gone. 
But that so much of earth and water wrought 
I must attend time’s leisure with my moan, 
lleceiving nought by elements so slow 
But heavy tears, badges of either'a woe. 

XLV. 

The other two, slight air and purging fire. 

Are both with thee, wherever I abide; 

The first my thought, the other my desire. 

These present-absent with swift motion slide. 

For when these quicker elements are gone 
In tender embassy of love to thee. 

My life, being made of four, with two alone 
Sinks down to death, oppress’d with melancholy ; 
Until life’s composition be recured 
By those swift messengers return’d from thee, 

Who even but now come back again, assured 
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me: 

This told, I joy; but then no longer glad, 

I send them back again and straight grow sad 

XLV!. 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war. 

How to divide the conquest of thy sight; 

Mine eye iny heart thy picture’s sight would bar. 
My heart mina eye the freedom of that right. 

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie — 

A closet never pierced with crystal eyes — 

But the defendant doth that plea deny. 

And says in him thy fair appearance lies. 

To ’cide this title is impanneled 
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart. 

And by their verdict is determined 
The clear eye’s moiety and the dear heart’s part . 
As thus; mine eye’s doe is thy outward part, 
Aud my heart’s right thy inward love of heart. 

XLvn. 

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took. 

And each doth good turns now unto the other: 
When that mine eye is famish’d for a look. 

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother. 
With my love’s picture then my eye doth feast. 
And to the painted bam^uel bids my heart ; 

Another time mine eye is my hearths guest, 

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part : 

So, either by thy picture or my love. 

Thyself away art present still with me ; 

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move. 
And I am still with them and they with thee ; 

Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight 
Awakes my heart to heart’s and eye’s delight. 

XLVUl. 

How careful was I, when I took my way. 

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust. 

That to my use it might unused stay 

From hands of falsehc^, in sure wards of trust t 
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But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are, 

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief. 

Thou, best of dearest and mine only care, 

Art left the prey of eyery vulgar thief. 

Thee have I not lock’d up in any chest. 

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art. 
Within the gentle closure of my breast. 

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part; 
And even thence thou wilt be stol'n, I fear. 

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear. 

XLIX. 

Against that time, if ever that time come. 

When I shall see thee frown on my defects. 

When os thy love hath cast his utmost sum. 

Call'd to that audit by advised respects; 

Against that time when thou ahalt strangely pass, 

And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye. 

When love, converted from the thing it was. 

Shall reasons find of settled gravity — 

Against that time do I ensconce me here. 

Within the knowledge of mine own desert, 

And this my hand against myself uprear. 

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part: 

To leave poor me thou host the strength of laws. 
Since why to love I can allege no cause. 

L. 

How heavy do I journey on the way. 

When what 1 seek, my weary travel's end, 

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say, 

‘Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend!’ 
The beast that bears me, tired with my woe. 

Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me. 

As if by some instinct the wret^ did know 
His rider loved not speed, being made from tliee: 

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on. 

That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide ; 

Which heavily he answers with a groan. 

More sharp to me than spurring to his side; 

For that same groan d^h put this in my mind. 

My grief lies onward and my joy behind. 

u. 

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence 
Of my dull bearer when from thee 1 speed : 

From where thou art wh^ should 1 haste me thence ? 
Till I return, of posting is no need. 

0, what excuse will my poor, beast then find, 

'V^en swift extremity can seem but slowl 
Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind; 

In winged speed no motion shall I know : 

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace; 
Therefore desire, of perfect’st love being made. 

Shall neigh — no dull flesh — ^in his fiery race ; 

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade ; 

Since ftom thee going he went wilfuI-(Mw, 

Towards tiiee I’ll run, and give him leave to go. 

Ln. 

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key 
Can bring him to his sweet un>loeked toeasure, 

1^0 which he will not every nour survey. 

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure. 
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare, 

Sinc^ seldom coming, in the long year set, 

Like stoiM of worth they thinly placed are. 

Or captain jewels in the oaicanet 


So is the time that keeps you as my chest. 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide. 

To make some special instant special blest. 

By new unfolding his imprison’d pride. 

Blessed ate you, whose worthiness gives Scope, 

Being had, to triumph, being lack’d, to hope. 

UIL 

What is your substance, whereof are you made. 

That millions of strange shadovrs on you tend ? 

Since every one hath, every one, one shade. 

And you, but one, can every shadow lend. 

Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you; 

On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set. 

And you in Grecian tires are painted new : 

Speak of the spring and foison of the year; 

The one doth shadow of your beauty show. 

The other as your bounty doth appear; 

And you in every blessed shape we know. 

In all external grace you have some part. 

But you like none, none you, for constant heart 

uv. 

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem 
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give I 
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 
For that sweet odour which doth in it live. 

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye 
As the perfumed tincture of the roses. 

Hang on such thorns and play as wantonly 
When summer’s breath their masked buds discloses : 
But, for their viiiue only is their show. 

They live unwoo’d and unrespected fade. 

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so : 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made: 

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth. 

When that shall fade, my verse distils your truth. 

LV. « 

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 
Of princes, shall .outlive this powerful rhyme; 

But you shall shine mote bright in these contents 
Than unswept stone besmear’d with sluttish time. 

When wasteful war shall statues overturn. 

And broils root out the work of masonry. 

Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall bum 
The living record of your memory. 

’Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity 

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room 

Even in the eyes of all posterity 

That wear this world out to the ending doom. 

So, till the judgment that yourself arise. 

You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyea, 

•» LVI. 

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said 
Thy edge should blunter be than appetitsk 
Wmch but to-day ‘by feeding is allay’d, ’ 

To-morrow sharpen’d in his former mights 

So, love, be thou; although to-day thou ill 

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink wit|t fullness. 

To-morrow see again, and do not kill 

The spirit of love with a perpetual duUnjlM. 

Let this sod interim like me ocean be ' 

Which parts the shore, where two oontrafted-new 
Come daily to the banks, that, wherr the# see 
Betum of lovsk more blest may be tne view; 

Else call it winter, which being fhll or care, 

Maksj^ sommeFs wdoome thrice more wish’d, more rare. 
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Lvn. 

Being your slave, vrliat should I do but tend 
Umn the hours and times of your desire ? 

I nave no precious time at all to spend, 

Nor services to do, tiU you requite. 

Nor dare I chide the vrorld-without-end hour 
Whilst I, mv sovereign, watch the clock for you. 
Nor think the bitterness of absenco sour 
When you have bid your servant once adieu; 

Nor dare I question with my jeidous thought 
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose. 

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought 
Save, where you are how happy you make those. 

So true a fool is love, that in your will. 

Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill. 

LYin. 

That god forbid that made mo first your slave, 

1 shovud in thought control your times of pleasure. 
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave. 
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure! 

O, let me suffer, being at your beck, 

The imprison’d absence of your liberty; 

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check, 
Without accusing you of injury. 

Be where you list, your charter is so strong 
That you yourself may privilege your time 
To what you wiU; to you it doth belong 
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime. 

I am to wut, though waiting so be hell; 

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well. 

LIX. 

If there be nothing new, but that which is 
Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled. 
Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss 
The second burden of a former child! 

0, that record could with a backward look. 

Even of five hundred courses of the sun. 

Show me your image in some antique book. 

Since mind at first in character was done! 

That I might see what the old world could say 
To this composed wonder of your frame; 

Whether we are mended, or whether better they. 

Or whether revolution be the same. 

O, sure 1 am, the wits of former days 
To subjects worse have given admiring praise. 

LX. 

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore. 
So Ao our minutes hasten to their end; 

Each changing place with that which goes before. 
In sequent toil all forwards do contend 
Nativity, once in the main of light. 

Crawls to maturity, wherewith bmug crown’d. 
Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight. 

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound. 
’Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth. 

And ddves the parallels in beauty’s brow. 

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth. 

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow: 
And yet, to times in hope my verso shall stand, 
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. 

LXI. 

Is it thy will thy imoge should keep open 
My heavy eydids to me weary night 1 
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken. 
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight? 
VOL. IIL 


Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee 
So far from home into my deeds to pry. 

To find out shames and idle hours in me. 

The scope and tenour of thy jealousy ? 

0, no! thy love, though much, is not so great: 

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake; 

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat. 

To play the watchman ever for thy sake: 

For thee watch I whilst thou dost wi^e elsewhere. 
From me far off, with others aU too near. 

isxrL 

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye 
And all ray soul and all my every part; 

And for this sin there is no remeay. 

It is so grounded inward in my heart 
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine. 

No shape so true, no truth of such account; 

And for myself mine own worth do define, 

As I all other in all worths smmount 
But when my glass shows me myself indeed. 

Bested and chapp’d with tann'd antiquity. 

Mine own self-love quite contrary I read; 

Self so self-loving were iniquity. 

'Tis thee, myself, that for myself I praise. 

Painting my age with beauty of thy days 

T.TTTT 

Against my love shall be, as I am now. 

With Time’s injurious hand crush'd and o’erwom; 
When hours have drain’d his blood and fill’d his brow 
With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn 
Hath travell’d on to age’s steepy night. 

And all those beauties whereof now he’s king 
Are vanishing or vanish’d out of sight. 

Stealing away the treasure of his spring ; 

For such a time do I now fortify 
Against confounding age’s cruel knife, 

That ho shall never cut from memory 
My sweet love’s beaut}’, though niy lover’s life : 

His beauty shall iu these black lines be seen. 

And they shall live, and he in them still green. 

LXIV. 

When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced 
The rich proud cost of outworn buried age; 

When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed. 

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage; 

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore. 

And the firm soil win of the watery main. 

Increasing store with loss and loss with store; 

When I have seen such interchange of state. 

Or state itself confounded to decajr; 

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate. 

That Time wiU come and take my love away. 

This thought is as a death, which cannot choose 
But weep to have that which it fears to lose. 

LXV. 

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea. 
But sad mortality o’er-swap their power. 

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 

Whose action is no stronger than a flower? 

0, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out 
Against the wreckful siege of battering days. 

When rocks impregnable are not so stout. 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays? 
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0 fearful meditatioal where, alack, 

Shall lime’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie bid 7 
Or what strong hand can bold his swift foot back? 

Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid? 

O, none, unless this miracle have might, 

That in black ink my love may still shine bright. 

LXVI. 

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry. 

As, to behold desert a b^mr born. 

And needy nothing trimm^ in jollity, 

And purest faith unhappily forsworn. 

And gilded honour sliamefully misplaced. 

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted. 

And right perfection wrongfully disgraced. 

And strength by limping sway disabled. 

And art made tongue-tira by authority. 

And folly doctor-luce controlling skill. 

And simple truth miscall’d simplicity. 

And captive good attending captain ill: 

Tired with all these, from these would I be gone. 
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. 

Lxvn. 

Ah I wherefore with infection should he live. 

And with bis presence grace impiety. 

That sin by him advantage should achieve. 

And lace itself with his society ? 

Why should false jointing imitate his cheek. 

And steal dead seeing of his living hue? 

Why should poor beauty indirectly seek 
Boses of shadow, since his rose is true ? 

Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is, 

Beg^r'd of blood to blush through lively veins? 

For she hath no exchequer now ,but bis. 

And, proud of many, lives upon his gains. 

O, him she stores, to show what wealth she had 
In days long since, before these last so bad. 

LXVIIL 

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn, 

When beauty lived and died as flowers do now. 

Before these bastard signs of fair were born. 

Or durst inhabit on a living brow; 

Before the golden tresses of the dead. 

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away. 

To live a second life on second head; 

Ere beauts dead fleece made another gay: 

In him those holy wntique hours are seen. 

Without aU ornament, itsdf and true. 

Making no summer of another's green. 

Bobbing no old to dress his beauty new; 

And him as for a map doth Nature store. 

To show false Art what beauty was of yore. 

LXIX. 

Those parts of thee that the world’s eye doth view 
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend; 

All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that due, 
Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend. 

Thy outward thus with outward praise is crown’d; 

But those same tongues that give thee so t^e own 
In other accents do this praise confound 
Br seeing farther than the eye hath showrt 
They look into the beauty of thy mind. 

And that, in guess, th^ measure by thy deeds ; 

Then, churls, their thoughts, although thdr eyes were kind, 
To thy fur flower add the rank smdl of weeds : 

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show. 

The solve is this, that thou dost common grow. 


LJOC. 

That thou art blamed shall not be thy defect. 

For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair; 

The ornament of beauty is suspect, 

A crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest air. 

So thou be good, slander doth but approve 
Thy worth the greater, being woo’d of time; 

For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love. 

And thou present’st a pure unstained prime. 

Thou hast pass’d by the ambush of young days. 

Either not assail’d or victor being chaigeu; 

Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise. 

To tie up envy evermore enlarged: 

If some suspect of ill mask'd not thy show. 

Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe. 

LXXI. 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 
Thau you shall hear the surly sullen beU 
Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vue world, with vilest worms to dwell: 

Nay, if you read this line, remember not 
The hand that writ it; for I love you so 
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot. 

If thinking on me then should make you woe. 

O, if, I say, you look upon this verse 
When I perhaps compounded am with clay. 

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse. 

But let your love even with my life decay. 

Lest the wise world should look into your moan, 

And mock you with me after I am gone. 

liXXII. 

0, lest the world should task you to recite 
What merit lived in me, that you should love 
After my death, dear love, forget me quite. 

For you in me can nothing worthy prove; 

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie. 

To do more for me than mine own desert, 

And hang more praise upon deceased 1 
Tlian niggard troth would willingly impart: 

0, lest your true love may seem false in this. 

That you for love speak well of me untrue. 

My name be buried where my body is. 

And live no more to shame nor me nor you. 

For I am shamed by that which I bring foi-th, 

And so should you, to love things nothing worth. 

liXXllI* 

That time of year thou mayst in me behold 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold. 

Bare rain’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 
As after subset fadeth in the west. 

Which by and by black night doth take away. 

Death’s second smf, that se^ up all in rest 
In me thou see’st the glowing of such flre 
That on the ashes of his youth doth liei 
As the death-bed whereon it must expin, 

Consumed with that which it was nouri|h’d by. 

This thou perceivest, which makes thy leve more strong. 
To love that well which thou must l^ve ere long. 


LXXIV. 

But be contented: when that fell arrest^ 
Without all bail shall carry me away, ‘ 

My life hath in this line some interest. 
Which for memorial still with thee shall stay. 
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When thou reviewest this, thou dost review 
The very part was consecrate to thee: 

The earth can have but earth, which is his due; 
My spirit is thine, the better part of me: 

So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life. 

The prey of worms, my body being dead. 

The coward conquest of a urrctch’s knife. 

Too base of thee to be remembered. 

The worth of that is that which it contains. 

And that is this, and this with thee remains. 

ucxv. 

So are you to my thoughts as food to life. 

Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the ground; 
And for the peace of you I hold such strife 
As ’twizt a miser and his wealth is found; 

Now ^roud as an enjoyer, and anon 
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure. 
Now counting best to be with you alone. 

Then better’d that the world may see my pleasure; 
Sometime all full with feasting on your sight, 

And by and by clean starved for a look ; 

Possessing or pursuing no delight. 

Save what is had or must from you be took. 

Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day, 

Or gluttoning on all, or all away, 

LXXVL 

Why is my verse so barren of new pride. 

So far from variation or quick change? 

Why with the time do I not glance aside 
To new-found methods and to compounds strange? 
Why write I still all one, ever the same. 

And keep invention in a noted weed. 

That every word doth almost tell my name. 
Showing their birth and where they did proceed? 

0, know, sweet love, I always write of you, 

And you and love are still my argument; 

So all my best is dressing old words new, 

Spending again what is already spent: 

For as the sun is daily new and old, 

So is my love still telling what is told. 

Lxxvir. 

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wetr, 
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste; 

The vacant leaves thy mind’s imprint will bear. 
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste. 
The wrinkles which thy ^lass will truly show 
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory ; 

Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth mayst know 
Time's thievish progress to eternity. 

Look, what thy memory can not contain 
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find 
Those children nursed, deliver’d from thy brain. 

To take a new acquaintance of thy mind. 

These offices, so oft as thou wilt look. 

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book. 

ucxvin. 

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse, 

And found such fair assistance in my verse. 

As every alien pen bath got my use. 

And under thee their poesy disperse. 

Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to sing 
And heavy ignorance aloft to fly. 

Have added feathers to the learned’s wing. 

And given grace a double rotyesty. 


Yet be most proud of that which I compile. 

Whose influence is thine and bora of thee : 

In others’ works thou dost but mend tbe style. 

And arts with thv sweet graces graced be: 

But thou art all my art, and dost advance 
As high as learning my rude ignorance 

LXXIX. 

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid. 

My verse alone had all toy gentle grace. 

But now my gracious numbers are decay’d. 

And my sick Muse doth give another place. 

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument 
Deserves the travail of a u’oithier pen. 

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent 
He robs thee of, and pays it thee again. 

He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word 
From thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give. 

And found it in thy cheek; he can affoi'd 
No praise to thee but what in thee doth live. 

Then thank him not for that which he doth say. 

Since what be owes thee thou thyself dost pay. 

LXXX. 

0, how I faint when I of you do write. 

Knowing a better spirit doth use your namc^ 

And in the praise thereof spends all his might. 

To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame ! 

But since your worth, wide as the ocean is, 

Tbe humble as the proudest sail doth bear. 

My saucy bark, inferior far to his. 

On your broad main doth wilfully appear. 

Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat. 

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride; 

Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthless boat. 

He of tall building and of goodly pride: 

Then if he thrive and I be cast away. 

The worst was this; my love was my decay. 

LXXXI. 

Or I shall live your epitaph to make. 

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten; 

From hence your memory death cannot take. 

Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortal life shall have, 

Though I, once gone, to all tbe world must die: 

The earth can yield me but a common grave. 

When you entombed in men’s eyes shall lie. 

Your monument shall be my gentle verse. 

Which eyes not yet created shall o’er-read. 

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse 
When all the breathers of this world are dead; 

You still shall live — such virtue hath my pen — 
Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths of men. 

LXXXIL 

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse, 

And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook 
Tbe dedicated words which writers use 
Of their fair subject, blessing every book. 

Thou art as fair in knowled^ as in hu^ 

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise. 

And therefore art enforced to seek anew 
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days. 

And do so, love; yet when they have devised 
What strained touches rhetoric can lend. 

Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized 
In true plain words by thy true-telling friend; 

And their gross painting might be bettor used 
Where cheeks need blow; in thee it is abused. 
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ucxxm. 

I never saw that you did painting need. 

And therefore to your fair no painting set; 

I found, or thought 1 found, you did exceed 
The barren tender of a poet’s debt; 

And therefore have 1 slept in your report. 

That you yourself being extant well might show 
How far a modem quill doth come too short. 

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow. 

This silence for my sin you did impute. 

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb; 

For I impair not beauty Ming mute. 

When others would give life and bring a tomb. 

There lives more life in one of your fair eyes 
Than both your poets can in praise devise. 

LXXXIV. 

Who is it that says most? which can say more 
Than this rich praise, that you alone are you? 

In whose confine immured is the store 
Which should example where your equal grew. 

Lean penury within that pen doth dwell 
That to his subject lends not some small glory; 

But he that writes of you, if he can tell 
That ^ou are you, so mgnifies his story. 

Let him but copy what in you is writ, 

Not making worse what nature made so clear. 

And such a counterpart shall fame his wit, 

Making his style admired ever^ where. 

You to your beauteous blessings add a curse, 

Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse. 

LXXXV. 

My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still. 

While comments of your praise, richly compiled, 
Reserve their character with golden quill 
And precious phrase by all the Muses filed. 

I think good thoughts whilst others write good words, 
And like unletter’d clerk still cry 'Amen’ 

To every hymn that able wirit affords 
In polish'd form of well-refined pen. 

Hearing you praised, I say 'Tis so, 'tis true,* 

And to the most of praise add something more; 

But that is in my thought, whose love to you. 

Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before. 
'Then others for the breath of words respect. 

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect. 

ucxxvi. 

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse. 

Bound for the prize of all too precious you. 

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse, 
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew? 

Was it his spirit^ by spirits taught to write 
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead? 

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 
Giving him aid, my verse astonishra. 

He, nor that affable familiar ghost 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence. 

As victors of my silence cannot boast; 

I was not sick of any fear from thence: 

But when vour countenance fill'd up his line, 

Then lack'd I matter; tiiat enfeeblM mine 

ixxxvu. 

Farewell I thou art too dear for my possessing. 

And like enough thou know'rt thy estimate: 

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing ; 

My bonds in thee are all determinate. 


For how do 1 hold thee but by thy granting? 

And for that riches where is my deserving? 

The cause of this fair gilt in me is wanting. 

And so my patent back again is swerving. 

Thyself thou gavest, thy own worth then not knowing. 
Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else mistaking; 

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing. 

Comes home again, on bettor judgment making. 

Thus have 1 had thee, as a dream doth flatter. 

In sleep a king; but waking no such matter. 

Lxxxvm. 

When thou shalt be disposed to set me light. 

And place my merit in the eye of scorn. 

Upon thy side against myself I'll fight 

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn. 

With mine own weakness being best acquaiuted. 

Upon thy part I can set down a story 
Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted. 

That thou in losing me shalt win much glory: 

And I by this will be a gainer too ; 

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee. 

The injuries that to myself T do. 

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me. 

Such is my love, to thee I so belong. 

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong. 

LXXXIX. 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 

And I will comment upon that offence; 

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt. 

Against thy reasons making no defence. 

Thou const not, love, disgrace me half so ill. 

To set a form upon desired change. 

As I’ll myself cimgrace: knowing thy will, 

I will acquaintance strangle and look strange. 

Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue 
Thy sweet beloved name no more sh^l dwell, ^ 

Lest 1, too much profane, should do it wrong,'* 

And haply of our old acquaintance tell. 

For thee agaiflst myself I’ll vow debate, 

For I must ne’er love him whom thou dost hate. 

xc. 

Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now; 

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross. 

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow. 

And do not drop in for an after-loss: 

Ah, do not, when my heart hath 'scaped this sorrow. 
Come in the rearwai^ of a conquer’d woe; 

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow. 

To linger out a purposed overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last. 

When other ‘^tty griefs have done their spite. 

But in the onset come; so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortune’s might, 

And other strains of woe, which now leem woo, 
Compared with loss of thee will not siem so. 

XCI. 

Some f[lory in their birth, some in their %kill. 

Some in their wealth, soriie in their bodss’ force, 

Some in their garments, thon^ new-fanded fll. 

Some in their hawks and hounds, some ft their horse ; 
And every humour hath his adjunct pletnure, 

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest: 

But these partiicalars ate not my measure; 

All thtito I better in one genenu best. 



SONNETS. 


445 


Thy love is better then high birth to me, 

Iticher than -wealth, prouder then garments’ cost, 

Of more delight than hawks or horses be; 

And having UieOf of all men's pride I boast: 
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take 
All this away and me most vrretched make. 

xcu. 

But do thy worst to steal thyself away. 

For term of life thou art assured mine, 

And life no longer than thy love will stay. 

For it demnds upon that love of thine. 

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs. 

When in the least of them my life hath end. 

I see a better state to me belongs 

Than that which on thy humour doth depend; 

Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind. 

Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie. 

O, what a happy title do I find, 
llwpy to have thy love, happy to die! 

But what's so blessed-fair that fears no blot? 
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not. 

XCIIL 

So shall I live, supposing thou art true; 

Like a deceived husband; so love’s face 
May still seem love to me, though alter'd new; 

Thy looks with me, thv heart in other place : 

For there can live no hatred in thine eye. 

Therefore in that I cannot know thy cltange. 

In many’s looks the false heart’s history 
Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange. 
But heaven in thy creation did decree 
That in thv face sweet love should ever dwell; 
Whato’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s workings be. 
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell. 
How like Eve’s apple doth thy beauty grow. 

If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show 1 

xciv. 

They that have power to hurt and will do none. 
That do not do the thing they most do show. 

Who, moving others, are themselves as stone. 
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow. 

They rightly do inherit heaven’s graces. 

And husband nature’s riches from expense; 

They are the lords and owners of their faces. 

Others but stewards of their excellence. 

The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet. 
Though to itself it only live and die, 

But if that flower with base infection meet, 

The basest weed outbraves his dignity: 

For sweetest things tom sourest by their deeds; 
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weed». 

xcv. 

IIow sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame 
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose, 

Doth spot thd beauty of thy budding name! 

O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose! 

That tongue that tells the story of thy days. 
Making lascivious comments on thy sport, 

Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise; 

Naming thy name blesses an ill report. 

0, what a mansion have those vices got 
Which for their habitation chose out thee. 

Whore beauty’s veil doth cover every blot, 

And all things turn to fhir that eyes caii me ! 

Take heed, dear h^krt, of this large nrivilege; 
The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge. 


xevr. 

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness; 

Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport; 

Both grace and faults are loved of more and less; 

Thou makest faults graces that to thee resoi-t 
As on the finger of a throned queen 
The basest jewel will be well esteem'd, 

So are those errors that in thee are seen 
To truths translated and for true things deem’d. 

How many lambs might the stern wolf betray. 

If like a lamb he could his looks translate ! 

How many mizers mightst thou lead away, 

If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state! 

But do not so; 1 love thee in such sort 
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report 

xeviL 

How like a winter hath my al^nce been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year! 

What freezings have 1 felt, what dark days seen! 

What old December’s bareness every where! 

And yet this time removed was summer’s time. 

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase. 

Bearing the wanton burden of the prime, 

Like widow’d wombs after their loids’ decease: 

Yet this abundant issue seem'd to me 
But hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit: 

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee. 

And, thou away, the very birds are mute; 

Or, if they sing, 'tis with so dull a cheer 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s near. 

xcviu. 

From you have I been absent in the spring. 

When proud-pied April dress’d in all his trim 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing. 

That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d wiw him. 

Yet nor the lays of bMs, nor the sweet smell 
Of different flowers in odour and in hue. 

Could make me any summer’s story tell 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew ; 

Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white, 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose; 

They were but sweet, but figures of delight. 

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those. 

Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you away. 

As with yoriT shadow I with these did play : 

xcix. 

The forward violet thus did I chide: 

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells. 
If not from my love’s breath? The purple pride 
Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells 
In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly dyed. 

The lily 1 condemned for thy hand. 

And buds of marjoram had stol’n thy hair: 

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand. 

One blushing shame, another white despair; 

A. third, nor red nor white, had stol’n of both. 

And to his robbery had annex’d thy breath; 

But, for his theft, in pride of all his mwth 
A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 

More flowers I noted, yet 1 none could see 
But sweet or colour it had stol’n from thee. 

a 

Where art thou. Muse, that thou forget’st so long 
To speak of that which gave thee all thy might? 
Spend’st thou thy fury on some worthless song. 
Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light? 
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Seturn, foi]getful Muse, and straiglit redeem 
In gentle numbers time so idly spent; 

Sitm to the ear that doth thv lays esteem. 

And gives tl^ pen both skill and argument 
Rise, Testy Muse, my love’s sweet face survey. 

If Time have any wrinkle graven there ; 

If any, be a satire to decay. 

And make Time’s spoils despised every where. 

Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life; 

So thou prevent’st his scythe and crooked knife. 

ci. 

0 truant Muse, what shall be thy amends 
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed? 

Both truth and beauty on my love depends; 

So dost thou too, and therein dignified. 

Make answer. Muse: wilt thou not haply say 
* Truth needs no colour, with bis colour fix'd ; 

Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay; 

But best is best, if never intermix'd?' 

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb? 
Excuse not silence so; for't lies in thee 
To make him much outlive a gilded tomb. 

And to be praised of ages yet to be. 

Then do thy office. Muse; I teach thee how 
To make him seem long hence as he shows now. 

CII. 

My love is stren^hen’d, though more weak in seeming; 

1 love not less, though less the show appear: 

That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming 
The owner's tongue doth publish every where. 

Our love was new and then but in the spring. 

When I was wont to greet it with my lays, 

As Philomel in summer’s fW)nt doth sing. 

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days : 

Not that the summer is less pleas mt now 

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night, 

But that wild music burthens every bough, 

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight. 
Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue, 
Because I would not dull you with my song. 

om. 

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth. 

That having such a scope to show her pride. 

The argument all bare is of more worth 
Than when it hath my added praise beside! 

0, blame me not, if 1 no more can write- 
Look in your glass, and there appears a face 
'That over>goe8 my blunt invention quite, 

Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace. 

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend, 

To mar the subject that before was well ? 

For to no other pass my verses tend 
Than of your graces and your gifts to tell; 

And more^ much more, than in my verse can sit 
Your own glass shows you when you look in it. 

CIV. 

To me, Mr fnend, you never can be old. 

For as you were when first your eye I eyed. 

Such seems vonr beauty still. ’Three winters cold 
Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride, 
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn’d 
In process of the seasons have I seen, 

Thim April perfumes in three hot Junes bnm’d, 

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green. 


Ah I yet doth beauty, like a dial>band, 

Steal from his figure and no pace perceived; 

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand. 
Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceived: 

For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred, 

Ere you were born was beauty’s summer dead. 

ov. 

Let not my love be call’d idolatry. 

Nor my beloved as an idol show. 

Since all alike my songs and praises be 
To one, of one, still such, and ever so. 

Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind. 

Still constant in a wondrous excellence; 

Therefore my verse to constancy confined. 

One thing expressing, leaves out differenca 
*Fair, kind, and true’ is all my argument, 

'Fair, kind, and true’ varying to other words; 

And in this change is my invention spent. 

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords. 
'Fair, kind, and true' have often lived uone. 

Which three till now never kept seat in one. 

cvi. 

When in the chronicle of wasted time 
I see descriptions of the frirest wights, 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights. 

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best. 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

I see their antique pen would have express’d 
Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring; 

And, for they look’d but with divining eyes, 

They had cot skill enough your worth to sing: 

For we, which now behold these present days. 

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise. 

evil. 

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come, 

Oan yet the lease of my true love control, 

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom. 

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured. 

And the sad augurs mock their own presage; 
Incertainties now crowm themselves assured. 

And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 

Now with the drops of this most balmy time 
My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes, 
Since, spite of biro, I’ll live in this poor rhyme, 
While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes: 

And thou in this sbalt find thy monument^ 

When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass are spent. 

* CVIIL 

What’s in the brain that ink may charaeter 
Which hath not figured to thee my true' spirit ? 
What’s new to speak, what new to register, 

That may express my love or thy dear tieritt 
Nothing, sweet boy; but yet, like prayefii divine, 

I must each dav say (/er the very sameji 
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, IHhine, 

Even as when first I hallow’d thy fair i^me, 

So that eternal love in love's fresh case . 

Weighs not the dust and iiriury of age, ^ 

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place. 

But makes antiquity for aye his page, 

Finding the first conceit of love were -bred, 

Wh^ time and outward form would show it dead. 
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cix. 

0, never say that I was false of heart, 

Though absence seem’d my flame to qualify. 

As easy might F from myself depart 

As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie : 

This is my home of love : if I have ranged. 

Like him that travels I return again. 

Just to the time, not with the time exchanged, 

So that nayself bring water for my stain. 

Never believe, though in my nature reign’d 
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood. 

That it could so preposterously be stain’d. 

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good : 

For nothing this wide universe I call. 

Save thou, my rose; in it thou art my all. 

cx. 

Alas, 'tis true I have gone here and there. 

And made myself a motley to the view. 

Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear. 
Made old offences of affections new ; 

Must true it is thftt I have look’d on truth 
Askance and strangely: but, by all above. 

These blenches gave my heart another youth. 

And worse essays proved thee my ^t of love. 

Now all is done, have what shall have no end: 

Mine appetite I never more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend, 

A god in love, to whom 1 am conflued. 

Then give me welcome, next my heaven tlic best. 
Even to thy pure and most most loving breast. 

CXI. 

0, for my sake do you with Fortune chide. 

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds. 

That did not better for my life provide 

Than public means which public manners breeds. 

'Thence comes it that my name receives a brand. 

And almost thence my nature is subdued 
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand : 

Pity me then, and wish 1 were renew’d; 

Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink 
Potions of eisel 'gainst my strong infection; 

No bitterness that I will bitter think, 

Nor double penance, to correct correction. 

Pity me then, dear friend, and 1 assure ye 
Even that your pity is enough to cure me. 

cxii. 

Your love and pity doth the impression fill 
Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my brow ; 

For what care 1 who calls me well or ill, 

So you o’er-green my bad, my good allow ? 

You are my all the world, and I must strive 
To know my shames and praises from your tongue; 
None else to me, nor I to none alivv. 

That my steel’d sense or changes right or wrong. 

Tn so profound abysm I throw all care 
Of others* voices, that my adder’s sense 
To critic and to flatterer stopped are. 

Mark how with my neglect 1 do dispense : 

You are so strongly in my purpose bred 
That all the worul besides metbinks are dead. 

OXIII. 

Since I left ]rou, mine eye is in my mind; 

And that which governs me to go about 
Doth part his function and is partly blind. 

Seems seeing, but effectually is out; 


For it no form delivers to the heart 

Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch : 

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part. 

Nor his own vuion holds what it doth catch; 

For if it see the rudest or gentlest sight. 

The most sweet favour or deformed’st creature, 

'The mountain or the sea, the day or night, 

The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature: 
Incapable of more, replete with you. 

My most true mind thus makes mine eye untrue. 

cxiv. 

Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d with you. 
Drink up the monarch’s pl^ue, this flattery? 

Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith true. 

And that your love taught it this alchemy. 

To make of monsters and things indigest 
Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble, 

Creating every bad a perfect best. 

As fast as objects to his beams assemble 7 
O, 'tis the first; 'tis flattery in my seeing. 

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up : 

Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 'greeing. 
And to his palate doth prepare the cup: 

If it be poison’d, 'tis the lesser sin 
That mine eye loves it and doth first begin. 

cxv. 

Those lines that I before have writ do lie. 

Even those that said I could not love you dearer: 

Yet then my judgment knew no reason why 
My most full flame should afterwards burn clearer. 

But reckoning time, whose million’d accidents 
Creep in ’twixt vows and change decrees of kings. 

Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp'st intents. 

Divert strong minds to the course of altering things; 
Alas, why, fearing of time’s tyranny. 

Might I not then say, 'Now I love you best,’ 

When I was certain o’er incertaiuty. 

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest? 

Love is a babe; then might I not say so. 

To give full growth to that which still doth grow ? 

cxvi. 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which al^s when it alteration finds. 

Or bends with the remover to remove: 

0, no! it is an ever-fixed mark 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wandering bark. 

Whose worth’s unknown, althou^ his height be taken. 
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within bis bending sickle’s compass come ; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks. 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error and upon me proved, 

1 never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

CXVI I. 

Accuse me thus : that I have scanted all 
Wherein I should your great deserts repay. 

Forgot upon your dearest love to call. 

Whereto all l^nds do tie me day by day; 

That I have frequent been with unknown minds. 

And given to time your own dear-pumhased right; 
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds 
Which should transport me farthest from your sight. 
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Book both my wilfulness and errors down, 

And on just proof surmise accumulate; 

Bring me within the level of your frown. 

But shoot not at me in your waken’d hate; 

Since my appeal says I did strive to prove 
The constancy and virtue of your love. 

cxvm. 

Like as, to make our appetites more keen. 

With eager compounds we our palate urge. 

As, to prevent our maladies unseen. 

We sicken to shun sickness when we purge. 

Even so, being full of your ne'er-cloying sweetness. 

To bitter sauces did 1 frame my feeding. 

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness 
To 1 m diseased ere that there was true needing. 

Thus policy in love, to anticipate 

The ills that were not, grew to faults assured. 

And brought to medicine a healthful state 
Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cured: 

But thence I learn, and find the lesson true. 

Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you. 

cxix. 

What potions have I drunk of Siren tears, 

Distill’d from limbecks foul as hell within. 

Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears. 

Still losing when I saw myself to win! 

What wretched errors hath my heart committed. 

Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never! 

How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted 
In the distraction of this madding fever 1 

0 benefit of ill! now I find true 

That better is by evil still made better; 

And ruin’d love, when it is built anew. 

Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater. 

So I return rebuked to my content. 

And gain by ill thrice more thaa 1 have spent. 

cxx. 

That you were once unkind befriends me now. 

And for that sorrow which I then did feel 
Needs must 1 under my transgression bow. 

Unless my nerves were brass or hammer’d steel. 

For if you were by my unkindness shaken 
As I by yours, you’ve pass’d a hell of time, 

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken 
To weigh how once I suffer’d in your crime. 

O, that our night of woe might have remember’d 
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits. 

And soon to you, as you to me, then tender’d 
The humble salve whioh wounded bosoms fits! 

But that your trespass now becomes a fee ; 

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me. 

cxxi. 

’Tis better to be vile than vile esteem’d. 

When not to be receives reproach of being. 

And the just pleasure lost which is so deem’d 
Not by our feeling but by others' seeing: 

For why should others’ false adulterate eyes 
Give salutation to my sportive blood? 

Or on my frailties why are fimiler spies, 

Which in their wills count bad what I think good? 
No, 1 am that I am, and they that level 
At my abuses reckon up their own: 

1 may be straight^ though they themsdves be bevel; 
By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be shown; 

Unless this genem evil they maintain,' 

All men are bad, and in their badness reign. 


exm 

Thv gift, thy tables, are within my brain 
Full character’d with lasting memory. 

Which shall above that idle rank remain 
Beyond all date, even to eternity; 

Or at the least, so long as brain and heart 
Have faculty by nature to subsist; 

Till each to razed oblivion yield bis part 
Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d. 

That poor retention could not so much hold. 

Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score; 

Therefore to give them from me was I bold, 

To trust those tables that receive thee more: 

To keep an adjunct to remember thee 
Were to import foigetfhlness in me. 

exxm. 

No, Time, thou sbalt not boast that I do change: 

Thy pyramids built up with newer might 
To me are nothiug novel, nothing strange; 

They are but dressings of a former sight. 

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admiie 
What thou dost foist upon us that is old. 

And rather make them born to our desire 
Than think that we before have heard them told. 

Thy registers and thee I botli defy. 

Not wondering at the present nor the past. 

For* thy recoras and what we see doth lie. 

Made more or less by thy continual haste. 

This I do vow, and this shall ever be; 

I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee. 

exxiv. 

If my dear love were but the child of state. 

It might for Fortune’s bastard be unfather’d. 

As subject to Time’s love or to Time’s hate. 

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gather’d. 
No, it was builded far from accident; 

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls 
Under the blow of thralled discontent. 

Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls: 

It fears not policy, that heretic. 

Which works on leases of short-uuinber’d hours. 

But all alone stands hugely politic. 

That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with showers. 
To this I witness call the fools of time. 

Which die for goodness, who have lived for crime. 

exxv. 

Were’t aught to me I bore the canopy. 

With my extern the outward honouring, 

Or laid great bases for eternity. 

Which prove more short than waste or mining? 

Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour 
Lose all, ana more, by paying too much rent, 

For compound sweet forgoing simple savour. 

Pitiful tnrivers, in their gazing spent? 

No, let me be obsequious in my heart. 

And take thou my oblation, poor but firei. 

Which is not mix’d with seconds, know8|no art, 

But mutual render, only me for thee. ^ 

Hence, thou suborn’d informer! a trae soul 
When most impeach’d stands least in ifliy control. 

CXXVL 

0 thou, my lovdy boy, who in thjr nowtt 
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, hour; 

Who hast 1^ waning grown, and therein show’st 
Thy lowers withering as thy sweet self grow’st; 
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If Nature, sovereiga mistreBS over wrack, 

As thou goest onwards, still will pluck theo back, 
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
Maj time disg^ice and wretch^ minutes kill. 

Yet fear her, 0 thou minion of her pleasure ! 

She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure 
Her audit, though delay’d, answer’d must be. 

And her quietus is to render thee. 


CXXVII. 

In the old age black was not counted fair. 

Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name, 

But now is black beauty’s successive heir. 

And beauty slander’d with a bastard shame; 

For since each hand hath put on nature’s power. 

Fairing the foul with art’s false borrow’d face. 

Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower. 

But is profoned, if not lives in disgrace. 

Therefore my mistress’ brows are raven black. 

Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem 
At such who, not bom fair, no beauty lack. 

Slandering creation with a false esteem: 

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe. 

That every tongue says beauty should look so. 

cxxvui. 

How oft, when thou, my music, music play’st. 

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds 
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway’st 
The wi^ concord that mine ear confounds. 

Do I enfy those jacks that nimble leap 
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand. 

Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest reap, 

At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing stand ! 

To be so ticlded, they would change their state 
And situation with those dancing chips. 

O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait. 

Making dead wood mote blest than living lips. 

Since saucy iacks so happy are in this. 

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss. 

cxxix. 

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame 
Is lust in action; and till action, lust 
Is pujured, murderous, bloody, full of blame. 

Savage, extreme, rude, crad, not to trust, 

]&ijoyd no sooner but despised straight. 

Past reason hunted, and no sooner had 
Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait 
On purpose laid to make the ^er mad. 

Mad in pursuit and in possession so; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme. 

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe: 

Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dn^m. 

All this the world wdl knows ; yet none knows well 
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hoU. 

oxxx. 

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun ; 

Coral is for more red than her lips’ red; 

If snow he whiter why then her hreasts ore dun ; 

If hairs he wires, black wires ^w on her bead. 

I have seen roses damasVd, red and white. 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 

And in some perfumes is there more^ delight 
Than in the breath that firom my mistress recks. 

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 
That mnaio hath a &r more pleasing sound; 
yoL.iiL 


I grant I never saw a goddess go; 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground ; 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she belied with false compare. 

cxxxi. 

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art. 

As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel ; 
For well thou know’st to niy dear doting heart 
Thou art the fahest and most precious jewel 
Yet, in good faith, some say that thee behold 
Thy face bath not the power to make love groan: 
To say they err I dare not be so bold. 

Although I swear it to myself alone. 

And, to be sure that is not false I swear, 

A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face. 

One on another's neck, do witness bear 
Thy black is fairest in my judgment’s place. 

In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds. 

And thence this slander, as 1 think, proceeds. 

cxxxii. 

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me. 
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain. 

Have put on black, and loving mourners be. 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain. 

And truly not the morning sun of heaven 
Better becomes the gray cheeks of the east. 

Nor that full star that ushers in the even 
Doth half that glory to the sober west. 

As those two mourning eyes become thy face: 

O, let it then as well beseem thy heart 
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee grace. 
And suit thy pity like in every part. 

'Then will 1 swear beauty hersmf is black. 

And all they foul that thy complexion lack. 

cxxxm. 

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan 
For that deep wound it gives my friend and me! 
Is’t not enough to torture mo alon^ 

But slave to slavery my sweet’st Mend must be? 
Me from myself thy cruel eye bath taken, ^ 

And my next self thou harder hast engross’d : 

Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsaken ; 

A torment thrice threefold thus to be cross’d. 

Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s ward. 

But then my friend’s heart let my poor heart bail ; 
Whoe’er keeps me, let my heart be his guard; 
Thou canst not then use rigour in my gaol: 

And yet thou wilt ; for I, being pmt in thee. 
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me. 

cxxxiv. 

So, now I have confess’d that he is thine. 

And I myself am mortgaged to thy will. 

Myself I’ll forfeit, so that other mine 
Tliou wilt restore, to be my comfort still : 

But thou wilt not, nor he wiU^ not be free. 

For thou art covetous and he is kind; 

He leam’d but surety-like to write for me 
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind. 

The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take, 

Thou usurer, that put’st forth all to use. 

And sue a friend came debtor for my sake; 

So him I lose through my unkind ab»m 
Him have I lost ; thou hast both him and me : 
Ho pays the whole, and yet am I not free. 
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cxxxv. 

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy ‘Will,’ 

And ‘ Will ’ to boot, and ‘ Will * in overplus ; 

More than enough am I that vex thee still. 

To thy sweet will making addition thus. 

Wilt thou, whose will is laige and spacious, 

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine ? 

Shall will in others seem right gracious, 

And in my will no fidr acceptance shine ? 

The wa, all water, yet receives rain still. 

And in abundance addeth to his store; 

So thou, being rich in ‘ Will,* add to thy ‘ Will ’ 

One will of mine, to make thy laige 'Will' more. 

Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill; 

Think all but one, and me in that one ‘Will.* 

cxxxvi. 

If thy soul check thee that 1 come so near. 

Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy 'Will,' 

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there; 

Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil. 

* Will * will fulfil the treasure of thy love. 

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. 

In things of great receipt with ease we prove 
Among a number one is reckon’d none : 

Then in the number let me pass untold. 

Though in thy stores* account I one must be ; 

For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold 
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee : 

Make but my name thy love, and love that still. 
And then thou lovest me, for my name is 'Will.' 

CXXXYII. 

I'hott blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine eyes, 
That they behold, and see not what they see? 

7’hey know what beauty is, see where it lies, 

Yet what the best is take the worst to be. 

If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks 
He anchor'd in the bay where all men ride. 

Why of eyes' falsehood hast thou forged hooks. 
Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied ? 

Why should my heart think that a several plot 
Which ray heart knows the wide world's common place 
Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not. 

To put Mr truth upon so foul a face? 

In things right true my heart and eyes have erred. 
And to this false plague are they now transferr’d. 

cxxxvm. 

When my love swears that she is made of truth 
I do believe her, though I know she lies. 

That she inigbt think me some untntor’d youth. 
Unlearn^ in the world's false subtleties. 

'Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young, 
Although she knows my days are past the best, 

Simply I ^dit her false-spWking tongue : 

On ix>th sides thus is simple truth suppress'd. 

But wherefore says she not she is uigust? 

And wherefore say not 1 that I am old? 

O, love’s best habit is in seeming trust, 

And age in love loves not to have years told : 
Ther^ore I lie with her and she with me. 

And in our faults by lies we flatter’d ba 

cxxxix. 

0, call not me to justify the wrong 
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart; 

Wound me not witii tlune eye hut with thy tongue; 
Use power with power, and slay me not by art. 


Tell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my sight. 

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside: 

What need’st thou wound with cunning, when thy might 
Is more than my o’er^press’d defence can bide? 

Let me excuse thee: ah I my love well knows 
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies. 

And therefore from my face she turns my foes. 

That they elsewhere might dart their .injuries : 
do not so; but smee I am near slain. 

Kill me outright with looks and rid my paiiL 

CXL. 

Be wise as thou art cruel; do not press 
My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain; 

Lrat sorrow lena me words, and words express 
The manner of my pity-wanting pain. 

If 1 might teach thee wit, better it were. 

Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so; 

As testy sick men, when their deaths be near. 

No iiews but health from their physicians know; 

For if I should despair, I should grow mad. 

And in my madness might speak ill of thee : 

Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad. 

Mad slanderers by mod ears believed be. 

That I may not be so, nor thou belied. 

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart go wide. 

CXLI. 

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes. 

For they in thee a thousand errors note; 

But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise, 

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote ; 

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune delighted. 
Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone, 

Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited 
To any sensual feast with thee alone: 

But my five wits nor my five senses can 
Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee. 

Who leaves unsway’d the likeness of a man,** 

'I’hy proud heart's slave and vassal wretch to be; 

Only my plague thus far I count my gain. 

That she that makes roe sin awards me pain. 

exuL 

Love is my sin and thv dear virtue hate. 

Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving: 

0, but with mine compare thou thine own state, 

And thou shalt find it merits not reproving ; 

Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine. 

That have profaned their scarlet ornaments. 

And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as mine, 

Bobb'd others’ beds' revenues of their rents. 

Be it lawful 1 love thee, as thou lovest those 
Whom tbiqo eyes woo as mine importune thee : 

Boot ^ity in toy hearty that when it grows 
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be. 

If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide. 

By self-example mayst thou be denied! 

exun. 

Lol as a careful housewife runs to catc^ 

One of her featbm'd creatures broke awi^. 

Sets down her babe and makes all swifi dispatch 
In pursuit of the thing she would have > stay. 

Whilst her neglected child bolds her in chase. 

Cries to catch her whose busy care is htat 
To follow that which flies before her fade. 

Not losing her poor infant’s discontent; 
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So runn’st thou after that which flies from thee, 

Whilst I, thy babe, chase thee afar behind; 

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me, 

And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be kind*: 

So will I priiy that thou mayst have thy ‘ Will,’ 

If thou turn back, and my loud crying still. 

CXUV. 

Two loves I have of comfort and despair. 

Which like two spirits do suggest me still: 

The better angel is a man right fair. 

The woTser spirit a woman colour’d ill. 

To win me soon to hell, my female evil 
Tempteth my better angel from my side, 

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil. 

Wooing his purity with her foul pride. 

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend 
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell; 

But being both from me, both to each friend, 

I guess one angel is another’s hell: 

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in doubt. 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 

CXLV. 

Those lips that Love’s own hand did make 
Breathed forth the sound that said ‘ I hate ’ 

To me that languish’d for her sake; 

But when she saw my woeful state, 

Straight in her heart did mercy come. 

Chiding that tongue that ever sweet 
Was used in giving gentle doom. 

And taught it thus anew to greet; 

' I hate ’ she alter’d with an end. 

That follow’d it as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who like a fiend 
From heaven to hell is flown away; 

' I hate ’ from hate away she threw, 

And saved my life, saying ‘not you.’ 

CXLVl. 

Poor sou], the centre of my sinful e&rth. 

Fool’d by these rebel powers that thee array. 

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth. 

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay? 

Why so large cost, having so short a lease. 

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend ? 

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess. 

Eat up thy charge? is this thy body’s end? 

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss. 

And let that pine to amravate thy store; 

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross; 

Within be fed, without be rich no more: 

So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men. 

And Death once dead, there’s no more dying then. 

cxtvii. 

My love is as a fever, longing still 
For that which longer nurseth the disease. 

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill. 

The uncertain sickly appetite to please. 

My reason, the physician to my love. 

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept. 

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve 
Desire is death, which physic did except 
Past cure I am, now reason is past core. 

And frantic*mad with evermore unrest; 

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s are. 

At random from the truth vainly express’d; 

For I have sworn thee fair and thought thee bright. 
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night 


CXLVnL 

0 me, what eyes hath Love put in my head. 

Which have no correspondence with true sight' 

Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled. 

That censures falsely what they see aright? 

If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote. 

What means the world to say it is not so? 

If it be not then love doth well denote 
Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s ‘No.’ 

How can it ? 0, how can .Love’s eye be true. 

That is so vex’d with watching and with tears? 

No marvel then, though I mistake my view; 

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears. 

O cunning Love! with tears thou keep’st me blind. 
Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find. 

exux. 

Canst thou, 0 cruel!, say I love thee not 
When I against myself with thee partake? 

Do 1 not think on thee, when I forgot 
Am of myself, all tyrant for thy sake? 

Who hateth thee that I do call my friend? 

On whom frown’st thou that I do fawn upon ? 

Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not spend 
Kevenge upon myself with present moan ? 

What merit do I in myself respect. 

That is so proud tiiy service to despise. 

When all my best doth worship thy defect, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes? 

But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind , 
Those that can see thou lovest, and I am blind. 

CL. 

O, from what power hast thou this powerful might 
With insufficiency my heart to sway? 

To make me give the lie to my true sight. 

And swear that brightness doth not grace the day? 
Whence hast thou tliis becoming of things ill. 

That in the very refuse of thy deeds 

There is such strength and warrantise of skill 

That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds ? 

Who taught thee how to make me love thee more 
The more I hear and see just cause of hate ? 

O, though I love what others do abhor. 

With owers thou shonldst not abhor my state: 

If thy unworthiness raised love in me. 

More worthy I to be beloved of thee. 

CLI. 

Love is too young to know what conscience is: 

Yet who knows not conscience is bom of love? 

Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss. 

Lest g^ty of mpr faults thy sweet self prove: 

For, thou betraying roe, I do betray 
My nobler part to my gross body’s treason ; 

My soul doth tell my body that he may 
Triumph in love ; flesh stajrs no further reason ; 

But, rising at thy uame, doth point out thee 
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride. 

He is contented tl^ poor drudge to be. 

To stand in thy awrs, fall by thy side. 

No want of conscience hold it that I call 
Her ‘love’ for whose dear love I rise and fall. 

CLII. 

In loviug thee thou know'st I am forsworn. 

But thou art twice forsworn, to me love swearing. 

In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith tom 
In vowing new hate after new love bearing. 
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But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse thee. 
When 1 break twenty? I am peijured most; 

For all my vowa ate oaths but to misuse thee. 

And all my honest faith in thee is losl^ 

For 1 have sworn deep oaUis of thy deep kindness. 
Oaths of th^ lov<^ thy truth, thy constemcy, 

And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness. 

Or made them swear against the thing they see ; 

For I have sworn thee fair; more perjured I, 

To swear against the truth so foul a lie! 


CTsLLL 

Cupid laid bjr his brand, and fell asleep: 

A maid of Dian'a this advantage found. 

And his love>kindling fire did quickly steep 
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground; 

Which borrow’d from this holy fire of Love 
A dateless livdy heat, still to endure, 

And_ grew a seething bath, which yet men prove 
Against strange maladies a sovereign cure. 


But at my mistress’ eve Love’s brand new-fired. 

The boy for trial needs would touch my breast; 

1, sick withal, the help of bath desired. 

And thither hied, a saa distemper'd guest, 

But found no oure: the bath for my hdp lies 
Where Cupid got new fire — my mistress’ eyes. 

CUV. 

The little Love-god lying once asleep 
Laid by his side his hes^inflaming brand. 

Whilst many nvmphs that vow’d ^aste life to keep 
Came tripping by; but in hra maiden hand 
The fairest votary took up that fire 
Which many legions of true hearts had warm’d; 

And so the general of hot desire 
Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm’d. 

This brand she quenched in a cool well by. 

Which from Love’s fire took heat perpetuiX 

Growing a bath and healthful remedy 

For men diseased; but I, my mistress’ thrall, 

Came there for cure, and this ly that I prove, 
Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love. 





A LOVER’S COMPLAINT. 


From off a hill whose concave womb rc-worded 
A plaintful story from a sistering vale, 

My spirits to attend this double voice accorded. 
And down I laid to list the sad-tuned talc; 

Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale, 

Teaiii^ of papers, breaking rings a-twain. 

Storming her world with sorrow’s wind and rain. 

Upon her head a platted hive of straw. 

Which fortified her visa^ from the sun. 

Whereon the thought might think sometime it saw 
The carcass of a l^uty spent and done: 

Time had not scythed all that youth begun, 

Nor youth all quit; but, spite of heaven's fell ra^'. , 
Some beauty peep’d through lattice of sear’d age. 

Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne. 

Which on it had conceited characters. 

Laundering the silken figures in the brine 
That season’d woe had pelleted in tears. 

And often reading what contents it bears ; 

As often shrieking undistin^sh’d woe. 

In clamours of au size, both high and low. 

Sometimes her levell’d eyes their carriage ride. 

As they did battery to the spheres ’ntend ; 
Sometime diverted their poor balls are tied 
To the orbed earth; sometimes they do extend 
Their view right on; anon their gazes lend 
To every place at once, and, nowhere fix’d. 

The mind and sight distractedly commix’d. 

Her hair, nor loose nor tied in formal plat. 
Proclaim’d in her a careless hand of pride. 

For some, untuck’d, descended her sheaved hat. 
Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside; 

Some in her threaden fillet still did bide. 

And true to bondage would not break from thence. 
Though daekly bndded in loose negligence. 


A thousand favours from a mannd she drew 
Of amber, crystal, and of beaded jet. 

Which one by one she in a river threw, 

Umn whose weeping margent she was set; 

Like usury, applying wet to wet. 

Or monarch’s hands that let not bounty fall 
Where want cries some, but where excess begs oil. 

Of folded schedules had she many a one. 

Which she perused, sigh’d, tore, and gave the flood; 
Crack’d many a ring of posied gold and bone. 

Bidding them find ueir sepulchres in mud; 

Found yet moe letters sadly penn’d in blood. 

With slcided silk feat and afl'ectedly 
Euswathed, and seal’d to curious secrecy. 

These often bathed she in her fluxive eyes. 

And often kiss’d, and often ’gan to tear; 

Cried, ' 0 false blood, thou raster of lies. 

What unapproved witness dost thou bear I 

Ink would Mve seem’d more black and damned herd’ 

This said, in top of rage the lines she rents. 

Big discontent so breal^g their contents. 

A reverend man that grazed his cattle nigh — 
Sometime a blusterer, that the ruffle knew 
Of court, of city, and had let go 
The swiftest hours, observed as they flew — 

Towards this afflicted ftmey fastly drew. 

And, privileged by age, desires to know 
In bnef the grounds and motives of her woe. 

So slides he down upon bis grained bat. 

And comely-distant sits he by her side; 

When he again desires her, being sat, ^ 

Her grievance with bis hearing to divide: 

If that from him there may M aught applied 
Which may her sufiTeiing ecstasy assuage, 

’Tis promised in the charity of age. 
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‘Father,’ she says, ‘though in me you behold 
The injury of many a blasting hour. 

Let it not tell your judgment I am old ; 

Not ago, but sorrow, over me hath power: 

I might as yet have been a spreading flower, 

Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied 
Love to myself and to no love braide. 

* But, woe is me ! too early I attended 

A youthful suit — it was to gain my grace — 

Of one by nature’s outwards so commended. 

That maidens' eyes stuck over all his face: 

Love lack’d a dwelling, and made him her place; 

And when in his fair parts she did abide, 

She was new lodged and newly deified. 

'His browny locks did hang in crooked curls; 

And every light occasion of the wind 
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls. 

What’s sweet to do, to do will aptly find: 

Each eye that saw him did enchant tho mind, 

For on his visage was in little drawn 
What largeness thinks in Paradise was sawn. 

'Small show of man was yet upon his chin ; 

His phoenix down began but to appear 
Like unshorn velvet on that termless skin. 

Whose bare out-bragg'd the web it seem’d to wear: 

Yet show’d his visage by that cost more dear; 

And nice affections wavering stood in doubt 
If best were as it was, or best without. 

‘ His qualities were beauteous as his form, 

For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof free; 

Yet, if men moved him, was he such a storm 
As oft ’twixt May and April is to see. 

When winds breathe sweet, unruly though they be. 

His rudeness so with his authorized youth 
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth. 

* Well could he ride, and often men would say 
“That horse his mettle from his rider takes: 

Proud of subjection, noble by the sway, 

What rounds, what bounds, what course, what stop he 
makes!" 

And controversy hence a question takes. 

Whether the horse by him became his deed. 

Or he his manage by the well-doing steed. 

‘But quicklv on his side the verdict went: 

His real habitude gave life and grace 
To appertainings and to ornament, 

Accomplish’d in himself, not in his case : 

All aios, themselves made fairer by their place. 

Came for additions; yet their purposed trim 
Pieced not his grace, but were all graced by him. 

' So on the tip of his subduing tongue 
All kinds of arguments and question deep, 

All reiplication prompt, and reason strong. 

For his advanta^ stUl did wake and sleep: 

'fo make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep. 

He had the dialect and different skill. 

Catching all passions in his craft of will : 

‘That he did in the general bosom reign 
Of ]ronim, of old; and sexee both enchanted. 

To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain 


In personal duty, following where he haunted ; 

Consents bewitch’d, ere he desire, have granted; 

And dialoji^ued for him what he would say. 

Ask’d their own wills, and made their wills obey. 

‘Many there were that did his picture get. 

To serve their cj^es, and in it put their mind; 
like fools that lu th’ imagination set • 

The goodly objects which abroad they find 
Of lands and mansions, theirs in thought assign’d ; 

And labouring in moe pleasures to bestow them 
'i'han the true gouty landlord which doth owe them: 

‘So many have, that never touch’d his hand. 

Sweetly supposed them mistress of hia heart. 

My woeful self, that did in freedom stand. 

And was my own fee-simple, not in part. 

What with his art in youth, and youth in art, 

Threw my affections in his charmed power, 

Reserved the stalk and gave him all my flower. 

‘Yet did I not, as some my equals did, 

Demand of him, nor being de.sired yielded ; 

Finding myself in honour so forbid. 

With safest distance I mine honour shielded; 

Experience for me many bulwarks builded 
Of proofs new-bleeding, which remain’d the foil 
Of this false jewel, and his amorous spoil. 

‘But, ah, who ever shunn’d by precedent 
The destined ill she must herself assay? 

Or forced examples, ’gainst her own content, 

To put the by-past perils in her way ? 

Counsel may stop awhile what will not stay; 

For when we rage, advice is often seen 
By blunting us to make our wits more keen. 

'Nor gives it satisfaction to our blood. 

That we must curb it upon others’ proof; 

To be forbod the sweets that seem so good. 

For fear of harms that preach in our behoof. 

O appetite, from judgment stand aloof! 

The one a palate hath that needs will taste. 

Though Season weep, and cry, “ It is thy last" 

‘ For further I coqld say, " This man’s untrue,’’ 

And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling; 

Heard where his plants in others’ orchards grew. 

Saw how deceits were gilded in bis smiling; 

Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling; 

Thought characters and words merely but art. 

And bastards of his foul adulterate heart 

‘ And long %pon these terms I held my city. 

Till thus he ’gan besiege me : " Gentle njuiid. 

Have of my suffering youth some feeling pit}'. 

And be not of my holy vows afiwid: 

That's to ye sworn to none was ever sail; 

For feasts of love I have been call’d unto, 

Till now did ne’er invite, nor never woo.' 

‘“All ray offences that abroad you see * 

Are errors of the blood, none of the miil^ ; 

Love made them not: with acture they toay be, 

Where neither party is nor true nor kin|: 

They sought their shame that so their s^me did find; 
And so much less of shame in me rematos, 

By hoF much of me their reproach contains. 
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'“Among the many that mine eyes have seen, 

Not one whose flame my heart so much as warm'd, 
Or my airectiou put to tlte smallest teeu, 

Or any of my leisures ever charm’d: 

Harm have I done to them, but ne’er was harm’d; 
Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free, ' 
And reign’d, commanding in his monarchy. 

‘“Look here, what tributes wounded fancies sent me. 
Of paled pearls and rubies red as blood: 

Figuring that they their passions likewise lent me 
Of grief and blushes, aptly understood 
In bloodless white and the encrimson’d mood; 

Effects of terror and dear modesty. 

Encamp’d in hearts, but fighting outwardly. 

' “ And, lo, behold these talents of their hair. 

With twisted metal amorously impleach’d, 

I have received from many a several fair. 

Their kind acceptance weepingly besecch’d. 

With the annexions of fair gems enrich’d. 

And deep-brain’d sonnets that did amplify 
Each stone’s dear nature, worth, and quality. 

‘•‘The diamond — why, ’twas beautiful and hard. 
Whereto his invised properties did tend; 

The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh regard 
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend; 

The heaven-hued sapphire and the opal blend 
With objects manifold: each several stone. 

With w;it well blazon'd, smiled or made some moan. 

' “ Lo, all these trophies of affections hot. 

Of pensived and subdued desires the tender, 

Nature hath charged me that I hoard them not, 

But yield them up where 1 myself must render. 

That is, to you, my origin and ender; 

For these, of force, must your oblations be. 

Since 1 their altar, you empatrou me. 

‘“O, then, advance of yours that phraseless hand. 
Whose white weighs down the airy scale of pmL>3 ; 
Take all these similes to your own command. 
Hallow’d with sighs that burning lungs did raise; 
What me your minister, for you obeys. 

Works under you; and to your audit comes 
Their distract parcels in combined sums. 

‘“Lo, this device was sent me from a nun. 

Or sister sanctified, of holiest note; 

Which late her noble suit in court did shun. 

Whose rarest havings made the blossoms dote, 

For she was sought by spirits of richest coat. 

But kept cold distance, and did thc'.ice remove. 

To spend her living in eternal love. 

“‘But, O my sweet, what labour is’t to leave 
The tiling we have not, mastering what not strives, 
Playing we place which did no form receive. 

Flaying patient sports in unconstrained gyves? 

She that her fame so to herself contrives. 

The scars of tettle 'scapeth by the flight. 

And makes her absence valiant, not her might 

'“0, pardon mo, in that my boast is true: 

The accident which brought me to her eye 
Upon the moment did her force subdue, 


And now she would the caged cloister fly. 

Beligious love put out Behgion’s eye: 

Not to be tempted, would she be immured, 

And now, to tempt, all liberty procured. 

‘ “ How mighty then you are, O, hear me tell ! 

The broken bosoms that to me belong 
Have emptied all their fountains in my well. 

And mine I pour your ocean all among: 

I strong o’er them, and you o’er me being strong. 

Must for your victory us all congest. 

As compound love to physic your cold breast. 

‘ “ My parts had power to charm a sacred nun. 

Who, discipliued, aye, dieted in grace, 

Believed her eyes when they to assail begun. 

All vows and consecrations giving place: 

O most potential lovel vow, bond, nor space. 

In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor confine. 

For thou art all, and all things else are thine! 

‘“When thou impressest, what are precepts worth 
Of stale example? When thou wilt inflame, 

How coldly these impediments stand forth 
Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame ! 

Love’s arms are peace, ’gainst rule, ’gainst sense, ’gainst 
shame. 

And sweetens, in the suffering pangs it bears. 

The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears. 

“‘Now all these hearts that do on mine depend. 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine; 

And supplicant their sighs to you extend, 

To leave the battery that you make ’gainst mine. 
Lending soft audience to my sweet design. 

And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath 
That shall prefer and undertake my troth.” 

‘ This said, his watery eyes he did dismount. 

Whose sights till then were levell’d on my face; 

Each cheek a river running from a fount 
With brinish current downward flow’d apace : 

O, how the channel to the stream gave grace! 

Who glazed with crystal gate the glowing roses 
That flame through water which their hue encloses. 

‘0 father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 
In the small orb of one particular tear! 

But with the inundation of the eyes 
What rocky heart to water will not wear? 

What breast so cold that is not warmed here? 

0 cleft effect! cold modesty, hot wrath. 

Both fire from hence and chill extincture hath. 

‘For, lo, his passion, but an art of craft. 

Even there resolved my reason into tears; 

There my white stole of chastity I dafl’d. 

Shook off m^ sober guards and civil fears; 

Appear to him, as he to me appears. 

All melting; though our drops this difference bore. 

His poison’d me, and mine dhd him restore. 

‘In him a plenitude of subtle matter. 

Applied to cautels, all strange forms receives, 

Of burning blushes, or of weeping water. 

Or swooning paleness; and he takes and leaves. 

In eitheFs aptness, as it best deceives. 

To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes. 

Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows: 
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A LOVER’S COMPLAINT. 


*Tliat not a heart which in his level came 
Could 'scape the hail of his all-hurting aim. 

Showing fair nature is both kind and tame; 

And, v^’d in them, did win whom he would maim: 
Against the thing he sought he would exclaim, 
'When he most burn'd in heort-wish’d luxury. 

He preach’d pure maid, and praised cold chastity. 


‘Thus merely with the mrment of a Grace 
The naked and conceded fiend he cover’d; 
That th’ unexperient gave the tempter pla^. 


Whicli like a oherubin above them hover’d. 

Who, young and simple, would not be so lover’d? 
Ay me I 1 fell; and yet do question make 
'What 1 should do again for such a sake. 

'O, that infected moisture of his eye, 

O, that false fixe which in his chel^ so glow’d, 

O, that forced thunder from Ids heart did fly, 

O, that sad breath his s^ngy lungs bestow’d, 

O, all that borrow’d motion seeming owed. 

Would yet again betray the fore-betray’d. 

And new pervert a reconciled maidl’ 





THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM. 


I 

When iny love swears that she is made of truth, 

I do believe her, though I know she lies. 

That she might think me some untutor'd youth. 
Unskilful in the world’s false forgeries. 

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks mo young, 
Although I know my years he past the best, 

I smiling credit her false<8peaking tongue. 
Outfacing faults in love with love’s ill rest. 

But wherefore says my love that she is young’ 
And wherefore say not 1 that 1 am old? 

O, love’s best habit is a soothing tongue. 

And age, in love, loves not to have years told. 
Therefore I’ll lie with love, and love with me, 
Since that our faults in love thus smother’d be 

II. 

Two loves I have, of comfort and despah, 

That like two spirits do suggest me still. 

My better angel is a man right fair. 

My worser spirit a woman colour’d ill. 

'To win me soon to hell, my female evil 
Tempteth my better angel from my side, 

And would corrupt my saint to bo a devil. 
Wooing his parity with her fair pride. 

And vmether that my angel be tui fiend. 
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell: 

For being both to me, both to each friend, 

I guess one angel in another's hell ; ^ 

1%e truth I shall not know, but live in doubt. 
Till my W angel fire my good one out. 

III. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 
'Qainst whom the world could not hold argument, 
Persusde my heart to this false perjury ? 

Vows for thee broke deserve not punish ineut 
A woman I forawoie; but I will prove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee: 

VOL. IIL 


My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 

Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace in me. 

My vow was breath, and breath a vapour is: 

Then, thou fair sun, that on this earth doth shine. 
Exhale this vapour vow; in thee it is; 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine. 

If by me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To break an oath, to win a paradise? 

IV. 

Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a brook 

With young Adonis, lovely, fresh, and green. 

Did court the lad with many a lovely look. 

Such looks os none could look but beauty’s queen. 

She told him stories to delight his ear; 

She show’d him favours to allure his eye; 

To win his heart, she touch’d him here and there — 
Touches BO soft still conquer chastity. 

But whether unripe years did want conceit, 

Or he refused to take her figured proffer. 

The tender nibbler would not touch the bait, 

But smile and jest at every gentle offer: 

Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and toward : 
He rose and ran away; ah, fool too frowardl 

V. 

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to love? 
0 never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow’d: 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I’ll constant prove; 
Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like osiers bow’d. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eves. 
Where all those pleasures live that art can comprehend. 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice; 
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee commend ; 
All ignorant that soul that sees thee without wonder, 
Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts admire: 
Thine eye Jove’s hghtnug seems, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder. 

Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet fir& 
Celestial as thou art, 0 do not love that wrong. 

To sing heavens' praise with such an earthly tongue. 

68 
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VI. 

Scarce had the son dried up the dewj mom. 

And scarce the herd gone to the he^ for shade, 

When Cythere^ all in love forlorn, 

A longing tarriance for Adonis made 
Under an osier growing bv a brook, 

A brook where Adou used to cool his spleen: 

Hot was the day; she hotter tiiat did look 
For his approach, that often there had been. 

Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by. 

And stood stark naked on the brook's green brim: 

The sun look'd on the world with glorious eye, 

Yet not so wistly as this queen on him* 

He, spying her, bounced in, whereas he stooil : 

'O Jove,' quoth she, 'why was not 1 a flood 1' 

VII. 

Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle : 

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty; 

Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle; 

Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty: 

A lily pole, with damask dye to grace her. 

None fairer, nor none falser to deface her. 

Her lips to mine how often hath she join'd; 

Between each kiss her oaths of true love swearing! 
How many tales to please me hath she coin’d. 
Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing! 

Yet in the midst of all her pure protestings. 

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were jestings. 

She bum'd with love, as straw with fire flameth; 

She bum’d out love, as soon as straw ont-burneth; 

She framed the love, and yet she foil’d the framing; 
She bade love last, and yet she fell a-turning. 

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether? 

Bad in the best, though exccllei t in neither. 

VIII. 

If music and sweet poetry agree. 

As they must needs, the sister and the brother. 

Then must the love be great ’twixt thee and me. 
Because thou lovest the one, and 1 the other. 

Dowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly touch 
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense; 

Spenser to me, whose deep conceit is such 
As, passing all conceit^ needs no defence. 

Thou lovest to hear the sweet melodious sound 
That Phoebus' lute, the queen of music, makes; 

And 1 in deep delight am chiefly drown’d 
Whenas himself to singing he betakes. 

One god is god of both, as poets feign; 

One knight loves both, and both in thee rcmaia 

IX. 

Fair was the mom when the fair queen of love, 

# # • • « • • 

Paler for sorrow than her milk>white dove. 

For Adon'a sake, a youngster proud and wild; 

Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill: 

Anon Adonis comes with horn and nounds : 

She, silly queen, with more than love’s good will. 
Forbade the boy he should not pass those grounds: 
'Once,' quoth she, ‘did 1 see a fair sweet youth 
Here in these brsAes deep-wounded with a boar. 

Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of mth! 

See, in my thigh,' quoth she, 'here was the sore.’ 

She showed heia : he saw more wounds than one^ 
And blushing fled, and left her all alona 


X. 

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck’d, soon vaded. 
Pluck'd in the bud, and vaded in the spring! 

Br^ht orient pearl, alack, too timely shaded ! 

Fair creature, Kill’d too soon by death’s sharp sting ! 
Like a green plum that hangs upon a tree, 

And falu, through wind, before the .fall should be. 

I weep for thee, and yet no cause 1 have ; 

For way tiiou left’st me nothing in thy will : 

And yet thou left’st me more than I did crave , 

For why I craved nothing of thee stdl: 

O yes, dear friend, 1 pardon crave of thee, 

Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to me. 

XI. 

Venus, with young Adonis sitting by her 
Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him : 

She told the youngling how god Mars did try her, 
And as he feu to her, so fell she to him. 

' Even thus,’ quoth she, ‘ the warlike god embraced me 
And then she clipp’d Adonis in her arms ; 

'Even thus,’ quoth she, 'the warlike god unlaced me,’ 
As if the boy should use like loving charms : 

' Even thus,’ quoth she, ‘ he seized on my lips,’ 

And with her lips on his did act the seizure : 

And as she fetched breath, away he skips. 

And would not take her meaning nor her ^dcasure. 

Ah, that I had my lady at this bay. 

To kiss and clip me till 1 run away ' 

XII. 

Crabbed age and youth cannot live together: 

Youth is mil of pleosance, age is full of care; 

Youth like summer morn, age like winter weathei ; 
Youth like summer brave, age like winter bare 
Youth is full of sport, age’s breath is short; 

Youth is nimble, age is lame; 

Youth is hot and bold, age is weak and cold , 

Youth is wild, and age is tame. 

Age, I do abhor thee ; youth; I do adore thee ; 

0, my love, my love is young ' 

Age, 1 do defy thee : 0, sweet shepherd, hie thee. 

For methinks thou stay’st too long. 

XIII. 

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good; 

A shining gloss that vadeth suddenly; 

A flower that dies when first it 'gins to bud; 

A brittle glass that’s broken presently: 

A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower. 

Lost, vaded, broken, dead within an hour. 

And as goods lost are seld or never found. 

As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh. 

As flowers dead lie wither’d on the ground. 

As broken glass no cement can redress. 

So beauty blemish'd once 's for ever lost. 

In spite of physic, painting, pain, and cost. 

xrr. 

Qood night, good test Ah, neither be id^ share : 

She bade goM night that kept my rest away; 

And doff’d me to a cabin bang’d with ctfre. 

To descant on the doubts of my decay. 

‘Farewell,’ quoth she, 'and come agmn to-morrow f 
Far4 well I could not for I supp’d with sorrow. 



THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM. 


459 


Yet at niy parting sweetly did she smile, 

In scorn or friendship, uill I construe whether: 

'T may be, she joy’d to jest at my exile, 

T may be, ag^n to make me wander thither: 
'Wander,' a word for shadows like myself. 

As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf. 

XV, 

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east! 

My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning rise 
Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest. 

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes, 

While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and mark. 
And wish her lays were tuned like the lark; 


For she doth welcome daylight with her ditty. 

And drives away dark dismal-dreaming night: 

Tlie night so pack’d, I post unto my pretty ; 

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished sight; 
Sorrow changed to solace, solace mix’d with sorrow ; 
For why, she sigh’d and bade me come to-morrow. 

Were I with her, the night would post too soon ; 

But now are minutes added to the hours; 

To spite me now, each minute seems a moon ; 

Yet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers I 

Pack night, peep day; good day, of night now 
borrow : 

Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to-morrow. 


SONNETS TO SUNDRY NOTES OF MUSIC. 


xvr. 

It was a lording’s daughter, the fairest one of three. 
That liked of her master as well os well might he. 

Till looking on an Englishman, the fair’stthat eye could see. 
Her fancy fell a-turning. 

Long was the combat doubtful that love witli love di<l fight. 
To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant knight: 
To put in pinctice either, alas, it was a spite 
Unto the silly damsel! 

But one must be refused ; more mickle w’as the pain 
That nothing could be used to turn them both to gain. 
For of the two the trusty knight was wounded with disdain : 

Alas, she could not help it! 

Thus art with arms contending was victor of the day. 
Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid away ; 
Then, lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady gay; 
For now my song is ended. 

xvn. 

On a day, alack the day ! 

Love, whose month was ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair. 

Playing in the wanton air: 

Through the velvet leaves the wind. 

All unseen, *gan passage find; 

That the lover, sick to death. 

Wish'd himself the heaven’s breath, 

'Air,' quoth he, 'thy checks may blow; 

Air, would I might triumph so! 

But, alas I my hand hatl’ sworn 
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 

Vow, alack I for youth unmeet: 

Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet 
Thou for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiope were; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 

xvni. 

My flocks feed not. 

My ewes breed not. 

My rams speed not. 

All is amiss: 


Love’s denying. 

Faith’s defying. 

Heart’s renying. 

Causer of this. 

All my merry jigs are quite forgot. 

All my lady’s love is lost, God wot: 

Where her faith was firmly fix’d in love. 

There a nay is placed without remove. 

One silly cross 
Wrought all my loss; 

0 frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame! 

For now I see 
Inconstancy 

More in women than in men remain. 

In black nmurn I, 

All fears scorn 1, 

Love hath forlorn me. 

Living in thrall: 

Heart is bleeding. 

All help needing, 

0 cruel speeding, 

Fraughted with gall. 

My shepherd’s pipe can sound no deni; 

My wether’s bell rings doleful knell : 

My curtail dog, that wont to have play’d. 

Plays not at but seems afiaid; 

My sighs so deep 
Procure to weep. 

In bowling wise, to see my doleful plight. 

How sighs resound 
Through heartless ground. 

Like a thousand vanquish’d men in bloody fight 

Clear wells spring not. 

Sweet birds sin{| not. 

Green plants bring not 
Forth their dye; 

Herds stand weeping, 

Flocks all sleeping, 

Nymphs back peeping 
Fearfully : 

All our pleasure known to us poor swains. 

All our merry meetings on the plains. 

All our evening sport from us is fled. 

All our love is lost, for Love is dead. 
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Farewell, sweet lass, 

Thy like ne’er was 

For a sweet content, the cause of all my moan : 
Poor Coiydon 
Must live alone; 

Other help for him I see that there is none. 

XIX. 

When as thine eye hath chose the dame, 

And stall'd the door that thou shouldst strike. 

Lot reason rule things worthy blame. 

As well as fancy partial might: 

Take counsel of some wiser head. 

Neither too young nor yet unwed. 

And when thou coinest thy talc to tell, 

Smooth not thy tongue with tiled talk. 

Lest she some subtle practice smell — 

A cripple soon can find a halt ; 

But plainly say thou lovest her well. 

And set thy person forth to sell. 

What though her frowning brows be bent. 

Her cloudy looks will calm ere night: 

And then too late she will repent 
That thus dissembled her delight; 

And twice desire, ere it be day. 

That which with scorn she put away. 

What though she strive to try her strength. 

And ban and brawl, and say thee nay. 

Her feeble force will yield at length. 

When craft hath taught her thus to say, 

'Had women been so strong as men, 

In faith, you had not had it then.’ 

And to her will frame all thy ways: 

Spare not to spend, and chiefly there 
Where thy desert may merit praise. 

By ringing in thy lady's ear: 

The strongest castle, tower, and town. 

The golden bullet beats it down. 

Serve always with assured trust. 

And in thy suit be humble true ; 

Unless thy lady prove unjust. 

Press never thou to choose anew ; 

When time shall serve, be thou not slack. 

To proffer, though she put thee back. 

The wiles and gniles that women work. 

Dissembled with an outward show. 

The tricks and toys that in them lurk. 

The cock that treads them shall not know. 

Have you not heard it said full oft, 

A woman’s nay doth stand for nought? 

Think women love to match with men. 

And not to live so like a saint: 

Here is no heaven; they holy then 
Begin when age does them attaint. 

Were kisses all the joys in bed. 

One woman would anther wed. 

But, soft! enough, too much, I fear; 

Lest that my mistress hear my song, 

She will not stick to ring my ear. 

To teach my tongue to m so long: 

Tet will she blush, here be it said. 

To hear her secrets so bewray’d. 


XX. 

Live with me, and be my love^ 

And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hiUs and valleys, dales and fields; 
And all the cra ggy mountains yields. 

There will we sit upon the rocks. 

And see the shepherds feed their flocks. 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

There will I make thee a bed of roses. 
With a thousand fragrant posies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle. 

A belt of straw and ivy buds. 

With coral clasps and amber studs; 

And if these pleasures may thee move. 
Then live with me and be my love. 

Love’s Answeb. 

If that the world and love were young. 
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue. 
These prettv pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

XXL 

As it fell upon a day 
In the merry mouth of May, 

Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Which a grove of myrtles made. 

Beasts did leap, and birds did sing. 

Trees did grow, and plants did spring; 
Every thing did banish moan. 

Save the nightingale alone: 

She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 

Lean’d h^r breast up-till a thorn. 

And there sung the dolefull’st ditty. 

That to hear it was great pity : 

'Fie, fie, fie,’ now would she cry; 

'Tercu, tereul’ by and by; 

That to hear her so complain. 

Scarce I could from tears refrain; 

For her griefs, so lively shown. 

Made me think upon mine own. 

Ah, thought I, thou moum’st in vain! 
None takes pity on thy pain; 

Senseless trees they cannot hear thee; 
Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee; 
King Pandion he is dead; 

All thy friends are lapp’d in lead; 

All thy fellow birds do sing, 

Careless of. thy sonowing. 

Even so. poor bird, like thee, 

None alive will pity me. \ 

Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled. 

Thou and I were both beguiled. 

Every one that flatters thee , 

Is no friend in misery. 

Words are easy, like the wind; 

FaithM friendis are hard to find: i- 
Eve^ man will be thy Mend n 
Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend; 
But if store of crowns be scanty 
man will supply thy want. 
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THE PHCENIX 

If that one be prodigal, 

Bountiful they will him ^*11. 

And with such-like flattering, 

‘Pity byt he were a king;' 

If he be addict to vice. 

Quickly him they will entice ; 

It' to women he be bent. 

They have at commandement ; 

But if Fortune once do frown, 

Then farewell his great renown; 


AND THE TURTLE. 

They that fawn’d on him before 
Use his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeed. 

He will help thee in thy need: 
If tliou sorrow, he will weep; 

If thou wake, he cannot sleep ; 
Thus of every grief in heart 
He with thee doth bear a part. 
These am certain signs to know 
Faithful friend from flattering 


THE PH(ENIX AND THE TURTLE. 


Let the bird of loudest lay. 

On the sole Arabian tree. 

Herald sad and trumpet be. 

To whose sound chaste wings obey. 

But thou shrieking harbinger, 

Foul precurrer of the fiend. 

Augur of the fever’s end. 

To this troop come thou not near! 

From this session interdict 
Every fowl of tyrant wing. 

Save the eagle, feather’d king: 

Keep the o^quy so strict. 

Tjet the priest in surplice white. 

That deranctivo music con. 

Be the death-divining swan. 

Lest the requiem lack his right. 

And thou treble-dated crow. 

That thy sable gender mokest 

With the breath thou givest and takest, 

’Mongst our mourners shalt thou go. 

Here the anthem doth commence: 

Love and constancy is dead; 

Phoenix and the turtle fled 
In a mutual flame from hence. 

So tiiey loved, as love in twain 
Had the essence but in one; 

Two distincts, division none: 

Number there in love was slain. 

Hearts remote, yet not asunder; 
Distance, and no space was seen 
*Twixt the turtle and his queen: 

But in them it were a wonder. 

So between them love did shine. 

That the turtle saw his right 
Flaming in the phoenix' sight; 

Either was the other's mine. 


Property was thus appall’d. 

That the self was not the same: 
Single nature’s double name 
Neither two nor one was call’d. 

Season, in itself confounded, 

Saw division grow together. 

To themselves yet either neither. 
Simple were so well compounded. 

That it cried. How true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one! 

Love hath reason, reason none. 

If what parts can so remain. 

'Whereupon it made this threne 
To the phoenix and the dove, 
Oo-supremes and stars of love. 

As chorus to their tragic scene. 

TBRENOS. 

Beauty, truth, and rarity, 

Grace in all simplicity. 

Here enclosed in cinders lie. 

Death is now the phoenix’ nest: 
And the turtle’s loyal breast 
To eternity doth rest. 

Leaving no posterity: 

Twas not their infinity. 

It was married chastity. 

Truth may seem, but cannot be; 
Beauty brag, but ’tis not she; 
Truth and beauty buried be. 

To this um let those rqiair 
That are either true or fair; 

For these dead birds sigh a prayer. 



GLOSSARY, 


Abate, to shorten. M. N.'s Dr. iii. 2. To cast 
down. Cor. iii, 3. To blunt. K. 111. v. 4. 
Abatement, diminution. Lear, i. 4. 

Abhominable, antiquated spelling of abominable. 
L*sL’sL.v. 1. 

Abide, to sojourn. Wint. Tale, ir. 3. To expiate 
(a oomiption of 'Aby '). J. 0. iii. 1 : Ibid. lii. 2. 
Amects, things thrown away as worthless. J. 
C. iv. 1. 

Able, to uphold. Lear, iv. 6. 

Abwng, tmboding. 3 H. VI. v. 6. 

Abridgment, pastime, a short play. M. N’s Dr. 

V. 1 ; Ham. li. 2. 

Abroad, disbursed, expended. Oym. iii. 4. 
Abrook, to brook, abide. 2 H. Vi. ii. 4. 
Absey-book, a pnmer. John. i. 1. 

Absolute, positiveocertain. Ham. v. 2 ; Gym. iv. 

2. Complete. Temp. i. 2. 

Abuse, to deceive. Lear, iv. 7. 

Abuse, deception. M. for M. v. 1. 

Aby, to expiate a fault. M. N's Dr. iii. 2. 

Abyam, abyss. Temp. i. 2. 

Accite, to cite, summon. 2 H. IV. v. 2. 
Aocordii^ly, conformably, proportionately. All’s 
Well, ii. 0. . ^ 

Account of, to value, to appreciate. Two Gent, 
ii. 1. 

Accuse, accusation. 2 H. VL iii. 1. 

Ache (a noun), pronounced oeAe, and foimi^ a 
riddle with the letter H. Much Ado, iii. 4 ; 
A. A C. ir. 7. , , ^ 

Ache (a verb), pronounced aJte. Temp. 1. 2. 
Achieve, to obtain. H. V. iv. 3. 

Acknown, *to be acknown’ is to acknowledge. 
0th. iii. 3. 

Acquaintance, amity. Son. 89. 

Acquittance, a receipt or discharge. . Ham. iv. Z 
Across, to break, a tilt-yerd te^nical. Much 
Ado, V. 1 ; L's L’s L. iu. 1. 

Action-taking, htigions. Lear, ii. Z 
Actnre, action. Lover's Com. vol. iii p. 464. 
Adamant^ loadstone. M. K's Dr. ii 1. 

Adam, old, a sergeant. Com. of £. iv. 3. 
Addition, title, attribute. All’s Well, ii. 3; T. 
A Cr. i. 2. 

Address, to prepare oneself. Ham. i. 2; 2 H. 

VI. v. 2. 

Addressed, prepared. L*a L's L. ii. 1. 
Admittance, voroe, fadiion. Merry Wives, ii. 2. 
Advance, to pruei^ promote to honour. Tim. L 2. 
Advertisement, acunonition. Much Ado, v. 1. 
Advmtiaing, attentive. M. for M. v. 1. 

Advice, consideration, disoreiion. Two Gent, 
ii. 4 ; M. for M. v. 1. 

Advise, to consider, reflect. Tw. N. iv. 2. 
Advised^ considerate. Com. of £. v. 1. 
Advocation, pleading, advocacy. 0th. iii. 4. 
Afeard, afraid. Merry Wives, iii. 4. 

Affect, to tore. Merry Wives, ii. 1. ^ , 

Affect the letter, to use alliteration. L’s L’s L. 
iv. Z 

AffeerecL sssesMd. oonfirmed. Mao. ir. 3. 
Afllned, hound. 0th. L 1 ; Ibid. ii. 3. 

Affront, to confront, encounter. Ham. iii. 1. 
Affy, to affiance. 2 H. VI. iv. 1. To trust. T. 
A.i. 1. 

Afront, in front. 1 H. IV. ii. A 
After-supptf, a rers-supper, a second supper. 
M. N’s Dr. T. 1. 

Againstthshair, against the grain. C. ATr. i. 1. 
Agased, looking in amaiement. 1 H. VL i 1. 
A^et-M^l^t^ dflnrs sograTsdcm a jeweL 

Agnise, to si(£nowledge, confess. 0th. L 8. 
A^good, a good deal, i^enteously. Two Cknt. 

IV. A 

A-hold, a asa^tenn. Temp. i. 1. 
A^iihensetof abixdoljpr^. R. III. i.8. 
Aiin,agueai. Two Gent iii. 1. 

Aiax, a jakee. L’s L's L t. 2. 

AlMy. im ancient name for ScotlanA Lear, i. 1. 
Alder-liefest, most loved of all. 2 H. VL i. 1. 
AK ale-hou^ Two Cent. iL 6. 

Alas, rnstic festivitiss. Two Gent. il. 6. 

AUons! let us go. L’s L’s L. iv. 3; Ibid. v. 1. 


Allow, to Approve. Tw. N. i. 2. 

Allowance, approval. Cor. iii. 2. 

AU-thing, every way. Mac. iii. 1. 

Alms-druik, a portion of liquor drunk to relieve 
a companion. A. A C. ii. 7. 

Althea’s dream. 2 H. IV. ii. 2. 

Amazing, confounding, appalling. Merry Wives, 

V. 6 : A. II. i. ^ 

Ames-ace, two aces, the lowest throw of the dice. 

AU’s WeU, u. a 
Amiss, a fault, ^n. 35 ; 141. 

Amort, dead, dejected. Tam. of S. iv. A 
An, if. Much Ado, i. 1. 

Anchor, an anchorite, hermit Ham. in. 2. 
Ancient, an ensign-bearer. 1 H. IV. iv. 2. 
Andrew, a name for a ship. M. of V. i. 2. 

Angel, a coin, so called b^ause it bore the image 
of an aiigd. Mei^ Wives, i. 3. 

Angerly, ang^y. Two Gent. i. 2. 

Anight, by night. As you Like it, iL 4. 

Answer, retaliation. Cym. v. A 
Anthropophaginian, a cannibal. Merry Wives, 
iv. 5. 

Antick, the fool in the old plays. R. II. iii. 2. 
Antre, a cave. 0th. i. A 

Ape-bearer, an instructor snd exhibitor of apes. 
Wint Tale, iv. 2. 

Appaid, pleased, satisfied. Lucrece, voL lii. 
p. 425. 

Apparent, nearest. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 

Apparent, manifest. J. C. ii. 1. 

Apparent, beir-^parent. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 
A^^ritor, im officer of the spiritual court. L’s 

App^, accusation. M. for M. v. 1. 

Appeid, to accuse. R. II. i. 1. 

Appeal^, msde apparent. Cor. iv. 3. 

Apperil, danger, periL Tim. i. 2. 

Apple-John. s kind of iTOple. 1 H. IV. iii. A 
Apply, to ply. Tam. ofs. i. 1. 

Appointment, preparation. M. for M. iii. 1. 
Apprehension, opinion. Much Ado, iii. 4. 
Apprehensive, apt to apprehend or onderstand. 
J. 0. iii. 1. 

Approbation, probation. Cym. i. 5. 

A|^mf, a^robation, proof. Temp, it 5; Alls 

Approve, to prove. R. II. i. 3. To justify, make 
go^. M. of V. iii. 2 ; Ham. i. 1 ; Lear, ii. 4. 
Approver, one who proves or tries. Cym. ii. 4. 
Amse, to raise, to upraise. All's Well, ii. 1. 
Arch, chief. Lear, ii. 1. . 

Argal, a ridiculous word intended for the Latm 
eigo. Ham. v. 1. 

Argentine, silver. Per. v. 2. 

Argier, Algiers. Temp. i. 2. 

Aigoay, onginally a vessel of Rafrosa or Bagpsa. 
^I^osine ; hence any ship of Durden. H. of 

Aigament, subject. Much Ado, iL 3. 

Armigero, a mistake for Armiger, the Latin for 
Require. Merry Wive^ i. 1. ... 

Aroint, get thee gone. Mac. i. 3 ; Lear, m. 4. 
A-row, m a row. Com. of E. v. 1. ^ 

Arras, chamber-hangiMs. Ham. iii. 4. 

Arrive, to arrive at. J7 C. i. 2, ^ ^ 

Arthur’s Show, Sir Dsgonet in. 2 H. IV. ui. Z 
Articulate, to enter into articles of ag re ement. ' 

Oor. i 9. To exhibit in articles. 1 H. IV. v. 1. 
Artist, a scholar. T. A Cr. i. A 
Ask, to require. 2 H. VI. i. A . 

Aspect, regard^ ^9?^' ^ 

Aspersion. spniiJumg: hence blessiiig, 
beifore the Reformation benedietioii was f 
aUy accompanied by the sprinkling m holy 
water. Temp. iii. A 
Aa^t attempt. M. for M. hi. 1. 
AMjri^^tUmpt, test, make proof of. Merry 

Asslasro, an sm. T. A Cr. ii. 1. ^ ^ 

Aasnbjttgatc, to iubju^ta. T. A Cr. u. A 
Assurance, deed of assurance. _ Tam. of S. iv. 2. 
Assured, betrothed. Omm M E. m. 2. 
Astonished, thunderstruck. Lucrcoe, vol. ui. p. 
431. Bon. 86. 


At friend, on terms of friendship. Wmt. Talc, v. 1 . 
Atomy, an atom. As you Like it, iii. 2. Used in 
contempt of a small person. 2 H. IV. v. 4. 
Atone, to put people at one, to reconcile. K. II. 

i. 1. To agree. Cor. iv. 6. ^ 

Attach, to seize, lay hold on. Temp. iii. 3 ; Com. 

of E. iv. 1. 

Attacked, taken to tastL reprehended. I^oar, i. 4. 
Attend, to Usten to. Temp. i. 2 ; M. of V. v. 1. 
Attent, attentive. Ham. i. 2. 

Attorney, advocate, pleader. V. A A. vol. iii. p. 40D. 
Attorney, an agent. R. HI. iv. 4. 

Attorney, to employ as an agent. M. for M. v. 

1. To perform by an agent. Wint. Tale, i. 1. 
Audacious, spirited, daring, but without any note 
of blame attached to it. L’s L’s L. v. 1. 

Augur, augury. Mac. iii. 4. 

Aunts, wenches. Wint. Tale, iv. 2. 

Authentic, clothed with authority. Merry W i ves, 

ii. 2. 

Avaunt, be gone, a word of abhorrence. Com. 
of £. IV. A 

Ave, the Latin for hail ; hence acclamation. M. 

for M. i. 1. . 

Ave-Mary, the angelic salutation addressed to 
the B. virgin Mary. 2 H. VI. i. 3. 

Averring, confirming. Cym. v. 5. 

Awfnl. worshipful. Two Gent. iv. 1. 

Awful, au^onzed, lawful. 2 H.. IV. iv. I. 
Awkward, contrary. 2 H. VI. lii. 2. 

Baccare, keep back. Tam. of B. ii. 1. 
l^kward, the hinder part j hence, when applied 
to time, the past. Temp. i. 2. 

Baflled, treated with ignominy. R. II. 1. 1. 

Bale, iigury. Cor. i. 1. , 

Balk logic, to dispute, to wrangle. Tam. of B. 1. 1. 
Balked, heaped, ae on a ridge. 1 H. IV. 1. 1. 
Hallow, a cudgel. Lear, iv. 6 _ 

Balm, the oil of consecration. R. II. iv. 1 ; 3 n. 

Bani’tocurse. Luc. iii. p.429; V. A A.vol. iii.p.409 
Banbury cheese, s thin cbeeM. Merry W 1 ves, i. 1 . 
Band, a bond. Com. of £. iv. 3 ; A. A C. iii. 2. 
Bank, to tail by the Imks. John, v. 2. 

Banquet, a dessert. Tsm. of S. v. 2. 

Barhason, afiend. Merry Wives, li. 2 ; H. V. 11. 1. 
Barbers’ forfeits. M. for M. iv. 1. 

Barm, yeast. M. N’s. Dr. ii. 1. 

Barn, a child. 1 H. IV. ii. 3. 

Barnacle, a shell-fitb, supposed to p^uce the 
sea-bird of the same name. Temp. iv. 1. 

Bms, bairns. M. for M. iii. 4. 

Base, a game, sometimes called Prisoners base. 
Orm.y.Z 

Base-conrt, lower court. R. II. in. 3. ... 

Bases, an embroidered mantle worn by kmgnts 
on horseback, and reaclwg from the middle to 
below the knees. Per. ii. 1. 

Bssilisco. King John, i. 1. . 

B ftfili tk , a kina of ordnance- 1 H. IV. iv. 3. 
Basta (Italian), enough. Ito. of S. i. 1. 

Bastard jraiain wine. M. to M. lu. 2. .. 

Bat, staff or club. Lover’s Com. . vol. 111. p. 458. 
Bat-fowliim, catching bird! with a clap-net by 
niffht. Temp. ii. 1. 

Bate, to flutter, w a hawk. I H. IV. yi. 1. 

Bate, to except. Temp. u. I. To abate. Much 
Ado. ii. A • 

B.tliit..ain^Ut,iiMdfotbMtingcloihM. A. 
70a uk« it, iL 4 . I 

MTror M ii* 1 

Bay-window, bow^window. . N. iy. Z 
Beadsman. <Mie who bids pedes, is, prays 
prayers for another. Twa Qjmt. i. 1. 

Bear a brain, to men^jireU. R A J. i. A 
Bear-gaiden, Parish. H. wH. ▼. A 

‘ toroinmfromwpstrostorfear. J.C. 


Bear hard, to rein 
L8;lMi. ii. 1; 
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Bearing-oloth, a rich cloth in which children were 
wrapt at their ohriitening. Wint. Tale, iii 3 
Bear m hand, to encourage, to buoy up. Much 
^ 0 , iy. 1 ; Tam. of 8. iv. 2; Mac. iii. 1 ; 2 H. 

Beat, to flutter ae a falcon, to meditate, consider 
eameatly. Temp. i. 2. 

Beaver, the lower part of a helmet. IH. IV. iv 1 
Beck, a bow. Tim. i. 2. 

Become, to adapt, to render flt, to adorn. Two 
Gent. iv. 3; Aa you Like it, iii. 2: 1 H. VI 
iv. 7. 

Becoming, aelf-reatrained. , Wint. Tale. iii. 8. 
Bed-f<dlow, mtimate fnend. H. V. ii. 2. 

Beetles, overhangs. Ham. i. 4. 

Bw a fool, to ask in wardship. Com. of E. ii. 1 : 
L's L's L. V. 2. 

Begetter, one who gets or procures. Son. Ded. 
Begg^ and the King, a ballad. L’s L's L. i. 2. 
Beguiled, masked, disguised. Lucrece, vol. iii. 
p. 430. 

B^ve. to control. Tim. iii. 5. 

Being, dwelling. Cym. i. 6. 

Being, since, inasmuch as. A. k C. iii. 6. 

Belike, to favour, to approve. Mac. iv. 3. 
Be-mete, to measure. Tam. of S. iv. 3. 
Be-moim, daubed with dirt. Tam. of S. iv. 1. 
Be naught a while, a mischief on you I As you 
Like it, i. 1. 

Benoh-hde, forica. A. A C. iv. 7. 

Bending, stooping under a weight. H. V. v. 
Chorus. 

Benefit, a benefioia^. 1 H. VI. v. 4. 

Benumbed, stiff, inflexible. T. A Cr. ii. 2. 
Benvenuto (Italian), welcome. L’s L’s L. iv. 2. 
Bergomask, a rustic dance. M. N’a Dr. v. 1. 
Bermoothes, the Bermudas. Temp. i. 2. 
Beshrew, evil befal. Com. of E ii. 1. 

Besmirch, to soil, to befoul. Ham. i. 3; H. V. 
iv. 3. 

Bessy, o'er the bourn. Ijoar. iii. 6. 

Beat, beat one, an epithet of endearment. A. A 
C. i. 3. 

Bestowed, secreted, stowed. Com. of E. i. 2. 
BeatraugKk\ distraught, distracted. Induct, to 

Beteom, to pour out. M. N’s Dr. i. 1. 

Betid, happened. Temp. i. 2. 

Better part, the spiritual part. Mao. v. 8 ; Son. 74. 
Better penny, a proverbial phrase. Merry Wives, 
i. 1. 

Bevel, crooked. Sonnets, 121. 

Bevis, Sir. H. VIII. i. 1. 

Bewray, to betray, to discover. 1 H. VI. iv. 1 ; 

3H.Vl.i. 1. 

Bozonian, a beggarly fellow. 2 H. IV. v. 3. 

Bias, a swelling out. T. A Cr. iv. 5. 

Bid, to invite. As you Like it, v. 2; T. A. i. 1. 
Bid forth, invited out. Mer. of V. ii. 6. 

Biding, abiding-place. Ijear. iv. 0. 

» ni^^p. 2 H. iV. ir. 6. 

Bilbeny, the whortlebeny. Merry Wives, i. 1. 
Bilbo, a sword, from Bilboa, a town in Spain 
where they were made. Merry Wives, i. 1. 
Bilboea fetters or stocks. Ham. v. 2. 

Bill, a bill-hook, a weapon. Much Ado, iii. 3. 
Bills, to set up, to post Dills, to advertise. Much 
Ado, i. 1. 

Bin 3s been, are. Cym. ii. 3. 

Bird-bolt, a bolt to be shot from a crossbow at 
birds. Much Ado, i. 1. 

Birding, hawking at partridges. Merry Wives, 
iii. 8. 

Bisson, blind. Cor. ii. 1. . « - 

Bitii^ the thumb, a contemptuous action. R. A 

BImIbb, mourning habiliments. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 
Blank, the white mark in the middle of a tmet ; 
hem, metaphorically, that which is aimed 
VTint. Tale, ii. 3. . 

Blenoh. to start aside, flinch. M. for M. iv. 5. 
Blend, blended. Iiover’s Com. vol. iii. p. 465. 
Blen^ Uend^. M. of V. iii. 2. 

Bless the bridal-bed. M. N’s Dr. v. 2., ^ 

Bless the mark. Two. Gent iv. 4; M. of V. u. 
^2;Oth.i.l. , , . - 

Block, ahat mould. Much Ado. i. 1 ; Lw, iv. 6. 
Blo^-boltered, smeared with mood. Mac. iv. 1. 
Blo^ in, wi^ the blo^ up. L’s L's L. iv. 2. 
Blow, to inflate. Tw. N. u. 5. 

Kue caps, the Scotch. 1 H. IV. u. 4. 

Bhm^ dull, insensible. 3 H. VT. v. 1. 

Board, to accost Tam. of S. 2. 

a blow, metaph. a sarcasm. Aa you like 

to hit. M. N'l Dr. u. 1: Aa you 

Bobt to itrike, motaph. to ridioule, or to obtain 
by imillery. T. A Cr. iii 1 ; 0th. v. 1. 


Bobbed, tnoked. R. III. v. 3. 

Bodge, to botch, bungle. 3 H. VI. i. 4. 

^ corrupt word used as an oath. ’Od's 
I^ikin, God’s little Body. Ham. ii. 2. 

Bodkm, a stiletto. Ham. iu. 1. 

Boitier vert (French), green box. Merry Wives, 
1. 4. 

Md, to embolden, laear, v. 1. 

Bollen, swollen. Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 429. 

Bolted, sifted, refined. H. V. ii. 2. 

^Iter, a sieve. 1 U. IV. iii. 3. 

Boltered, clotted. Mao. iv. 1. 

Bolring-hutch, a hutch in which meal was sifted. 

1 H. IV. ii. 4. 

^mbard, a barrel, a drunkard. Temp. ii. 2. 
^mbost, padding. L’s L’s L. v. 2. 

Bona-roba, a harlot. 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

I^nd, that to which one is bound. Lear, i. 1. 
Bone-ache, the- Neapolitan. T. A Cr. ii. 3: Ibid. 
V. 1. 

Book, a paper of conditions. 1 H. IV. iii. 1. 

Boot, help, use. Tam. of S. v. 2. 

Boot, to Help, to avail. Two Gent. i. 1. 

Bwtless, without boot or advanlage, useless. 
Temp. i. 2. 

Boots, bota^ a kind of worm. Two. Gent. i. 1. 
Booto, to give, to sell a bargain. Two Gent. i. 1. 
Bordered, restrained. Lear, iv. 2. 

Bore, caubre of a gun ; hence, metaph. size, 
weight, importance. Ham. iv. 6. 

Borne in hand, encouraged by delusive promises. 
Mac. iii. 1. 

Borrowed, assumed. Lover’s Com. vol. iii. p. 466. 
Bosky, covered with underwood. Temp. lii. 3. 
Bosom, wish, heart’s desire. M. for M. iv. 3. 
Bota, worms which infest horses. 1 H. IV. ii. 1. 
Bottled, bloated. R. TII. i. 3. 

Bottom, to wind round, or upon. Tvi'o Gent. 

iii. 2. 

Bought and sold, entrapped, betrayed, made a 
victim. T. A Cr. ii. 1 ; 1 H. VI. iv. 6. 

Bourn, a boundary. Wint. Talc, i. 2. A brook. 
L^r, iii. 6. 

Bow, yoke. As you Like it, iii. 3. 

Bowed, bent. H. VIII. ii. 3. 

Brace, armour for the arm, state of defence. 0th. 

i. 3; Per. ii, 1. 

Brach, a hound bitch. Indue, to Tam. of S. 
Braid, deceitful. All’s Well, iv. 2. 

Bravo, handsome, weU-dreased. Temp. i. 2. 
Brave, boast. John, v. 2. 

Braved, bodizenod, ornamented. Tam. of S. iv. 3. 
Bravery, finery. Tam. of S. iv. 3. As yon Like 
it, ii. 7. Boastfulnoss. Ham. v. 2. 

Braving, blustering, hectoring. T. A. ii. 1. 
Brawl, a kind of dance. L’s L’s L. iii. 1. 

Break a day, to make a breach of contract. M. 
of V. i. 3, 

Break up, to carve. M. of V. ii. 4 ; L’bL’b Ij. iv. 1. 
Break with him, to open the subject to him. 

Two Gent, i. 3 ; J. C. ii. 1. 

Breathe in watenng, to take breath while drink- 
ing. in. TV. ii.4. 

Breast, voice. Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Breathe, to ezi-rcise. All’s Well, ii. 3. 

Breath^, exercising. Ham. v. ?. 

Breeching, liable to no wbipt. Tam. of S. iii. 1. 
Breed-bate, a breeder of debate, a fomonter of 
quarrels. Merry Wives, i. 4. 
hreese, the gadfly. A. A C. iii. 8. 

Brentford, Gillian of, a noted witch. Merry Wives, 

iv. 2. 

Brewer's horse. 1 II. FV. iii. 3. 

Brew good ale, a proverb. Two Gent. iii. 1. 
Bribe-buck, a buck given ilway in presents. Merry 
Wives, V. 5. 

Bring, to attend one on a journey. M. for M. i 1. 
Bro^, a liodger, a term of contexnpt. Tw. N. 

ii. 5. 

Broke, to act as a p; ocurer. All’s Well, iii. 5. 
Broken, having some teem by ago. Alls 
WeU,u. 1. . 

Broken music, the musio of stringed instruments. 

Aa You Like it, i. 2 ; T. A Cr. iii. 1 : H. V. v. 2. 
Broker, a pander, a procuress, a cheat. All's 
Well, iii. 6 ; Lover’s Com. voL iii. p. 464 ^ 
Broker, an agent. Two Gent. i. 2. h. 2. 

Brooi^ed, acTorned, decorate. A. A C. iv. 15. 
Br^ed, watchful. John, iii. 3. 

Broom-grooves. Temp. iv. 1. - . - . « 

Brotheriiood, trading company. T. A Cr. i. 3. 
Brown-bastaid, a sweet wine. I H. IV. il. 4. 
Brown-bill, a battle axe. Lear, iv. 6. 

Brownist, a sectary, a follower M Broiro, the 
founder of the Independents. Tw. N. in. 2. 
Bruit, noise, report, rumour. T. A Cr. v, 10 ; 1 
H. Vl. ii. 4;3.H. VLiv.7. ^ 

Bruit, to noise abroad. BIsc. ^7. 2. 

Br^, rude assault. Tim. iv. 3 ; 2. H. VL v. 3. 
Buck, suds or lye for wishing clothes m. Merry 
Wives, iii. 3 ; 2 H. VI. iv72. 


Bn^k-baaket, the basket in which clothes are 
carried to the wash. Merry Wives, iii. 5. 
Bucking, washing. Merry Wives, iii. 3. 

Buckle, to bend. 2 H. IV. i. 1. 

Buck-washing, washing in lye. Merry Wives, 
ill. 3. 

Buff, the dress of a serjeant. Com. of £. iv. 2. 
Bug, a bugbear, a spectre. Cym. v. 3 ; 3 H. VI. 
V. 2. 

Bulk, the breast. Ham. ii. 1. 

Bully rook, a braggingcheater. Merry W ives, i. 3. 
Buxiff, a cutpurse. xH, IV. ii. 4. 

Buraon, the base, foot, or under song. Two Gent. 

i. 2. 

Burgonet, a kind of helmet. 2 H. VI. v. 1. 

Burst, to break. Ind. to Tom. of S. 

Husky, bushy. 1 H. IV. v. 1. 

Butt-shaft, a light arrow for shooting at a butt. 

L’l L'i i.i.T 

Buxom, obedient. H. V. iii. 6. 

Buz, buz I an inierjcftioii of impatience. Ham. 

ii. 2. 

Buzzard, a lieetle. Tam. of S. ii. 1. 

By^rlaiun, by our little Lady ; an oath. M. N’s 
jDr. iii. 1. 

Bj^i^Mo^ten bones, a common adjuration. 2 H. 

Caddis, worsted c^oon, so called because it 
resembles the caddis-worm. Wint. Tale, iv. 3. 
Cade, a cask or barrel. 2 H. VI. iv. 2. 

Cadent, falling. Lear, i. 4. 

Cage, a prison. Cym. iii. 3. 

Cam -coloured, rod (applied to hair). Merry 
Wives, i. 4. 

Caitiff, a captive, a slave ; hence, a witch. All’s 
Well, iii. 6. 

Cake is dough, Lopes are frustrated. Tam. of S. 

i. 1. 

Calculate, to prophesy. J. C. i. 3. 

Caliver, a hand-gun. 1 H. IV, iv. 2. 

Call, a bird-call. John, iii. 4. 

Called a trull. Wint. Tale, ii. 3 ; 0th. iv. 2 ; 2 

Calling, appellation. As you Like it, i. 2. 
Calm.qimlhi. 2H. IV.ii.4. 

Can, to know, be skilful iu. Ham. iv. 7. 

Canary, a wine brought from the Canary Islands. 

Mei^ AVives. iii. 2. 

Canakin, a little can. 0th. ii. 3. 

Candle-wasters, persons who sit up all night to 
drink. Much Ado, v. 1. 

Canker, a cater|)illar. Two Gent. i. 1. The 
dog-rose. Much Ado, i. 3. 

Canstick, a candlestick. I Hen. VI. iii. 1. 
Cantle, a slice, comer. 1 H. IV. iii. 1. 

Canton, a canto. Tw. N. i. 6. 

Canvas, to sift ; hence, metaphorically, to prove. 
2 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Capable, subject to. John, iii. 1. InteUmnt. 
T. A Cr. ill. 3. Capable of inheriting. Lear, 

ii. 1. Ample, capacious. 0th. iii. 3. 
Capitulate, to make head. 1 H. IV. iii. 2. 
Capocchia. a simpleton. T. A Cr. iv. 2. 
Capriccio (Italian), caprice. All’s Well, ii. 3. 
Capricious, lascivious. As you Like it, iii. 3. 
Captain-jewels, superior jewels. Son. 62. 
Captious, capacious. All’s Well, L 3. 

Carack, a lam ship of burden. Com. of E. iii. 2 ; 

Otb. i. 2. 

Carbonado, meat scotched for broiling. 1 H. IV. 
V. 3. 

Carbonado, to scotch for broiling. Lear, ii. 2. 
Card, the paper on which the points of the com- 
pass are marked under the mariner’s needle. 
Ham. V. 1. . ^ 

Carduus Benedictus, the blessed thistle. Much 
Ado, iii. 4. 

Carefiu, painful, anxious. Com. of E. v. 1. 
Careire, the curvetting of a hone. Merry Wives, 
i. 1. 

Carkanot, a necklace. Com. of £. iii 1. 

Carl, a churl. Cym. v. 2. 

Garlot, a churl. As you Like it, iii. 5. 

Carpet knights. Tw. N. iii. 4. 

Carpets, coverings for the table. Tam. of S. iv. 1. 
Carping, taunting. 1 H. IV. iii. 2. 

Cany coals, to su omit to indignities. R. A J. i. 1 1 
H. V. iii. 2. 

Carry out a side, a card-table plme. Lear, v. 1. 
Cart, a car, or chariot. Ham. iii. 2. 

Carve, to give an amorous sign. Merry Wives, 
i.3; L’sX’sL. V.2. 

Case, a brace, apair. H. V. iii. 2. 

Case, a skin. TW. N. v. 1. , 

Cassock, a horseman’s coat. All a Well, iv. 3. 
Cast, dismissed. Oth. ii. 3. 

Castilian, a native of Castile; used as a cant 
term. Merry Wives, ii, 3. 

Castiliano vul^, a cant term, meaning, ajpnar- 
ently, to use discreet languid Tw. N. i. 3. 
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CmUo, a helmot. T. A. iii. 1. 

Cataian, a native of Cathay, a cant word, a term 
of reproaoh. Merry Wives, ii. 2 ; Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Gates, ciCkeB, dainties. Tam. of S. ii. 2 ; Com. of 
B.iiL2. 

Catling, oat^t. T. & Cr. iii. 3. 

Cav^eio, a cavalier a gentleman. 2 H. IV. v. 3. 

Caviare, the roe of sturgeon pickled; motaph. 
a delicacy not appreciate by the vulgar. Ham. 
ii. 2. 

Cantel. deceit Ham. i. 3. 

Cantelous, insidious. Cor. iv. 1. 

Cease, decease. Ham. iii 3. 

Cease, put off, made to cease. Tim. ii. 1. 

Censer, a fire-pan for perfumes. Tam. of S. iv. 3. 

Censure, judgment 1 H. VI. ii. 3. 

Censure, to judge, criticise. Two Geut. i. 2. 

Centuky, a hundred of any thing, whether men, 
prayers, or anything else. Cym. iv. 2 ; Cor. i. 7. 

Ceremony, a ceremonial vestment, reli^pous rite, 
or anjrthing ceremonial. Mac. iii. 4 ; J. C. i. 1. 

Certes, certainly. 0th. i. 1. 

Gees, rate, reckoning. 1 H. IV. ii. 1. 

Ohace. a term at temiis. H. V. i. 2. 

Chamoer, a species of great gun. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Chamberer, an effeminate man. 0th. iii. 3. 

Chances, crosses^ casualties. 0th. i. 1. 

Changeliim, a child changed by fairies or gipsies. 
M. xTsDr. ii. 1 ; VTint Tale, iii. ^ 

Channel, kenn^ 3 H. VI. ii. 2. 

Chanson, a song. Ham, ii. 2. 

Charact, affected quality. M. for M. v. 1. 

Character, a letter, handwriting. Lear, i. 2. 

Character, to carve or engrave. Two Geut. ii. 7 ; 
Ham. L 3. 

Character, handwriting. Merry Wives, v. 5. 
That which is written. J. C. ii. 1. 

Chare, a turn of work. A. k C. iv. 13. 

Cham-house, a frce-school. L's L's L. v. 1. 

Charm wain, the constellation called the Ursa 
Mgjor, or the Great Bear. 1 H. IV. ii. 1. 

Charm the tongue, to restrain or pot a spell upon 
the to^e. Otn. v. 2 ; 3 H. VI. v. 5. 

Chameco, a species of sweet wine. 2 H. VI. ii. 3. 

Chaadrom entrails. Mac. iv. 1. 

Cheater, for escheator, an officer who collected 
the fines to bs paid into the Exchequer. Merry 
Wives, i. a Adecoy, 2H. iv7u.3. 

Check, a teclmical term in falconry ; when a fal- 
con flies at a bird which is not her proper game 
she is said to cheek at it. Tw. N. li. o. 

Checks, perhaps intended for ethics. Tam. of S. 

Cheer, visage, aspect. M. of V. iii. 3; M. N’sDr. 
iiL 2 ; Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 420. 

Cheer, fare. Hw. iii. 2. 

Cheer, fortune, countenance. Temp. i. ). 

Cherry^t^ ^me played with cherry-stones. 

Chsvei^' kid leather. R. & J. iL 4. 

Chewii, ehougk 1 H. IV. v. 1. 

Chide with, to quarrel with. Cym. v. 4 ; 0th. 
iv.3;8m.a 

Childing, pregnant M. N^s Dr. ii. 2. 

Children that have no names, illegitimate chil- 
dren. A. A C. i. 2. 

Ch'ill, vulgar for ' I will.’ Lear, iv. 6. 

Chirurgeonly, in a manner becoming a surgeon. 
Temp. ii. 1. 

^opin, a high shoe or clog. Ham. iL 2. 

C^dc^c, a^k-name, also, to exchange logic. 

Christendom, the stats of being a Gliristian. John, 
ir. 1, Name. All’s Well, Tl. 

Christom, clothed with a chiisom, the white 
^me^^w^h put on newly-bap- 

^uck, chicken, a term of endearment Mao.iii.2. 

^uff, a coarse blmit down. 1 H. IV. ii. 2. 

Cinque paoe, a kind of dance. Much Ado, ii. 1. 

OpEer, to decipher. Lucrece. vol. iii. p. 424. 

Circle, diadem. A. A C. iiL Iz. 

Cireumstanoe, an argument. Two Qsut i. 1; 
John, ii. 1. 

Cbmunstanoe, ciroamloeution. M. of V. i. 1. 

Citd.reQiUL IH. IV. v. 2. 

Cite, tomcite. Two Gmit ii. 4 : 3 H. VI. ii. 1. 

Cittern, a guitar. L’s L’l L, v. 2. 

Cn^sour, bitter. Tw. N. iii. 4; Much Ado, 

^aok-dish, a beggar’s dish. M. for M.Jii. 2. 

Qamouv to refram or silence. Wint Tale, iv. 3. 

dap i’ the clout to shoot an arrow into the ball's 
eye of ^s target 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

^w, to flatter. Mudi A^jJ. 3. 

dean, utteriy, oompleteW. % II. iii. 1. 

dean kam, ngsuuole. Cor. iiL 1. 

€9m-stoli«^ upper nnra of windowa inachurch. 

^.’Tw. N. iv. 2. 

Clmve the pm, to split the wooden pin in a 
taigst LiL^aLiv. 1. 


dope, to call, to designate. Mao. iii. 1 
i. 4 : V. A A. voL iiL p. 414. 
derkly, scholarly. Two Gent ii. 2; Merry 
Wives, iv. ft. 

Cliff, clef, the key in music. T. A Gr. v. 2. 

Cling, to starve. Maa v. 5. 

Clinquant glittering. H. VlII. i. 1. 
dip, to embrace, enclose. 0th. iiL 8; Cor. L 0; 
2 H. VI. iv. 1. 

CloBo, by stealth, secretly. Indue, to Tam. of S; 
Jolui, iv. 2. 

dose, to wheedle, to fawn, to flatter. M. for M. 
V. 1. 

Close, wanton. Tim. iv. 3. 

Cloth-of gold of tissue, doth of gold on a ground 
of tissue. A. A C. ii. 2. 

Cloud in the face, a dark spot on the forehead of 
a hone. A. A C. iii. 2. 

Clout, the mark in the middle of a target. L's 
L'sii IT. 1. 

Clown, merryman. Tw. K. i. 6. 

Coast to advance. V. A A. vol. iii. p. 413. 

Coat, coat of arms. Lover’s Com. vol iii. p. 455- 
Cobloaf, a big loaf. T. A Cr. ii. 1. 

Cook, an cupliemism for God. Tam. of S. iv. 1. 
Cock, a cockboat. Lear. iv. fl. 

Cock-and-pie, an oath. Merry Wives, i. 1. 
Cockatrice, a fabulous monster. Tw. N. iii. 4 ; 

R. A J. iii. 2 ; Lucrece| voL iii. p. 422. 

Cockle, tares or darneL L's L's'L. iv. 3. 
Cockle-hat a pilgrim’s hat Ham. iv. 5. 

Cockney, a cook. Lear, ii. 4. 

Gock-shut-time, the twilight when cocks and 
hens go to roost R. III. v. 3. 

Cuflin, the crust of a raised pie. Tam. of S. iv. 3 ; 

T. A. ▼. 2. 

Cog, to cheat, dissemble. Meiry Wives, iii. 3. 
Cogniianoe, badge, token. 1 H. VI. ii. 4. 

Com, projecting comer stone. Mac. i. 0. 

Coil, tumult tunnoiL Temp. i. 2. 

Collection, drawing a eondusion. Ham. iv. 6. 
Collied, blackened. M. N's. Dr. i. 1 : 0th. ii. 3. 
Coloqumtida, a plimt bearing a bitter fruit. 0th. 

i. 3. 

Colour, pretence. L's. L's. L. iv. 2. 

Colourable, specious. L's L's L. iv. 2. 

Colt to defraud, befool. 1 H. IV. li. 2. 

Go-mart, a joint baigam. Ham. i. 1. 

Combinate, betrothra. M. for M. iii. 1. 
Combination, contract Tw. N. v. 1. 

Combine^ to bind. M. for M. iv. 3. 

Come off, to pay. Merry Wives, iv. 3. 
Comforting, encouraging, abetting. Wint Tile, 

ii. 3. 

Comment to commit to submit, b> resign. 

Wint Tale, ii. 3: Ali’sWell,v. 2; A. AC.iv.8. 
Commit to fornicate. Lear, liL 4. 

Commodity, interest, profit M. of V. iii. 3 
Common, publio. L’s L’s L. i. 1. 

Common liar, rumour. A. A C. i. 1. 

Commonty, used ludicrously for comedy. In*, 
duction to Tam. of S. 

Compact, compacted, composed. M. N's Dr. v. 1. 
Companion, a low fellow. Com. of E. i v. 4 ; Cym. 

iLlTOth. iv.2;Cor.v.2. 

Com|)any, companion. All’s Well, iv. 3; H. V. 

Comparative, drawingmnparisons. 1 H. IV. i. 2. 
Comparative, rival. 1 BU IV. iii. 2. 

Compare, comparison. T. A Cr. iii. 2. 
Compaa^nate, moving compassion. R. II. i. 3. 
Competitor^ one who seeks the same thing, an 
associate m any object. Two Gent iL 6. 
Complement aocomphahment L’s L’s L. i. 1. 
Complements, pomt^e-vice numnera. R. A J. 
11.4; H. V;iiV2. 

' * nam.L4. 


Comply! to fratornise, to play the courtier. Ham. 
ii. 2 ; Ibid. v. 2. 

Compose, to agree. A. A C. ii. 2. ^ 

Compostion, composition. Tim. iv. 3. 
Composure, compostur^ composition. T. A Cr. 

ii. 3 ; Tim. iv. 3 : A. A C. L 4. 

Cornet u>! Ia trust to be accounted for. Mao. 

Comptible, tractaUe. Tw. N. i. 6. 

Con, to loam by hmurt M. N’s Dr. L 2. To ac- 
k^ledge. AU’8W^iT.3. 

Conceit, oonception, qp|moa, fancy. Two Gent 

iii. 2. 

Conceit, imagination. R. A J. ii. 6 ; R. II. ii. 2. 
ConoeiM, oonoeptive, apprehensive. lAicrece, 
voL iii. p. 428. 

Concent agreement in music. H. V. i 2. 
OoDclosioiis, eanperimmita. Ham. iiL 4. 
Concupy, oonoubme. T. A Cr. v. 2. 

Condition, temper, quaUty. M.ofV.i2;liear,l.l. 
Condition, profaaaion or art Tun. L 1. 
Condition, naturau diapoaition. M. of V. L 2; 
Aa you Like it t* 2; All’s Well, iv. 8; 0th. ii. 
1; J.C.iL2; A. AC.iL2. 


Oonddement grief. Ham. i. 2. 

Conduct eaooit John, L 1. 

Confect to make up mto sweetmeats. Muck 
Ado, IV. 1. 

Cqnfonndjto consume, destroy. Cym. i. 5 ; Cor. 

it 0; 1 H. IV. i. 3. 

Coqject, cotgecture. 0th. iii. A 
Coigarations, entreaties. R. A J. v. 3. 

Consent, agreement unison. 2 H. IV. v. 2; H. 
V. i. a 

Cmi8ign|^ sign a common bond, to confederate. 

Consort a band of musicians. Two Gent. iii. 2, 
Consort, company. Two Gent iv. 1. 

Consort, to accompany. L’s L’s L. ii. 1. 
Gonspectuity, vision, perception. Cor. ii. 1. 
Constant settled, detemuned. Temp. ii. 2; 
Lear, v. 1. 

Constancy, consistency. M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 
Constantly, firmly. M. for M. iv. 1. 

Conster, to construe. Tw. N. i. 4. 

Contain, to hold, to retain. M. of V. v. 1. 
Contemptible, contemptuous. Much Ado, ii. 3. 
Content, acquiescence. V. A A. vol iii. p. 407. 
Content, continent self-restrained. J. C. iv. a 
Continence, temperance. T. A. L 1. 

Continent that which contains anything. M. 
N’s Dr. iL 2 : Lear, iiii 2. That which is con- 
tained. IV. U.4. 

Omiinuate, unintempted. TiiU. i. 1. 
Contraction, the marnm contract. Ham. iii. 4. 
Control to oppose. R. A J. i. 6. 

Contrive, to conspire. J. C. iL A To wear 
away. Tam. of S. i. a 
Control, to confute. Temp. i. 2. 

Convent to convene, summon. H. Vlll. v. 1. 

To be convenient. Tw. N. v. 1. 

Convert, to change. Tim. iv. 1. 

Convertite, a convert. As you Like it 4. 
Convey, to filch, to manage by stealth. Merry 
Wives,!. 3: Much AdqTu. 1 ; Mac. iv. 3; Cym. 
LI: Lear, 1 . 2 ; A. A C. iii. 11; R. II. iv. I; 1 

Conveyance, theft, fraud. 1 H. VI. i. 3. 

Convict convicted. R. III. i. 4. 

Convicted, overpowered, vanqniehed. John, iii. 
4. A doubtful word. 

Convince, to conquer. L’s L's L. v. 2 ; Mac. i. 

7 ; Ibid. iv. 2 ; Cym. i. 4. 

Convive, to feast together. T. A Cr. iv. 5. 
Convoy, escort. AU’s Well, iv. 3. 

Cony-catch, to cheat Tam. of S. v. 1. 

{/ony - catching, poaching, pilfering. Merry 
Wives, i. 1. 

Codling-card, used metaphorically for an insur- 
mountable obstacle. 1 H. IV. v. 3. 

' Copatain hat, a high-crowned hat. Tam.of8. v.l. 
Cope, to reward, to give in return. Mrof V. iv. 1. 
CoppHed| rising to a cop or bead. Per. i. 1. 

Copy, theme. Com. of E. v. 1. 

Coragio (Italian), courage ! Temp. v. 1. 

Coimm, an ignorant mistake for (^onuu. Merry 
Wives, L i. 

Coranto, a lively dance. 11. V. iii. 5. 

Corinth, a cant term for a brothel. Tim. ii. 2. 
Corinthian, a wencher. 1 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Corky, dre like cork. Lear, iii. 7. 

Cornuto (Italian), a cuckold. Merry Wives, iii. 5. 
CoroUare, a sur^us. Temp. iv. 1. 

Corporal, ooiporeil, bodily. M. for M. iii. 1. 
Corral of the field, an aide-de-camp. L's L's L. 
iii. 1. 

Corrib, rival. 1 H. IV. i. 3. 

Costi^, ^e head. R. III. i. 4. 

Coster-monger, peddling, mercenary. 2 H. IV. 
i. 2. 

Cote, a cottage. Aa you Like it, iii. 2. 

Cote, to quote, instance. L’s L’s L. iv. 3. 

Cote, to come alongside, overtake. Ham. ii. 2. 
Cot-quean, an effeminate maUi molly-coddle. 11. 
A J. iv. 4. 

Couching^ oroudhings. J. C. IiL 1. 

CounseL in counsel, secret, in aecret Two Gent. 
iTerMerry Wives, i. 1 ; AlV^eil, iiL 7; Cor. 
i. 2. 

Count confect, a nobleman c<^posed of affecta- 
tion. Much Ado, iv. 1. * 

Counter, to run, to track thi scent backward. 
Com.ofE.iv.2. 

Counte^-caater, a disparaging farm for merchant. 

Countervail to make equal oit^uivalent. R. A 
J.ii.6. ^ r* 

Cm^I 7 i ^longing to one’s oo(|^try. Cym. l5; 

Coontimanoe, fair show. M. fa M. ▼. 1. 
Counterfeit, portrait. M. of iii. 2. Apioceof 
bass coin? UH. IV. ii. 4. 

Counterpoint, a counterpane. Tam. of S. u. 1. 
County, count, earl. R. A J. i 3 l ^ 
Crapfiment, union. L’a L'a 1* 2; Son. 12. 
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Gonne, OMmere ot » hone. John, lu 4 
Comt-oupboerd, m cebinet B & J i 6 
Court holy-water, flattery. Lear, lu 2 
Ooorte, atermin tennia H V i 2 
Couun, a kmeman. R A J i 6 
Corent, a eouyeut rM for M ir 3 
Cover, to lay the table for dinner M of V m 
6 , Am yon Like it, ii 5 
Cowiah, cowardly Lear, it 2 
Oowl-itaff, the ataff on which a Teasel is sup- 
ported between two men Merry Wives, lu 3 
Cox my pmon, an <mth, a enphemum for ^God's 
Paaaion ’ All'a Well, v 2 
Coy, to stroke, fondle M N*aDr it 1 To con- 
descend with difficulty Cor v 1 
C^^rd^ a kestrel, a cowardly kind of hawk 

Cc^n, to cheat M of V ii 9 

Cmnaoe, sorcery, nn^craft Com of E i 2. 

Cheating Merry Wives, it 6 
Cozener, a cheater 1 H iV i d 
Cosier, a tailor Tw N ii 8 
Crack, to boast L*s L's L iv 3 
Crack, a loud noise, clap Mac iv 1 A forward 
boy 2 H IV lu 2 

Crack hemp, a gallows-bird Tam of S v 1 
Cracker, boaster John, ii 1 
Crank, a winding passage Cor i 1 
Cranking, winding 1 H IV in 1 
Grants, garlands Ham v 1 A doubtful word 
Crare, a ship of burden Cym iv 2 
Craven, a dunghill cock Tam of 8 ii 1 
Create, formed, compounded H V ii 2 
Credent, creditable M for M iv 4 Credible 
Wint Tale, i 2 Credulous Ham i 3 
Credit, report Tw N iv 3 
Cresoive, moreasinjg H V i 1 
Crestless, not entitled to bear arms, low-bom 
1 H VI 11 4 

Crewel, worsted. Lear, ii 4 
Cnsp, curled, winding Temp iv 1 
Critic, a cynic T ACr v 2, Son 112 
Critical, cymcal, censorious 0th ii 1 
Cross, a piece of money, so called because com 
was formerly stamped with a cross L’s L’a 
L 1 2, As you Like it, ii 4, Tun i 2 
Cross, topass across the path of a spectre Ham 
1 I 

Crow-keeper, one who scares crows Lear, iv 6 
Crowner, a coroner Ham t 1 
Crowuet, a coronet A A C v 2 
Crush a cup of wme, an mvitation to a carouse 
R AJ 1 2 

Crusado, crusado, a gold com so called 0th 
111 4 

Cry aim, to encourage John, ii 1 
Cry Havoc* a signal for indiscriminate slaughter 
Cor ill 1 , J C m 1 , John, ii 2 
Cry in the top of question, to crow over or 
challenge Ham u 2 

Cry on, to announce, to assert Tw N v 1 , 
0th V 1 , R 111 V 2 

Cry, the yelping of hounds M N’s Dr iv 1 
A pack of hounds Ibid iv I A company, 
used contemptuously Ham iii 2 
Cue, the last words of an actor’s speech, which 
IS the signal for the next actor to begm Ijear, 

1 2 

Cttivm^^ieces^ of armour to cover the thighs 

CuUion, a base fellow Tam of S it 2 
Cunning, knowing, skilful M forM it 2, Tam 
of S I 1 , Tim. T 0 , Per ui 2 Skill Ind 
to Tam ofS 

Curb, to bend, truckle Ham lu 4 
Curiosity, flnical reftnement Tim iv 3 
Curious, scmpuloua over punctilious Tam of 
8 iv 4, A ACiu 2, Lucrece, vol iii p 
428. 

Cunons-good, fastidiously precise Lucrece, vol 
111 p. &A 

Cunous-knotted, abounding in intricate figur 
Us L*s L 1 1 

Curled, an epithet of gentility 0th i 2 , Lucrece, 
Tol hi p. 426 

Currents, occurrences 1 H IV u 3 
Cursed, under the influence of a malediction T 
ACr T 3 

Curst, petulant, shrewish Tam of S i 2 
Curstness, shrewishness A A C ii 2 
Curtail, a our. Com of £ iii 2. 

Curtal, a docked horse All’s Well, ii 3 
Curtle axe, a outlsas As you Like it, i 3 , H 
V 1 2 

Custalomm, a ludicrous mistake for Gustos Ro- 
tulorum Merry Wives, 1 . 1 , , , 

Custard-coffin, the crust of a custard pudding 
Tam. of 8 it. 3 

Customer, a oommon woman 0th it 1 
Out, a cheat. Tw N ii 3 * To draw cuts ’ is to 
draw lots. Com. of E t 1. 

VOL. IIL 


Cut and long tail, good and bad Merry Wives, 
lu 4 

Cjrpress, a kind of crape Tw N in 1 

Daff, to befool Much Ado, iv 1 To put off, 
this seems to be a corruption of ‘ doff^ Ibid 
11 3 

Damn, to condemn J 0 iv 1 
Damnable, damnably Wmt Tale, iii 2 
Danger, reach, control, power M of V iv 1 

biting, mischievous L's L's L i 1 . 
^Wint Tale, ii 3, J C ii 1 
Danskor, a Dane Ham ii 1 
Dare, to challenge 2H VI m 2 
Darkling, m the dark M N’s Dr ii 2 
Darmgn, to set m array 3 H VI ii 2 
Daub, to disguise Lear, iv 1 
Daubery, imposition Merry Wives, iv 2 
Day-woman, a dairy maid L's L's L i 2 
Dealt on heutenantry, fought by proxy A A C 

Dear, dire Tim v i That which has to do 
l^th the affections R A J iii 3 , R II i 1 
Piteous T A 111 1 Important Lear, iv 3 
Choice, rare, momentous, extreme L's L's 
L 11 1 , As you Like it, i T A Cr iii 3 , 
H*m I 2 0th I 3, Son W 
Deam. lonel) Per in (bower) 

Death 8 man, executioner Lucrece, vol iii p 426 
D^th tokens, plague spots forewarning death 
T A Cr 11 3 , A A C m 10 
Debitor and creditor, the title of some old trea 
tises on book keeping Dth i 1 
Debosbed, debauched, drunken Tern]), lu 2 
Deceptious, deceiving T A Cr v 2 
Deck, to b^ew This is probably a form of the 
verb * to dag,* now a provincial word Temp 

Deck, a pack of cards 3 H VI v 1 
Decline, to enumerate, as in gomg through the 
cases of a noun T A Cr ii 3 
Declined, fallen T A Or m 3 
Deem, doom, ludgment T A Cr iv 4 
Defeat, to undo, destroy 0th i 3 , Ibid iv 2 
Defeat, destruc tion Much Ado, iv 1 
Defeature, disfigurement Com of £ u 1 , Ibid, 
v 1 

Defence, srt of fenciim Tw N lu 4 
Defend, to forbid Much Ado, ii 1 , Ibid iv 2 , 
0th 1 3, 1 H IV IV 3 

Defensible, having the power to defend 2 H 
IV 11 3 

Deftly, dexterously Mac iv 1 
Dcfunctivo, mortuary Phoemx A Turtle, vol 
m p 462 

Defy, renounce 1 H IV i 3 
Defy, to contemn or spurn PaBsionate Fil vol 
m p 4')8 

Degrees, a sten J C ii 1 
Delay, to let slip by delaymg Oor i G 
Delighted, delighting Oth i 3 
Dement, ment, desert Oth i 2, Cor i 3 
Demit, to dfq)re8a or cast down Tim iv 3 
Domiwohe*, i species of dog Mac m 1 
Demurely, s i mnly A A C iv 9 
Denay, deniai Tw N ii 4 
Denier, the twelfth port of a French sol R III 
1 2 

Denotement, marking Oth u 3 Note or mani- 
festation Ibid ill 3 

Denunciation, annunciation M for M i 3 
Deny, to refuse Tim in 2 
Depart, to part with John, ii 2 
Deiiart, departure 2 H Vl i 1 
Depart, to f art L's L's L ii 1 
Departing, parting, separation 3 H VI ii 6 
Depend, to oe in service Lear, i 4 
D^nve, to disinhent, to depose Ham i 4, 
Lear, i 2 , Lucrece, vql iii p 431 
Deracinate, to root up T ACr i 3, H V v 2. 
Denved, bom, doseended Two Gent v 4 
Deme, earnest, eager Per iii (Gower) 
Derogate, degraded Lear, i 4 
Descant, a vanation upon a melody, hence, meta- 
phoncm^, a comment on a given theme Two 
Gent 1 2 Luorece, vol ui p 427 
Design, to draw up articles Ham i 1 
Despatch, to depnve, bereave Ham i 6 
Desperate, determined, bold R k J iii 4 
Destractions, detachments A A C lu 7 
Detect, to charge, blame M for M ui 2 
Determine, to end, to melt away A A C m 13 , 
2H IV IV 4 

Determine, to conclude Cor m 3 
Dewberry, a sort of blackberry M N’s D iii 1 
Dioh, optative mood, perhaps contracted for ’ do 
It’ Tim 1 2 . , . , 

Diet, food regulated by the rules of medicme 
Two Gent ii 1 , • , . . , • 

Diet, to have one’s food regulated by the mlea of 
medicine All’s Wall, it 8 


Difference, distmction Much Ado, i 1 
Diffuse, to disguise Lear, i 4 
Diffused, contused Meny Wives, iv 4 
Digressiuff, transgressing, gomg out of the right 
way R II V 3 

Digression, transgression L’s L’s L i 2 
Dig you good den, give you good evening L’s 
L’s L IV 1 

Dilations, delations, accusations, distiUstions 
Oth 111 3 

Dildo, the chorus or burden of a song Wmt 
Tale, IV 3 

Dint, stioke J C m 2 
Direct^ explicitly, without ambiguity J C i 1 
Direction, judgment, skill R III v 3 
Disability, disparagement Two Gent ii 4 
Disable, to disparage As you Like it, iv 1 
Disappointed, unprepared Ham i 5 
Discandymg, liquefying A AG ui 13, Ibid 
IV 12 

Disease, to undress Wmt Tsle, iv 3 
Discontent, a malcontent A A C i 4 
Discourse, power of reasonmg Hsm iv 4 
Disdainad. di^amful 1 H IV i 3 
Dishabited, dislodged John, ii 1 
Dislimn, to disfigure, transfonn A A C iv 12 
Ikame, a tenth or tithe T A Cr ii 2 
Dismount thy tuck, draw thy rapier Tw N ui 4. 
Dispark, to destroy a park R IT in 1 
Dupoiige, to squeeze out as from a sponge A 
AC IV 9 

Dispose, disposal Two Gent iv I 
Dispose, to conspire A A C iv 12 
Disposition, mamtenance Oth i 3 
Disputable, disputatious As you Like i^ u 5 
Dispute, to reason Wmt Tme, iv 3 , K A J 
in 3 

Dispute, to argue, examme Oth i 2 
Disseat. depose Mac v 3 
Dissembly, used ndiculously for assembly Much 
Ado, IV 2 

Distam, to cloud, to cast mto the shade Per iv 3 
Distaste, to corrupt T A Cr ii 2 
Distempered, discontented John it 3 Dis- 
ordei^ Ham in 2, Oth i 1 
Distraction, a detached troop or company of 
soldiers A A C ui 7 
Distranght, distracted, mad R 111 m 5 
Diverted, tnmed from the natural course As 
you Like it, ii 3 

Division, a phrase or passage m a mdody R A 
J lu 5 

Divulged, published, spoken of Tw N i 5 
Do, do, an expression of contempt T A Cr ii 1 
Do mengbt, accept my challenge Much Ado, v 1 
Pledge me in a bumper 2 H 1 V v 2 
Doffi to do off, strip Tam of S ui 2 To put 
off with an excuse Oth iv 2 
Doit, a small Dutch com Tenm ii 2 
Dole, portion dealt Merry Wives, in 4 , 2 H 

IV 1 1 Gnef, laroenUtion M N’s Dr v 1 
Don, to do on, put on Ham iv 5 , T A i 2 
Done, ' done to death/ put to death 2 H VI 

m 2 Destroyed V A A vol m p 413. 
Donble-cracks, double thunder-claps Mac i 2 
Double pictures, pictures that showed two faces 
by turning A. A C u. 5 
Double set, twice round Oth u 3. 

Dotant, one who dotes, a dotard Cor v 2 
Dout, to do out, quench Ham i 4 
Dower, gift Oth iv 1 

Dowlas, a kmd of coarse sacking 1 H IV in 3 
Dowle, the swirl of a feather Temp in 3 
Dovm-gyved, hangmg down like gyres or fetters 
Ham 11 1 

Drab, a harlot Wmt Tale, iv 2 
Drabbmg, whormg Ham ii 1 
Drachma, a Greek com J C m 2 
Draught, a pnry T A y 1 
Draught house, tonca, dram, sewer T A Cr t 1 
Draw dry foot, to track by the scent of the foot 
Com of E. iv 2 

Drawer, a waiter Merry Wives, u 2, 1 H IV 
11 4, 2 H IV u 2 

Drawn, having his sword drawn Temp ii 1 
Drawn, drunk, havmg taken a good draught 
Temp 11 1 

Dreams, John-a-, a sleepy, muddle-headed fellow 
Ham u 2 

Dress, to address, to prepare T A Cr i 3 , H 

V IV 1 

Dnbblmg, weak M for M i 4 
Drive, to rush impetuously T A u 3 
Drollery, a nuppeVshow Temp in 3 
Drugsu drudges Tim iv 3 
Drumble, to dawdle Merry Wives, in. 3. 

Dry, thirsty Temp i 2 
Duc-dame , perhaps the Latm duc-ad me, bring 
him to me As you Like it, u 5 
Dudgeon, a dagger Mac ii 1 
Dn^to endue 1 H VI iv 2 
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Dull, soothing. 2 H. IV. iv. 4. 

DuUkrd. a diUT person. Cym. ▼. & 

Dumbeo, silenced, rendered mute. A. A C. 

i. 5. 

Dump, complaint. Two Gent. iii. 2. 

Dumps, heary, mournful tunes. R. A J. iv. 5 ; 

Lucrece, yoI. iii. p. 427. 

Dup, to do up, lift up. Ham. ir. 6. 

Durance, a buff leather giraent usually worn by 
seijeanta. Com. of £. iv. 2. 

Durance, robe of, cant term for imprisonment. 
Coni, of £. iv. *2. 

£a|m, sour. Ham. L 5. Harsh. 3 H. VI. ii. 6. 
Biting. Ham. i. 4. 

£anling, a yeanHug, a lamb. M. of V. i. 3. 

Ear, to plon^ All's Well, i. 3 ; A. A C. L 2. 
Ibid. i. 4: R. II. iii. 2; T. A.iv.4; Ded. V. A 
A. vol. iii. p. 406. 

Echo, to eke out. Per. iii. (Gower). 

Ecstasy, aberration of mind. Temp. iii. 3 ; Com. 
of £. ir. 4 ; Ham. iii. 4 ; LoTer's Com. vol. iii. 
jp. 453. 

Ett, ready, convenient. Much Ado, iv. 2. 

Egal. equal. T. A. iv. 4. 

Eisel, vinegar. Ham. v. 1 : Son. 3 
Eld, old age. M. for M. iii. 1. 

Elements of the body, principles of life. A. A 0. 

iii. 2. 

Else, in other words. T. A Cr. iii. 2. 

Emballing, the bestowal of royal dignity by the 
emblem of the ball H. VIll. ii. 1 
Embarquements, impedimenta. Cor. i. 10. 
Embossed, a term of the chase, signif^ng ex* 
hausted and outrun. Ind. Tam. of S.; All’s 
Well, iii. 6 i A. A 0. iv. 13. Swollen into pro- 
tuberances. As you Like it, ii. 7. 
Embowelled, disembowelled, emptied. All’s 
Well, i. 3. 

Embrasure, embrace. T. A Cr. iv. 4. 

Emineoce, exalted station. Mac. iii. 2. 

Empery, emjpire. H. V. i. 2. 

Emulation^ jealousy, mutiny. T. A Cr. iL 2. 
Emulous, jMoua. T. A Cr. iv. 1. 

Encav^ to place oneself in a cave. 0th. iv. 1. 
End, * Still an end,’ continaally for ever. Two 
Gent. iv. 4. 

Enfeo^to place in possession in fee simple. I 

Engaged, detained as a host^e. 1 H. IV. iv. 3. 
Engine, a machine of war. T. A Cr. ii. 3. 

Englut, to swallow speedily. Tim. ii. 2. 

Engross, to make gross or fat. R. 111. iii. 7. 
Engrossment, immoderate acquisition. 2 H. IV. 

iv. A 

Enkindle, to make keen. Mac. i. 3. 

Enmew, to shot up, as a hawk is shut up in a 
mew. M. for M. lii. 1. 

Ensconc^ to cover as with a fort Merry W ives, 
ii 2. To hide, Merry Wivee, iii. 3 ; Lucrece, 
vol. iii p. 430. 

Rneeamad, fat, rank. Ham. iii. A 
Eneear. to make eterile. Tim. iv. 3. 

Enahield, hidden. M. for M. ii. 4. 

Entertain, encounter. H. V. i. 2. Experience. 
A. A C. u. 7. 

Entertainment, treatment. Temp. i. 2. A dis- 
position to entertain a proposal. Merry W ives, 
1 . 3. Service^ All’s wd, iv. 1. Re-inatate* 
ment 0th. iii. 3. 

Entitled, ennobled. Son. 37. 

Entrance, trance, reverie. Per. ii. 3. 

Entreat, to entertain. T. A Cr. iv. 5. 
Entreatments, interviews. Ham, i. 3. 

Ephesian, a toper, a cant term. Merry Wives, 
iT.6;2H. IvTiLe. 

Equips, attendance. Merry Wives, ii. 2. 
Erewhue, a short time since. As you Like it, 
ii A 

Erring, eiratia Ham. i. 1. 

Eicot, to pay a man’s reckoning, to maintain. 
Ham, ii. 2. 

Entrance, hope, used as a war-cry. T. A Cr. v. 

iVlH. lV.^2. 

Espial, a scoot or spy.' 1 H. VI. iv. 3 
Essay, to assay. Lear, i. 2. 

Esteem, the eum of what is held estimable. AH’s 
WeU, V. 3 

Estimation, conjecture. 1 H. IV. i. 3 
Estridge, ost^ge. 1 H. IV. iv. 1. 

Eteme. eternal. Mac. iii. 2. 

Even, to strike a balance with, to equate. All’s 
Ww, i. 3 ; Ibid. ii. 1 ; Cym. iii. 3 ; J. C. ii. 1. 
Even, coequal. Ham. t. 1. 

Even Christisn, iellow-christian. Ham. v. 1. 
Evident inevitable. Cor. v. 3 
Evil mixture, malignant conjuncture. T. A Cr. 

i. 3 

Evils, forica. M. for M. ii. 2. 

Examine, to question. All’s Well, iii. 5. 

Except, to stay. R. II. i. 1. 


Excrement, that which growe outwardly from 
the body and has no sensation, like the nair or 
nails. L's L's L. v. 1 ; Ham. iii. A Any out- 
ward show. M. of V. iii. 2 : Wint. Tale, iv. 3. 
Executor, an executioner. H. V. i. 2. 

Exempt, excluded. 1 H. VI. ii. 4. Separated, 
par^. Com. of £. ii. 2. 

Exercise, a religious service. R. III. iii. 2. 
Exhale, to hale or draw out R. HI. i. 2. To 
draw the sword. H. V. ii. 1. 

Exhibition, pension, allowance. Two Gent, i. 3 
(^m. i. 6; Lear, i. 2. 

Exigent, end, exigency. J. C. v. 1 ; A. A C. iv. 

K; 1 il. vi. iiTS. 

Exion, ridiculously used for ‘action.’ 2 H. IV. 

ii. 1. 

Expect, expectation. T. A Cr. i. 3 
Expect, to anticipate. Tam. of S. iv. A 
Expedience, expedition, undertaking. A. A C. 
Haste, R; II. ii. 1. 

Expedient, expeditious. As you Like it, iii. 1 ; 

John, ii. 1 ; R 11. i. 4 : R. ill. i. 2. 

Expiate, to terminate. Son. 22. 

Expiate, comnleted. R. HI. iii. 3. 

ExiKMtulate, to expound, discuss. Ham. ii. 2. 
Expoature, exposure. Cor. iv. 1. 

Express, to reveal. Wint. Tale, iii. 2. 

Expulse, to expeL 1 H. VI. iii. 3. 

Exsufiicate, that which has been hissed off, con- 
temptible. ’Tw. N. iiL 3. 

Exsumicate, exsufflate, puffed out, exaggerated. 
0th. iii. 3 

Extend, to seize. A. A C. i. 2. 

Extent, a seizure. As you like it, iii. 1. 

Extern, outward. 0th. i. 1. 

Extirp, to extiipate. M. for M. iii. 2. 

Extracting, distracting. Tw. N. v. 1. 

Extraught, extracted, descended. 3 H. VI. ii. 2. 
Extravagant, foreign, wandering. Ham, i. 1 ; 
0th. i. 2. 

Extremes extravagance of conduct. Wint. Tale, 
iv. 3. Extremities. R. A J. iv. 1. 

Eyas, a nestling hawk. Ham. ii. 2. 

Eyas-musket, a nestling of the musket or merlin, 
the smallest species of British hawk. Merry 
Wives, ill, 3. 

Eye. a glance, oeillad. Temp. i. 2. A diade of 
colour, as in shot silk. Temp. ii. 1. 

Eyne, eyes. L’s L’s L. v. 3 

Face, to bully, to brave. Tam. of S. ii. 1 ; J. C. v. 1. 
Faco<l, tumea over with facings. Tam. of S. iv. 3. 
Facinerious, wicked. All’s Well^ ii. 3. 

Fact, guilt, deed. Wint. Tale, liL 2. Lucrece, 
vol. lii. |i. 421. 

Factious, instant, importunate. J. C. i. 3. 
Faculty, essential virtue orjiower. H. V. i. 1. 
Fadge, to suit. Tw. K. ii. 3 
Fading, a kind of ending to a song. Wint. Tale, 
iv. 3 

Faui,fflad. 2H. VI. ii. 1. Gladly. Lear, i. A« 
Fair, beauty. Com. of E. ii. 1 ; M. N’a Dr. i. 1 ; 
L's L’s L. iv. 1 ; As you Like it^ iii. 2; V. A A. 
vol. iii. p. 415 ; Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 421 : Son. 
16; Ibid. IS. 

Fairy, an enchantress. A. A C. iv. 8. 

Faitor, a traitor. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Falcon, the female hawk. T. A Cr. iii. 2. 

Fall, to let fall. Temp. ii. 1. 

Fallow, fawn-coloured. Merry Wives, i. 1. 

False, faJsehood. M. for M. ii. A 
Falsing, deceptive. Com. of E. ii. 2. 

Familitf , a familiar spirit. L's L’s L. i. 2 : 2 H. 
VI. iv. 7. 

Fancy, affection, love. M. K’s Dr. i. 1 ; Ibid. iv. 

1 ; Wint. Tale, iv. 3 : Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 419. 
Lyrical piece. All’s WeU, v. 3 ; 2 H. IVfiii 2. 
Fancy-free, untouched by love. M. N’s Dr. iL 2. 
Fang, to seize in the teeth. Tim. iv. 3. 
Fantastical, visionurv. Moo. i. 3. 

Fantaaticoes, affecteo^reons. R. A J. ii.'4L 
Fap, drunk. Merry Wives, i. 1. 

Far, farther. Wint. T^e, iv. 4. 

Farced, staffed. H. V. iv. 1. 

Fardel, a burden. Wint. Tale, iv. 4; Ham. iii. 3. 
Fartuous, used ridiculously for * virtuous. ’ Merry 
Wives, iL 2. 

Fashions, a disease in horses. Tam. of S. iii. 2. 
Fast, assuredly, nnslterably. M. for M. i. 3; 2 
H. VI. ▼. 3 

Fat,daU. lH.IV.i.2. 

Fat, o'ercloying, sickening. Tw. H. v. 1. 

Fault, misfortune. Merry Wives, i. 1 ; Ibid. iii. 
3 ; Per. iv. 2. 

Favour, countenance features, complexion, good 
gualiiy. Tw, K. ii. 4 ; M. for M. iv. 2; 
l)r. i. 1 ; T. A Cr. i. 2 ; Lear, i. 4 ; R. IL 
iv. 1: I H. IV. iii 3 

Fear, to frighten. Tam. M 8. v. 2 ; J. C. ii .1 ; 
Ibid. V. 1: A. AC. ii.6; 3H. VI. iii. 3; Ibid. 
V. 2; V. A A. vol. iii. p. 415. 



Fear, the object of fear. Ham. iii. 3 
Fearful, causing fear. M. of V. i. 3 Subject to 
fear, timorouB. Temp. i. 2. 

Feat, neat, dexterous, nicely. Temp. ii. 2 ; Cym. 

V. 5: Lover’s Com. vol. iiL p. 453 
Feated, moulded, fashioned. Cym. i. 1. 

Featly» nimbly, daintily. Temp. i. 3 
Feature JtieauV* Cym. v.6. Comeliness of per- 
son. Two Gent. ii. 4. 

Fecks, i’, in faith. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 

Federaiy, confederate. Wint. Tale, ii. 1. 
Feeders, nickname for servants. As you Like it, 

ii. 4 ; A. A C. iii. 13. 

Fee-gnefp a grief held, as it were, in fee-simple, 
or the peculiar property of him who poeseases 
it. Mac. iv. 3 

Fehemently, used ridiculously for ' vehemently.* 
Meriy Wives, iii. 1. 

Fell, the hide. As you Like it, iii. 2; Lear, 
V. 3 

Fell of hair, any part covered with hair. Mac. v. 5. 
Fellow, a companion. Tim. iii. 1. 

Fence, art or skiU in defence. 2 H. VI. ii. 1. 
Feodary, one who holds an estate by suit or ser- 
vice to a superior lord ; hence one who acts 
under the diraction of another. Wint. Tale, 

ii. 1 ; Cym. iii. 2. 

Fere, feere, phero, a companion, husband, or wife. 
T. A. iv. f. 

Fester, to rankle, grow virulent. Cor. i. 0. 
Festinately, quickly. L’s L’s L. iii. 1. 

Fet, fetchea. 2 H. XV. ii. 5; H. V. iii. 1. 

Fettle, to prepare. R. A J. lii. 6. 

F^u^in^^n brief. Temp. i. 2; Tam. of S. i. 2; 

Fico. a fig, Merry Wives, i. 3 ; H. V. iii. 6. 
Fielded, m the field of battle. Cor. i. 4. 

Fifteen, an impost. 2 H. VI. iv. 7. 

Fig. to insult. 2 H. IV. v. 3. 

Fights, clothes hung round a ship to conceal the 
men from the enemy. Merry Wives, iL 2. 

File, a list or catalogue. Mac. v. 2. 

File, to defile. Mac. iii. 1. To smooth or polish. 

L's L’s L. V. 1. To make even. H. VIIl. iii. 3 
Filed, polished. Son. 66: Passionate Fil. vol. 

iii. p. 460. 

Fill-horse, shaft-horse. M. of V. ii. 2. 

Fills, the shafts. T. A Cr. iii. 3 
FHth, a whore. Tim. iv. 1. 

Fine, the conclusion, end. Much Ado, i. I ; All’s 
Well, iv. 4 ; Ham. v. 1 ; Lucrece. vol. iii..p. 425. 
Pine, to make fine or specious. H. V. i. 2. 
Fiuelcss, endless. 0th. lii. 3. 

Fin^o, ridiculously used for ‘Virago.’ Tw. N. 

iii. A 

Fire-drake, Will o’ the Wisp. H. VIII. v. 3. 
Fire-new. with the glitter of novelty on, like 
newly-forged motal. R. HI. i. 3,'^ 

Firk, to chastise. 11. V. iv. 4. 

Fit, a canto or division of a song. T. A Cr. iii. 1. 

A trick or habit. H. VIIl. i. 3. 

Fit, to start. Per. ii. 1 ; Son. 119. 

Fitchew, a polecat. Lear, iv. 6 ; Otb. iv. 1. 
Fives, a disease incident to horses. Tam. of S. 
iii. 2. 

Flamen, a priest. Cor. ii. I ; Tim. iv. 3 
Flap -dragon, raisins in burning brandy. L’s L’s 

L. V. 1. 

Flap-dragon, a drinking sport. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Flap-jack, a {>an-cake. Per. ii. 1. 

Flask, a soldier’s powder horn. L’s L’s L. v. 2. 
Flat, certain. 1 H. IV. iv. 2. . 

Flatness, lowness, depth. Wint. Tale, iii. 3 
Flaw, a rust of ^ind. 2 H. IV. iv. 4 ; 2 H. VI. 
lii. 1 ; V. A A. vol. iii. p. 410. Metaph. sud- 
den emotion, or the cause of it. Mac. iii. 4 ; 
A. A C. iii. 10. 

Flaw, to make a flaw in, to break. H. VIIL i. 1. 
Flecked, spotted, streaked. R. A J. ii. 3. 

Fleet, to float. A. A C. iiL 3 To pass away. 
A. A C. i. 3. To pass the time. As you Like 
it, i. 1. 

Fleeting, inconstant. R. III. i. 4. 

Fleshea, eager for the taste of flesh. 1 H. IV. i. 1 ; 
H. V. iii. 3; R. 111. iv. 3. Made to taste flesh, 
initiated. 1 H. IV. v. 4. 

Fleshment, the act of fleahigg the sword, hence 
the first feat of arms. Legr, ii. 3 Esgmess 
gained by euccoeaful initial|on. Tw. K. iv. 1 ; 
H. V. ii. A T 

Flawed, famished with hanging lips, as hounda 
are. M. N’s Dr. iv. 1. ^ 

Flibertigibbet, a fiend. Leaq ill. A 
Flight, a particular mode of vpraotising archery. 
Muen AdO; i. 1. 

Flirt-gill, a light woman. IL A J. iL 4. 

Flote, wave, aea. Temp. i. 3 
Flourish, an ornament. L’s L’s L. iv. 3 
Flourish, to ornament, disgim with ornament. 

M. for M. iv. 1. 

Flush, fresh, fuU of vigour. A. A C. i. A 
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Flj^n^at the brook, hawking at water-fo^vl 2 

Foil; defeat, diaadTantage Temp iii 1 
Fom, to iiau, or thniat m fencing Merry Wives, 

II 3 , Lear, iv 6 

Foiaon. abundanoci,. Autumn. Temp ii 1 . M 
forM 1 . 4 ; Son C8 '' 

Folly, wantounees Oth. y. 2, Lucrece, vol ui 
p 422 

Fond, foolish M ofV iii 3. Lear, i 2,0th i 3, 
Ibii 1; Cor IV 2. iri VI 111 3 
Foot cloth, a saddle-cloth hanging down to the 
ground 2 H VI iv 1 , Ibid iv 7 , K III in 4 
For, for that, because M for M ii 1 . Gym 
ill 5 For fear of Two (lent i 2 , Son 52 
'Fore A AC ii 7, Ibid iii 3 Ibid iv 11, 
H V 111 5 

For all waters, plays any character Tw N iv 2 
For and, and eke Ham v 1 
For the Heavens, by HCaven ' Much Ado. ii 1 . 
M of V 11 2 

For the Lord's sake, a form of supplication M 
forM IV 3 

Forage, to hasten .lohn, v 1 
Forbid, accursed, outlawed Mac. i 3 
Forboae. forbidden Ixiver'sCom vol in p 454 
Force, physical vigour T A Gr iv 1 
Force, to care, to regard to, value L's L a L 

V 2 , Lucrece. vol iii p 426 To strengthen 
Mac V 5 To stuff, for ‘ farce ' T A Gr v 1 

Forced, falselv attributed Wint Tal^ ii 3 
Fordo, to kill, destroy Lear, v 3 To weary 
M N's Dr V 2 

Forespoke, prejudiced, forbidden A A 0 in 7 
Foreign, obliged to live abroad H VIH n 2 
Forepast, former All’s Well, v 3 
Foresiow, to delay 3 H VT ii 3 
Forfeits, mulcts imposed by barbers M for M 

V 1 . k VIII 11 4 

Forfend, forbid Wint Tale, iv 3 
Forgetivo, inventive 2 H IV iv 3 
Forked, horned Wint Tale, i 2 , Oth, lu 3 
Forlorn, fore lost 1 H VI i 2 
Formal, regular, retaining its proper and essential 
characteristic Com of£vl,AACu5 
Former, fore, foremost J 0 v 1 
Forsper^, exhausted, weary 2 H IV i 1 
Forabeak, to apeak againat A A 0 in 7 
Forth, out M for M v 1 , M of V 1 1 , J C 

III 3 

Foithnght, a straight jiatli fortbnghta and 
meandora, straight paths and crooked ones 
lemp 111 3 , T A Ci in J 
horty, a word exproaaing an mdcfuiite imrnlxr 
Com of Jb. IV J, IH VI I 3. H VTII m ’ 
Forwearv, to weary, exhaust John, ii 1 
Foaset seller, one who Bella the pipes inserted 
into a vessel to give vent to the liquor, and 
8to[>ped by a sjiigot Cor ii 1 
Foul, plain, homely As >ou Like it, ni 3 
Four, colloquialism for some Ham ii 2 
Fox, a swora , a cant wonl H V iv 4 
Fox ship, the cunning of the fox Cor iv 2 
Frame, order, limit Much Ado, iv 1 
Frampold, peevish, unquiet Merrv AVives, n 2 
Frank, the feeding place of swine 2 H IV u 2 
Franked, confined R III i 3 
Franklin, a freeholder, a small squire Cyin in 2 
hVaught, freighted M of V ii 8 
Fraughtage, freight Com of £ iv 1 
Fraughting, to fraught , loading or constituting 
the cargo of a ship Temp i 2 
Frayeil, luarmod, frightened T A Cr in 2 
French brawl, a dance L’s L’s L in 1 
Fresh, a spring of fresh water Temp in 2 
Fret, the stop of a guitar Tam of h ii 1 , Hkm 
m 2 

Fret, to wear awi^ Lear, i 4 , R II iii 3 To 
variegate .1 Cf ii 1 

Fnend, a lover Much Ado, ii 1 J C ii 3 
Fritnd, to befnond H Vltl i 2 
Frippery, an old clothes shop Temp iv 1 
From, contrary to Ham iii 2 
From the teetn, in pretence A AC in 4 
Front, beginning Son 102 
Front, to affront, oppose A A C ii 2 
Frontier, opposition 1 H IV i 3 
Frontlet, tnat which is worn on the forehead 
Lear, i 4 

F^h and lime, a cant phrase for a tapster Merry 

Fnish, to break or bruise T A Cr v 6 
Frustrate, frustrated A A C v 1 
Pub off, to put off 2 H IV 11 1 
Fulfill, to fill full Prol to T A Cr Lucrece, 
vol 111 p 428 
Full, complete Oth ii 1 
Fnllam, a loaded die Merry Wives, i 3 
Fulsome, lustful M of V i 3 
Furnished, equipped Wint Tale, iv 3 
Fumitor, fumitory, an herb Lear, iv 4 


Gaberdine, a loose outer coat, or smock frock 
Temp II 2, M ofV i 3 
G&d, a pointed instrument, a goad T A iv 1 
Upon the gad, with impetuous haste, upon the 
^ spur of the moment Lear, i 2 
Gam giving, misgiving Ham v 2 

prpgreM j^emp 1 1 Merry Wives, 

Galliard, a kind of dance Tw N i 3,H V i 2 
Galliasse, a kind of ship Tam of S it 1 
Gallimaufry, a ridiculous medley Wiut Tale, 
iv 4 

Callow, to scare Lear, iii 2 
Oallowglass, the irregular infantry of Ireland 
and the Highlands of bcotland Mac i 2, 2 
H VI IV 9 

Gamester, a frolicsome person H VIII i 4 
A loose woman All’s Well, v 3 
Gap, a parenthesis Wmt Talc iv 3 
Gape, to yell, to roar Ham i 2, H VIII v 3 
Garlwil, uiBoidcr, uproar A A C i 3 
Ganali, gaudy, blazing R A J iii 2, R III 
IV 4 

Garner, to lay by, as com in a barn Oth iv 2 
Gaat. frightened Leai.ii 1 
Gaudy festive A A C m 13 
Gaunt, ficice, eager A A C i 5 
fia/e, an object ot wonder Mac v 7 
(rear, matter of business of any kmd M of V 
11 2 

Gock, a fool Cym v 4 Tw N v 1 
General, the goneiality, common people M for 
M 11 4 , Ham ii 2 , J C ii 1 
Generations, children Wmt lole, ii 1 
Generosity, noble birth Cor i 1 
Generous, noble M for M i 1 , Ibid iv 6 
Gentility, good manners LsI’sL i 1 
Gentle, gcntlofolk La I.s L iv 1 Noble 
lemp 1 2 GenMe one, an epithet of endear 
mint Wmt file, i\ 3 
Gentle, to ennoble Hen V iv 3 
Gentry, complaisance, conduct becoming gentle 
folk Ham II 2 

German, akin Wmt Tale, iv 4 Appropriate 
Ham V 2 

Germen, seed, embryo Mac iv 1 , Lear, ui 2 
Gesta, exploits A A C iv 8 
Gest, period Wint Tale, i 2 
(jhostly, spiritual RAJ ii 2 
Gib, aiiccat Ham in 4, I 11 IV i 2 
(jidd) inconstant Much Ado, v 4 
Gilts, talents, eiuluHimat Merrv ivcs, i 1 
Gigljt i w niton girl M foi M v 1 
Gilder, i ( oin ot tliu value uf Oii oi Is Com 
of £ IV 1 

(Jill Ivors, gillyflowers WTint Talc, iv 3 
I Gilt, money II V ii Cb btate of wealth 
lim IV 1 

Gimmal, double II V iv 2 

(Timmor, contrivance 1 H VI i 2 

(ring, gang Meny Wives, iv 2 

Girl, to gibe ( or i 1 , 2 H TV i 2 

Gird, a sail asm, or nbe Tam of S v 2 

(tis, by, b} BUS Ham iv A 

Give aim, t brect Two Gent v 4 

Give out, to lurrender, to relinquish 2 H VI 

IV 8 

Giv e the boots, to sell a baigaiu Two Gent, i 1 
Give the bucklers, to yield oneself vanquished 
Much Ado, V 2 

Give tho nod, to ridicule W gesture T AOr i 2 
Gleek, to scoff M N s Dr in 1 j 

Gleek, a scoff RAJ iv 5. 1 H \ 1 lu 2 
Glib, to geld Wint Tale, ii 1 
Glorious, aodntious, ostentatious Cym i 6 
Gloac, to comment , hence, to be garrulous R 
II 11 1 To wheedle, T A ii 4 
Glut, to •wallow Temp i 1 
Gnaii snarl R II i 3,2H VI in I 
God buy you, God be with you H V iv 3 
God dig you den God give you good even L’s 
1 s L IV 1 . R A J in 5 
God lid 5 ou, God reward 5 ou As you Like it, v 4 
Gooil cheap, 3 hon ma^rhi 1 H IV in 4 
Gooil deed, indeed Wint lale i 2 
Good don, good evening, contracted from 'Good- 
oven ’ John, i 1 

Good even and twenty, a popular salutation 
Merry Wives, ii 1 

Good goose bite not, a proverbial sa> mg R A 
J 11 4 

Good man, a man of substance M of V i 3 , 
Cor 1 1 • 1 . t 

Oood-vear or Good jer, a corruption of the French 
goujere , the venereal disease Merry Wives, 

Gorbellied, corpulent I H IV u 2 , 

Go to the world, a matrimonial saying Mach 
Ado, 11 1 , As you Like it, > 3 All’s well, i 3 
Gourd, a species of game of chance. Merry 
W'lves, 1 3 


Gout, a drop Mac u 1 
Government, discretion 3 H VI i 4 , Lacrece, 
vol 111 p 4J9 

Gracious, loving, comely, gentle Mach Ado, 
iv 1 , M of V 111 2 , John, iii 4 , Son 62. 
Aboundmg in grace divine Ham i 1 
Grained, engrained Ham ui 4 
Cvramercy, grand mercy, much thanks M of 
V u 2 

Grange, the farmstead attached to a monastery, 
a solitary farm house Oth i 1 
Gratillity, used ndicoilously for ' gratuity ' Tw 
N 11 3 

Gratulate, to congratulate T A i 2 
Grave, to bury Tim iv 3 
Grave, )jerniciou8, fatal A A C iv 13 
Graves, armour for the legs 2 II IV iv 1 
Greasily, grossly L a L s L iv 4 
Gn ek, a bawd Tw N iv 1 
Green, immature, fresh, unused Tam of S in 
2,R III 11 2 
Greenly, foolishly Ham iv 5 
Greet, to weep T A i 2 
Gnefs, gnevances J C iv 2 , 1 H I V iv 3 
Gnpe, the gryphon, or gnffiii, a vulture Lucrece, 
vol 111 1 ) 422 

(liize, a step Tw N iii 1 
(jirossly. palpably 11 V u 2 
Groundlmg, one who sits m the ])it of a theatre 
Ham 111 2 

Grow tea pomt, come to business M N’sDr i2 
Growing, accruing Com of £ iv 1 
(ji nidges, murmurs of discontent T A i 1 
Guard, to ornament with a border John, iv 2 
'lo decorate M of V ii 2 
Guard, decoration M for M in 1 
Guardage, guardianship Oth i 2 
Guiilun, a standanl fi V iv 2 
Guinea hen, the pmt.ido, a cant term Oth i 3 
Gules, red, a term m heraldiy Tim iv 3 , Ham 
11 2 

Gulf, the throat Mac iv 1 
Gull, a young unfeathered bin! 1 H IV v 1 
Gun stones, black roundlcs, stone shot for wAniion 
H V 1 2 

Gust, taste, rebsh Tw N i 3 , W int Tale i 2 
Guts, a lack brain, a shallow pate Ham m 4 
Gyve, to fetter Oth ii 1 

Hack, to I ccomc common Merry Wives, u 1 
Hag^aid a wild or unreclaimed hawk Much 
Ado, 111 1,1 am of S iv I , Oth in 3 
Hag seed, seed or offspring of a hag Ti inp i 2 
Hair, course, order, gram Mcny \5 ivcs, n 3 
Half faces, meagre visagiS John, i 1 
Hahdom, holiness, saiictihcation, Christian fel 
lowship, used as an oath, and analogous to 
• By my faith ’ Two Gent iv 2 
Hall, an open space to dance in R A J i 5 
Hallowmas, All Hallows’ Day Tw o Gent ii 1 
Hand, to m, to encourage, to buoy up Much 
Ado, iv ] , Tam of S iv 2 , Mac in 1 
Handfast, mainpnze, at largo on secunty 5V mt 
Tale, IV 3 

Handsaw, perhaiis a corruption of Heionshaw, 
a hern Ham u 2 

Hang by the walls, to be hung up as useless 
Cym m 4 

Hangman, rogue, rascal, a name given to (\ipid 
Much Ado, ui 2 

Hap, chance, fortune Com of £ i 1 
Happily, accidentallv Tam of S i\ 4 
Happy, accomplished Cym lu 4 
Happy man be his dole, a tnte phrase Merry 
W ives, 111 4 , Tam of S i 1 , 1 H I V ii 2 
Happy the son whose father goes to the devil, 
a proverb 3 H M ii 2 
Hard, to liear. to mistrust, to doubt, to fear J 
C 1 2 , Ibid 11 1 , Ibid 111 1 
Hardiment, dchance, brave deeds 1 H IV i 3 
I Harlock, charlock, wild mustard Lear, iv 4 
Harlotry, a term of reproach RAJ iv 2, 
Oth iv 3 , 1 H IV ill 1 
Harlots, base companions, villains Com of£ v 1 
Harness, armour A A G iv 8 
Harrow, tt> subdue, to overcome Ham i 1 
Harry, to annoy, haras4 A A C lu 3 
Has the mends in his own hands, must make the 
best of it T A Cr 1 1 
Haught, haughty 3 H VI u I 
Haughty, lofty, liigh I H VI u 5 
Haunt, company Ham iv I 
Have an eye of, to see through Ham u 2 
Having, fortune, revenue, iiossession Merry 
Wives, ill 2, Tw N in 4, Loier’s Com vol 
111 p 455 

Haviour, behaviour Merry Wives, i 3 
Havoc, cry, a signal for indiscriminate slaughter 
Cor ill 1 , J C 111 1 , John, ii I 
Hay, a dance I/s L’s L v 1 Term m fencmg 
K A J II 4 
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Hay, torm in fencing. R. & J. ii. 4. 

Haiard, a term in tennis. H. V. i. 2. 

Heady, violent, headlong. Com. of £. v. 1. 

Heat, heaM. M. of V. i. 1. 

Heaven to earth, an asseveration. 1 H. IV. v. 2. 
Heavy night, a uuck, cloudy night. 0th. v. 1. 
Hebenon, henbane. Ham. i. 6. 

Heft, a heaving. Wint. Tale, ii. 1. 

Heft, furnished with a handle : hence, metaphori- 
cally, finished off, delicately formed. Lear, ii. 4. 
Hell, a vile dungeon in a prison. Com. of E. iv. 2. 
Helm, to-steer, manage. M. for M. iii. 2. 
Helpless, giving no help. Com. of £. ii. 1 ; V. 

k A. voL iii. p. 411. 

Hence, henceforward. 2 H. IV. v. 6. 

Henchman, a page or attendant. M. N *b Dr. ii. 2. 
Hent, a purpose. Ham. iii. 3. 

Hent, to seize, take. M. for M. iv. 6; Wint 
Tale,iv.2. 

Herb-grace, rue. Ham. iv. 6. 

Here be with me, mocking me with opprobrious 
gestures. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 

Hereby, as it may happen. L's L's L. i. 2. 
Hermit, a beadsman, one bound to pray for 
another. Mac. i. 6. 

Herod, a tyrant of the miracle pl^s. Ham. iii. 2. 
Hest, command. Temp. iii. 1 ; Ibid. iv. 1. 

Hey non nonny, old baUad burden. Ham. iv. 5. 
Hide fox and all after, the game of hide and 
seek. Ham. iv. 5. 

High, used in composition with adjectives to 
heighten or emphasize their signihcation, as, 
hmn-fantastical. Tw. N. i. 1. 

High men, false dice. Merry Wives, i. 3. 
High-tides, high -days. John, iii. 1. 

Hwht, called. M. H's Dr. v. 1 ; L’s L's L. i. 1 : 
Per. iv. (Qower). 

Hild, held. Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 428. 

Hilding, a paltry fellow. Cym. ii. 3 ; 2 H. IV. 
i. 1. 

Hillo, ho, hoy I Faleoneria encouragement to 
hawks. Ham. i 5. 

Hint, suggestion. 'Temp. I. 2. 

Hiren, Qy. a prostitute, with a pun on the word 
•iroiJ 2H.IV.ii. 4. 

Hit it, can you, a song or dance. L's L's L. iv. 1 ; 

0th. ii. 1 ; T. A. ii. 1, 

Hit, to agree. Lear, i. 1. 

Ho I stop I Ham. v. 2. 

Hoi ho ! ho I a fiendish or supernatural laugh. 
M. K's Dr. iii. 2L 

Hoar, to make white with leprosy. Tim. iv. 3. 
Hobby-horae, a pasteboard horse in May (ojneB ; ' 
a bj^word for an abandoned woman. L's L's 
L. iii. 1 : Wint. Tale, i. 2 ; Otb. iv. 1. 

Hob nob, hit or miss. Tw. N. iii. 4. 

Hoise, to hoist, heave op on hifl^. 2 H. VI. I 1. 
Hoiat, hoisted. Ham. iii. 4. 

Hold or cut bow-strings, a term in archery. M. 
N’s Dr. i. 2. 

Holla ! a term of the mandge. As you Like it, 
iii. 2. 

Holp, helped. John, i. 1. 

Home, to the utmoet. Cym. iii. 6 ; Lear, iii. 3 ; 
Cor. iL 2. 

Honest, chaste. As vou like it, i. 2; 0th. iv. 2. 
Honesty, chastity, lAierali^. As you like it, 
in. 3; Wint. Tale. ii. 3; AU’s Well, iii. 5; Tim. 
iiL 2; Ham. iii 1. 

Honey-stalks, ths red clover. T. A. iv. 4. 

Hood, in faloonry. to cover the hawk's eyes with 
a hood. R A J. iii. 2 : H. V. iii. 7. 

Hoodman, Hoodmaii blind, blind man's buff. 

AU't WeU. ir. 3 ; Ham. iiL 4. 

Hop«, to oxpoct. 0th. ii. 1 ; A. ft C. ii. 1. 
Horn-mid, probably, * Aam-mad,' that is, brain- 
• mad. Merry Wives, i. 4. 

Horologe, a clock. 0th. ii. 3. 

Hot-house, a brothel. M. for M. ij. 1. 

Housewife, a hussy or harlot, A. A C. iv. 15. 
However, anyway. Two Gent. i. 1. 

Hoz, to hamstring. Wint Tale, i. 2. 
Hngm-mugger, iecreey. Ham. iv. fi. 

Hull, to ^ft on the sea like a wredked ahip. 

H. Vlll. ii. 4. 

H^tou, fitful, or. perhoiM, hnrriod. B. ft J. 

I . L Perverse, capricious. As you lake it, 

It ^ 

Humorous-man, the man who personated fantas* 
tic characters. Haro. ii. 2. 

Hunt-oountori to follow the scent the wrong way. 

Com. of E. IT. 2 ; Ham. iv. 5 ; 2 H. IV. i. 2. 
nunts-up, a holla used in hunting when the game 
WM on foot. R. A J. iii. 5. 

Hurly, no^, oonfnsion. Tam. of S. iv. 1. 
Hurly-burly, uproar, tumult Mao. i. 1. 

Hurtle, to dash. J. C. ii. 2. 

guftUns, nojM. oonfusim. As you Like it, Iv. 3. 

HjjI>to^jfTO^ahty. Msc.ii.1. Management. 

Huawife, ajiit Cor. 13. 


Hyen, hynna. As you like it, iv. 1. 

Hysterica passio, the disease called the mother. 
Lear, ii. 4. 

I, the old form of ay. Two Gent i. 1. 

Ice-brook, an icy-oold brook. 0th. v. 2. 
Ides^the Roman name for particular days. J. C. 

Idle, crazy, wild, mad-brainsd. All's Well, ii. 5 ; 
Ibid. iii. 7 ; Tim. iv. 3 ; Ham. iii. 2. Infertile. 
0th. i. 3. 

Idle bed^ bed of idleness. J. C. ii. 1. 
rfocks, in faith, a eunbemiam. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 
Ignomy, ignominy. 1 H. IV. v. 4. 

'Dd you, yield you, reward you. As you Like it, 
V. 4. 

Ill, badly. Lucrece. vol. iii. p. 419. 

Ill-erecM, erected tor evil. K. XL v. 1. 
Ill-inhabited, ill-lodged. As you Like it iii* 3. 
Ill-sorted, ill accompanied. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Image, representation. Ham. iii. 2. 

Imbare, to bare, lay open. H. V. i. 2. 

Immanity, cruelty, ferocity. 1 H. VI. v. I. 
Immediacy, close connection. Lear, v. 3. 
Immoment, unimiiortant. A. A C. v. 2. 

Imp, to gnut, to splice a falcon's broken feathers. 
R II. li. 1. 

Imp, a scion, a child. 2 H. IV. v. 5. 

Impair^ unsuitable. T. A Cr. iv. 5. 

Imimrtial, neutral. M. for M. v. I. 

Imiiawn, to stake, compromise. H. V. i. 2. 
Impeach, to bring into question. M. N's Dr. ii. 2. 
Imiieach, impeacnment. Com. of £. v. 1. 


Imiieach, impeaimment. Com. of £. v. 1. 
Impeachment hindrance. H. V. iii. 6. Causo 
01 censure, hindrance. Two Gent. i. 3. 
Imperceivorant dull of perception. Cym. iv. 1. 
Imperious, imperial Ham. v. 1. 

Impeticos, to pocket. Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Ii^leached, interwoven, intertwined. Lover's 
Com. vol iii. p. 455. 

Importance, importunity. Tw. N. v. 1. Signifi- 
cance. Wint Tale, v. 2. 

Important, importunate. Tw. H. v. 1 ; Much 
Ado, u. 1 ; Com. of K v. 1 ; All's Well, lu. 7 : 
Lear, iv. 4 ; John, iL 1. 

Importing, sigi^cant. All’s Well, v. 3. 

Impose, imposition, meaning command or task 
impo^ upon any one. Two Gent. iv. 3. 
Im|x>sition, command. M. of V. i. 2. 
Imj^owble,^ incredible. Much Ado, ii. 1 ; All's 

Impress, a motto or device. R II. iii. 1. 
Impress, to compel to serve. Mac. iv. 1. 
Imputation, reputation. T. A Cr. i. 3. 

Incapable^ unconscious. Ham. iv. 7 : R. III. ii. 2. 
Incaniaxxlme, to dye red. Mac. ii. 2. 

Incensed, incited, egged on. R 111. iiL 1. 

Inch, island. Mac. i. 2. 

Inch-meal, by inch-mesl, by portion of inches. 
Temp. ii. 2. 

Inclining, compliant. 0th. ii. 3. Inclination. 
Ham. 11 . 2. 

Inclip. to embrace. A. A C. ii. 7. 

Include, conclude. Two Gent. v. 4. 

In compt^ in trust. Mac. i. 6. 

Inoony, hoe. delicate. L's L’s L. iii. 1. 

Incorrect, ill-regulated. Ham. i. 2. 

IncreasSi^ produce. Son. 97. 

Ind. India. Temp. ii. 2. 

In deed, in fact in form. Ham. i. 5. 

Indent, to compound or bargain. 1 H. IV. i. 3. 
Index, a preface. Ham. iiL 4 ; R. III. iv. 4. 
Indifferent, ordinary. Ham. ii. 2. Impartial, 
passable, moderate. Tam. of 8. iv. 1 ; R. II. 
iL3; H. VIII. ii.4. 

Indigeat. disordered. Son. 114. 

Indirectly, wrongfully. John, ii. 1. 

Indite, to invite. RAJ. ii. 4. To convict 
Ham. ii. 2. 

Induction, introduction, beginning. 1 H. IV. 

iiL 1. ei 

indursnee, delay. H. VIII. v. 1. 

Inga^, disengaged. All's WeU, v. 3. 

In^nier, or Ingener, an ingenious person, an 
artist 0th. ii. 1. 

Ingenional]^ ingenuously. Tim. ii. 2. 

Innnits, infinite power. Much Ado, ii, 3. 
Informal, deranged. M. for M. v. 1. 

Ingraft, to engiA, engrafted. 0th. ii. 3. 
Inhabitable, uninhabitable. R II. i. 1. 

Inherit to possess. Two Gent. Hi. 2 : R IL i. 1. 
Inhibit to prohibit All's Well, L 1. 

Inhooped, penned up in hoops. A. A C. n. 3. 
Inkhom-mato, a contemptuous term for an 
ecclesiaatic, or man of learning. 1 H. VI. iii.tl. 
Inkle, a kind of narrow fiUet or tape. Wint. Tale, 
iv. 3. 

Inland, civilized, well-educated. As yon Like 
it in. 2. 

Inly, inward. Two Gent ii. 7. Inwardly. Temp. 

V. 1. 


Inn, mansion, abode. R. II. v. L 

limocont, a natural, a fool. AU's Well, iv. 3 : 

X^ar, iii. 6. Foolish. Much Ado, v. 2. 

In print, precisely, to the letter. Two Gent L 2. 
Inquisition, inquuy. Temp. i. 2. 

Inquisitive, inquisitor. Com. of £. i. 2. 

Insane, that which causes insanity. Mac. i. 3. 
Inaconoe, to arm, fortify. Com. of E. ii. 2. 

Inset to set. 2 H. IV. i. 2. 

Instance, example. Tw. N. iv. 3. Information. 
2 H. IV. iii. 1. Reason, proof. Merry Wives, 
i. 2; H. V. ii. 2: Lucrece, vol in. p. 430. 
Intend, to pretend. *Tam. of 8. iv. 1 ; R III. 

in. 7 ; Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 419. 

Intending, regarding. Tim. ii. 2. 

Intendment mtention. 0th. iv. 2. 

Inteiiiblo, incapable of holding. All's WeU, i. 3. 
Intention, intensity. Wint. Tale, iv. 2. 
Intentively, attentively. 0th. L 3. 

Interested, allied. Lear, I 1. 

Intermission, pause, delay. Mao. iv. 3. 
Intrenchment, not callable of beiag cut. Mac. v. 7. 
Intrinse, intricate. Lear, ii. 2. 

Intrinaicate, intricate. A. A C. v. 2. 

Invention, imagination. M. for M. ii. 4; Mao. 
iii 1. 

Inward, an intimate friend. M. for M. iiL 2. 

Intimate. R. HI. iii. 4. 

Inwardness, intimaoy. Much Ado, iv. 1. 

In years, in wrinkles. L’s li’s L. v. 2. 

Irreguloua. lawless, licentious. Cym. iv. 2. 
Irremoveable, irremoveably. Wint. Tale, iv. 3. 
Iteration, reiteration. 1 H. IV. i. 2. 

I wis, certainly, truly. T. of 8. i. 1 ; M. of V. ii. 0. 

Jack, a mean feUow. R. III. i. 3. 

Jack-A-lent, a puppet thrown at in Lent. Merry 
Wives, V. 5. 

Jack guardant, a jack in office. Cor. v. 2. 

Jack shall have JiU, a proverbial saying. M. N's 
Dr. iii. 2. 

Jacks, keys of virginals. Son. 128. 

Jacks ana g^, dnuking vessels. T. of S. iv. 1 
Jade, to wfiip, to treat with contempt. A. A C. 
m.l; H.vill.m.2. 

Jar, the ticking of a clock. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 

Jar, to tick as a clock. R. II. v. 5. 

Jaunce, to' prance. K. II. v. 5. 

Jay. a prostitute. Cym. iii. 4. 

Jenbthah and his daughter, a popular ballairl. 
Ham. ii. 2. 

Jerk, a twitch, a sudden movement L's L's L. 
iv. 2. 

Jess, a strap of leather attached to the talons of 
a hawk, by which it is held on the fist 0th. 
iii. 3. 

.Jest, to tilt in a tournament. R. II. i. 3. 

Jet, to stmt Tw. N. ii. 5 ; Cym. iii. At Per. L 4. 
Jig, a dmice. Much Ado, ii. f. 

Joint-ring, a divided ring used as a love token. 
0th. iv. 3. 

Joint-stool, an old proverbial saying. T. of S. li. 1. 
Jovial, appertaining to Jove. Cym. v. 4. 
Journal, daily. C^. iv. 2. 

Judicious, critical Merry Wives, i. 3. Judicial. 
Cor. iii. 1. 

Jump, to agree. 1 H. IV. 1 2. To hazard. Cym. 
V. 4. 

Jump, hazard. A. A C. iii 8. 

Jum^, exactly, nicely. 0th. ii. 3. Just. Ham. 

Justicer, a judge, magistrate. Cym. v. 5; Lear; 

iii. 5 ; Ibid. iv. 2. 

Jut, to encroach. R. III. ii. 4. 

Jutty, a projection. Mac. i. 6. 

Jutty, to project, to jut out. H. V. iii. 1. 
Juvenal, youth, young man. L's L's L. i. 2. 

Ram, crooked. Cor. iii. 1. 

Kecksy, hei^ock. H. V. v. 2. 

KMch, a lump of tallow. 1 H. IV. ii. 4; H. VIII. 

Keel, to skim. L's L's L. v. 2. 

Keep, to guard. Wint. Tale, R 1 ; Son. 133. To 
Uve or reside. M. of V. iiL 8; J, 0. u. 2i V. 
A A. vol. iii. p. 412. To rssirain. Two Gent. 

iv. 4. ^ 

Keep, keeiiing, custody. Tame of 8. i. 2. 

Keep the weather, keep the wfadward, hold the 
supremacy. T. A Cr. v. 3. . 

Kexsar, Cassar, Emperor. Meity Wives, i. 3. 
Kem, the ruda foot soldiers of the Irish. Mao. 

12;R. II. iL2;2H. VI. i^9. 

Key-cold, cold as iron. R. IQ. i. 2 ; Lucrece, 
vol Hi. p. 432. 

Kibe, a chubtiin. Temp. H. 1 ; Merry Wives, i. 3. 
Kickshaw, a made ddi. 2 H. tV. v. 1. 

Kioksy wickay, a wife, used |n disdain. All’s 
WsD. u. 3. 

Kiln-hols, the ash-bole under a kiln. Merry 
Wives, iv. 2. 
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Kmdf naiara A&Ct2,TAu1, Lucrece, 
Tol ui p 427 Natural Luorece. toI iii p 429 
Kindle, to bnug forth youim , used only of iMosts 
Aa you Like it, lu 2 To instigate As you 
Like it, 1 1 

Kmdleas, unnatural Ham u 2 
Kindly, natural Much Ado, iv 1 According 
to nature Lear, i 5 , J 0 u 1 Pertinently, 
api^itel/, appropnately Ind Tam of S , 
It A J 11 4, 1 H VI 111 1 
King and the Beggar, a ballad L*s L*s L i 2 
King's-evil, the scrofula Mac iv 3 
Kii^e, a gown 2 H IV ii 4 
Knap, to snap, crack M of V iii 1 
Knave, a boy J C it 3 A serving man All’s 
11 4 , 0th 1 1 

Knot, a figure in garden beds R II iii 4 
Knot-grass, a plant supposed to possess the pro- 
per^ of stunting ammal growtn M N'sl)r. 

Know, to acknowledge Mac ii 2 

Label, a seal R A J it 1 
Labras, lips Merry Wives, i 1 
Laced mutton, a courtezan Two (lent i 1 
Ladybird, a female of loose manners RAJ 

Lady, lady, lady, the burden of an old ballad 
R AJ 11 4 

Lady of my earth. fiUe dt terre, lady of my cor- 
poral part R A J 1 2 

Lag, the lowest of the people T A lu 6 Late, 
behindhand Lear, i 2 , R HI ii 1 
Laid on with a trowel, laid on thickly As you 
Like it, 1 2 

Lakm. ladykin, little lady, an ondoaniig term 
applied to the Virgin Mary m the oath, *By 
our lakm’ ’Temp lu 3. M N’s Dr iii 1 
Land carack, a dissolute expression Otb i 2 
Land-damn, perhaps to extirpate , Hanmer thinks 
it means to kill by stopping the unne Wmt 
Tale, II 1 

Lantern, a turret full of windows R A J v 3 
LapsecL taken, apprehended Tw N in 3 
I^rge, ] licentious, tree Much Ado, iv 1 
l^gess, a piesent Tam of S i 2 
Lasn, to fasten with a cord Com of £ ii 1 
Lass Wn, deserted by a mistress Teem iv 1 
Latch, to smear M N’s Dr lu 2 To catch 
Mac IT 3 . Son 113 

Late, recently R III iii 1 , Lucrece, Tol i 
p 432 

Lated, belated Mac iii 3 , A AC iii 0, 
Latten, made of brass Merry Wives, i 1 
Lattice, red, denotement of an ale house Merry 
Wives, 11 2 , AU’s Well, il 3, 2 H IV ii 2 
Tjiund, lawn 3 H VI ui 1 , V A A vol in 
p 413 

laundry, a laundress Merry Wives, i 2 
Lavolta, a dance H V m 5 
Lay. wager 0th ii 3 

Lead apes in hell, employment of a bear ward 
Tam of S II 1 

League, besieging army All's Well, lu G 
Leaguer, a camp Airs Well, in 6 
Loam, to teach T A ii 3 
Loasiug, lying Tw N i 5 
Leather-coats, a kind of apple 2 H IV v 3 
Ijeave, licence V A A vol ni p 411 
Leave, to cease, to part with Two Cent ii 6, 
llnd IT 4, M of V V 1 
Iieeob, a physician T A v 4 
Leer, oountenaiice, complexion As you Like it, 
IT I , T A IT 2 
Leese, old form of lose Son 5 
Leetk s manor court Oth in 3 
Lfw, to make a, to make obeisance Tim i 2 , 
ft III I 3 

Lege, to allege Tam of 8 i 2 
^genty, lightness H V iv 1 
Leifer. an ambassador resident abroad M for 
Mm 1 ; Cym i 5 

Leman, paiamonr, miatress, sweetheart Tw N 
11 3;dH IV. T 3 

Lenten, meagre Ham ii 1 That which may 
be eaten in Lent R. A J ii 4 
L’envoy, the farewell or moral at the end of a 
tale or poem L’sL’sL m 1 
Let, to hinder Tw N v 1 , Ham i 2 To 
forbear Lucrece, vol iii p 418 
Let, stop, bar, hindranco Two Cent in 1 , 
Wmt Tale, i 1, Ham i 5, H V v 2, 
Lucrece, vol iii p 120 

Let the world ahde, a proverbial saying Induo 
Tam MS 

Uthe, death. J C iu 1 
Letter, syllable Cym it 3 
Level, toaim M ofV i 2, R III it 4 
Level, that which 11 aimed Vlll i 2. Range 
m gunnery. Wmt. Tale, li 3, Ibid iii 2, 
Son. 117. 


Lewd, Ignorant, foolish R III i 3 Wicked, 
base, malicious Much Ado, iv 1,R II i 1 
Lewdly, wickedly 2 H VI n 1 
I^wdster, a lewd nersou Merry Wives, v 3 
Libbard, a leonara L s L’s L v 2 
Liberal, hceniious Two Gent m 1, Much 
Ado, IT 1 , of V II 2 , Cth 11 1 
Liberty, libertinism T A iv 1 
^ceuse, licentiousness M for M ni 2 
Lick his tingers, an old saw K A J i\ 2 
Lie, to reside L s L’s L i 1 
Lief, dear 2 H VI in 1 
Lieu, guerdon Temp i 2 
Lift, lifted 1 H VI I J 
Lifter, a thief T A Cr i 2 
Light o’ love, a tune so called Two Gent i 2 
Lightly; easily, generally Com of E iv 4 , R 
III 111 1 

Like, to please Lear, ii 2 . R III in 4 To 
liken, compare 1 li VI iv 6 
Like, likely M for M v i. 

Likehhooir, iiromise, impearance R III ni 4 

Likes, pleases Two (jent iv 2 

Liking, condition of body Merry Wives, u 1 , 

1 H IV ill 3 

Limbeck, an alembick, a still Mac i 7 
Limbo, or Limbo patnim, the place where good 
men under the l)ld 'restament were beheved 
to bo impnsoiied till released by Christ after 
his crucifixion All’s WeU. v 3, H VIII v 
3, T A III 1 

Limbs of Limehouse, the long shore rabble H 
VIII T 3 

Lime, bird lime Temp iv 1 
Lime, to entangle as with bird lime Tw N in 
4 To smear with bird lime 2 H VI i 3 
To mix lime with beer or other liquor Merry 
Wives, 1 J 

Limited, aiqKiintcd Mac n 2 
Limn, to draw As >ou Like it, n 7 
Line, to cover on the inside Cym n 3 To 
strei^hen by inner works In IV n 3, 2 
H IV 1 3 

Line, lineage H V n 4 
Lino of life, a term in palmistry M of V ii 2 
Linstock, a staff with a match at the end of it, 
used by giumers m firmg cannon H V in 
Chorus 

Lip, to kiss Oth IV 1 

List, a margin, hence a liouiid or enclosure Tw 
N ill 1 , 1 H IV IV 1 
Litber, Iwy 1 H VI iv 7 
Tnttlc. miniature Ham n 2 
Livelih<Hx1; appearance of life All s WeU, i 1 
lavely, hvmg T A in 1 
Livery, a law phrase, signifying ibo act of deliver 
ing a freehold into the possession of the heir or 
purchaser R 11 ii 3 
Tjiving, lively, convincing Oth in 3 
Living, nchos, possessions, resources M of V 

L^h, a fish so called 1 H IV n 1 
Lob, a loob> M s Dr n 1 
Lockram, a rt of coarse hnen Cor n 1 
Locusts, ins4 1 9 , or the fruit of the locust tree 
Oth I 3 

Loile star, the leading star, pole star M N’s 
Dr i 1 

Lodged, layed R II in 3 
Lofie, to laugh M N’s Dr n 1 
Loggats, the game called nine pins Ham v 1 
'Long olf because of M N’s Dr ui 2 , L’s L’s 
L 11 1 , Cor V 4 
I/)ngly, longmgl> Tam of S i I 
Loof, to luff bring a vessel up to the wmd A 
A C 111 8 

Loon, a low contemptible fellow Mac v 3 
Loose, to discharge I.«ear, i 4 
Loose \ »died gown, dress supposed to bo indica 
tne of a loose woman Tam of S iv 3 
Lordship; dominion M N’s Dr i 1 
Lot, a prize in a lottery Cot v 2 
Lottery, that which falls to a man by lot A A 
C 11 2 

Love in idleness, a flower Tam. of S i 1 
Lover, afnend J C u 3, Ibid m 2, Son 32 
Loves, of all, for love’s sake Merry Wives, n 
2, M N’s Dr n 2, Oth m 1 
Low crouched, low-crooked J C in 1 
Ixiw men, false dice Merry Wives, i 3 
Lower messes, mfenor persons Wmt Tale, i 2 
Luwt, a clown Cor in 2 
Lowt, to treat one as a lowt, with contempt 
I H VI iv 3 

Lml, a spendthrift Wint Tale, ii 3 
Lubber, a leopard 2 H IV ii I 
Luce, the pike or jack, a fresh-water fish Merry 
Wives, i 1 

Lullaby, a burden of songs and b a ll a d s T A 
Lumpish, dull, dejected Two Gent m 2 


Luucs, fits of lunacy, mad freaks Merry Wives, 
IV 2, Wmt Tale,n 2 

Lurch, to defeat, to win Cor ii 2. To shift, 
to play tncks Merry Wives, u 2 
Lure, a thmg stuffed to resemble a bird, with 
which the falconer aUures a hawk Tam ofB. 

IV 1 

Lush, juicy, luxuriant Temp u 1 
Lustig, lusty, cheerful All s Well, n 3 
Luxunous, lascivious Much Ado, iv 1 
Luxury, lust Lear, iv b 
Lym, a Iimer, or slow hound Lear, in G. 

Maculate, stamed, spotted. L’s L’s L i 2 
Made, havmg his fortune made Tw N in 4. 
Magnifico, the chief magistrate at Vemce Oth 
1 2 

Marot pie, a magpie, a pie which foods on magots. 
Mac 111 4 

Mahu, a fiend Lear, in 4 , Ibid iv 2 
Mailed, covered as with a coat of mail 2 H VI. 

11 4 

Mam course, a sea term Temp i 1 
Mam, mam land Lear, in 1 
Main of light, flood of hght Son GO 
Mak«*, a mate Son 0 

Make all spht, a nautical expression M N’s 
Dr i 2 

Make a shaft or a bolt, here goes, hit or miss 
Merry Wives, ui 4 

Make, make the door, to do, to bar the door 
Merry Wives, u 1 , Coni of E in 1 , L's L’s 
L IT 3. Ham i 2, R III i 3 
Makeless, mateless Son 9 
Malkm, a familiar name for Mary , bonce a ser- 
vant wench Cor n 1 « 

Mallecho, mischief Ham ui 2 
Malt worms, drunkards IH IV u 1,2H IV 
11 4 

Mammermg, hesitating Gth in 3. 

Mammets, a woman’s breasts 1 H IV u 3 
A doU R A J Ui 5 
Mammock, to break, tear Cor i 3 
Man, to tame a Lawk Tam of S iv 1 
Manage, management Temp i 2 
Manage, to govern John, i I , R II in 3 
Maudrogora, mandrake, a plant of soponferous 
quality, supposed to resemble a man. Oth 
in J, A AC i 5, 2H IV i 2 
Mankind, haxing a inasculme nature Wmt 
Talc 11 J, Cot iv 2 

Manner, mainour, a thing stolen L s L's L i 1 
Manner, with the, in the fact L’s L’s L. i 1 
Manciuelier, manslayer 2 H IV* n 1 
Many many, numberless Ham iii 3 
Map, a picture T A in 2 
Marches, frontiers, borders H V i 2 
Marchpane, a kma of sweet biscuit R A J i 5 
Margent. manpn L’s L's L ii 1 
Mangold, the sunflower Wmt Tale, iv 3 
Marry trap, an oath Meny Wives, i 1 
Martiemas, the Feast of St Martin, which occurs 
on the llth November, when the fine weather 
generally ends , hence applied to an old man 
5 H IV 11 2 

Match, an aimomtment 1 H IV i 2 
Mato, to confound, to dismay, to destroy Com 
of j: 111 2, Mac V 1 

Maug^^ spite of, notwithstanding Lear, v 

Maund, a basket Lot Com vol in p 453 
Moacock, tame, cowardly Tam of S u 1 
Mealed, mmglra M for M iv 2 
Mean, instrument used to promote an end Two 
Gent IV 4 The tenor iiart in a harmony 
Two Gent i 2. Opportunity, power H VIII 

V 2 

Measure, reach Two (^nt v 4 A stately 
danco Much Ado. u 1 , V A A \ol in p 416 
Meazel, a leper, spoken m contempt of a mean 
person Cor in 2 

Medal; a portrait in a locket Wmt Tale, i 2. 
Medicine, a physician All’s Well, u I 
Meed, rewai^, nire Two Gtent ii 4. Merit 
Ham V 2. 3H VI ii 1 
Mehercle, by Hercules L’s L’l L iv 2. 

Metny. retmne Lear, u 4 
Mcll, te mix, to meddle All’s Well, iv 3 
Memon/o, to cause to be remembered Mac i 2. 
Memory, memonal Cor iv 5 
Men of hair, satyrs Wint Tale, iv 3 
Mends m his own hands, must make the best of 
it T ACr 1 1 

Mephostophilus, a cant word for a gaunt-faced 
fdlow Merry Wives, i 1 . 

Mercatante (Italian), a foreign trader Tam of 

8 IV 2 

Mere, eole, absolute, certain Gth n 2. 

Mered, entire, eolo A A C in 13 
Merely, entirely, simply, abeolutely Temp i 1; 
Mu<^ Ado,ii 3, J C; l2. 
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Mttrit, gnerdon, remurd. R. II. i. S. 

Mennud, • siren. V. k A. yol. iii. p. 410. 
Merry-greek, a wsg or humourist. T. k O. i. 2. 
Mes^ a company o! four. L*n Us L. iy. 3 ; Ibid. 

Metaphysioml, supernatural. Mac. i. 5. 
Mete-yaid, measuring-wand. Tam. of S. iy. 3. 
Mew up, to confine. R. 111. i. 1. 

Micher, a truant. 1 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Miching, skulking. Ham. iii. 2. 

Mickle, much. Com. of £. iii. 1. 

Milch, moist. Ham. ii. 2. 

Mill-sixpence, a milled sixpence. Merry Wiyes, 

i. 1. 

Mince, to walk affectedly, to affect coyness. 

Merry Wiyes, y. 1 ; Lear. iy. 6 ; H. V. y. 2. 
Mincinx, affected. 1 H. iV. iii. 1. 

MmersI, a metallic yein in a mine. Ham. iv. 1. 
Minikin, a darling. Lear. iii. 6. 

Mirable, admiraue. T. k Cr. iy. 5. 

Miscreate, illegitimate. H. V. i. 2 l 
M isdoubt, to suspect. ^3 H. VL y. 6. 

Misery, ayarice. Cor. iL 2. 

Misprise, to despise. As you Like it, i. 1. To 
mistake. M. K*s Dr. iii. 2. 

Misprising, underyaluing, despising. Much Ado, 
til. 1. 

Misprision, mistake, misunderstandii^. Much 
Ado, iy. I ; M. N s Dr. iii. 2 ; I llTlV. i. 3. 
'Miss, amiss. V. k A. vol. iii. p. 407. 

Miss, to dispense with. Temp. i. 2. 

Missiye, messenger. Mac. i. 5 ; A. A C. ii. 2. 
Mistembered, angry. John, r 1. 

Misthinx, to think ill of. 3 H. VI. ii. 6. 
Mistress, thwack in bowling. T. k Cr. lii. 2. 
Mobled, muffled. Ham. ii. 2. 

Mock, to scoff, to mbe. 0th. iii. 3. 

Model, a mould. K. II. iii. 2. 

Modem, commonplace. John, iii. 4 ; Son. 83. 
Module, a model, image. John, y. 7. 

Moe, to make mouths. Temp. ii. 2. 

Moe, more. Of frequent occurrence. 

Moiety, a portion. Lear, L 1 ; 1 H. IV. iii. 1 ; 

Dedication to Lucrece. 

Moist star, the moon. Ham. i. 1. 

Mold-warp, the mole. 1 H. 1 V. iii. 1. 

Mome, a stupid person. Com. of £. iii. 1. 
Moment, import. Ham. iii. 1. 

Momentany, momentary. M. N's Dr. i, 1. 
Monarcho, a crmsy Italian so called. L's L*s L. 
iy. 1. 


Monstrous, mmatural, ominously prophetic. J. 
C. i. 3 l * 


Montanto, a term of fenco. Much Ado, i. 1. 
Months-mind, a monthly commemoration of tbe 
dead, but used ludicrously to mean a great mind 
or strong desire. Two Gent. i. 2. 

Mood, aoMr. Two Gent. iy. 1. 

Moon-cau, a nick-name applied to Caliban. 

Temp. iL 2 ; Ibid. iii. 2. 

Moonish. inconstant. As you Like it, iii. 2. 
Mop, nod. Temp. iii. 3. 

Mor^e, to interpret. Lucrece, yol. iii. p. 419. 
More, greater, fu^er. John, iv. 1 ; H. V. ii. 2 ; 
Lncrece, yol. iii. p. 420. 

More and less, great and small. 2 H. IV. i. 1 ; 
Son. 96. 

Morisco, a Moor. 2 H. VI iii. 1. 

Morris, Morisco dance. All’s Well, ii. 2 ; 2 H. 
VI. iii. 2. 

Morris-pike, Moorish-pike. Com. of E. iy. 3. 
Mort, death, applied to animals of the chase. 
Wini. Tsle, i. 2. 

Mort-du-yinaigre (French), a ridiculous oath. 
All’s Well, ii. 3. 

Mort^, fetal, deiully. 0th. y. 2 ; V. A A. yol. 

iii. p. 412. Murderous. Mac. L 5. 

MortiBeiL ascetic. Mac. y. 2. 

Mpse, a doubtful word, applied to some disease 
in a horse. Tam. of S. lii. 2. 

Most an end, constantly, xierpetually. Two Gent, 
iy. 4. 

Mot, motto or word. Lucrece, yol. iii. p. 424. 
Motion^ impulse of desire. Ham. iii. 4. 
Solicitation. Com. of £. i. 1. Emotion. 0th. 

A puppet-ihow or puppet Two Gent. 
11 . 1 ; Wmt. Tale, iy. 2. 

Motiye. one who moyes. All’s Well, iy. 4. That 
which moyee. T. A Cr. iy. 5. 

MoUey, the many-coloured coat of a fool. As 
you Like it, it 7. A fool. Ibid. iii. a 
wtley-minded, foolish. As you like it, y. 4. 
Mou^t, might. 3H. VI. y.4. 

Moose, a term of endearment * L's L's L. y. 2. 
Mouse-hunt a weaseL R. A J. iy. 4. 

Mow, to make grimaces. Temp. ii. 2. 

Mpwes, mouths, ludicrous sntics. Temp. iy. I ; 
Ham. 11 . 2. 

a coin, probably a moidore. H. V. iy. 4. 
Much, an expression of contempt As you Like 
It, ly. 3; 'Tim. i. 2; 2 H. IV. li. 4. 


Muffler, a coyering to conceal a portion of the 
face. Mer^ Vmai, It. 2. 

Muleters, muleteers. A. A C. iii. 7. 
Murdering-piooo, a piece of artillery with several 
barrels. Ham-ivTs. 

Mure, a wall. 2 H. IV. iy. 4. 

Musoadel, a wine used in ohurob at marriage 
ceremonies. Tsm. of S. iii. 2. 

Muset, or musit, a gap*in a hedge. V. A A. vol. 
iii. p. 412. 

Must, a scramble. A. A C. iii. 11. 

Mutine, to mutiny. Ham. iii. 4. 

Mutine, a mutineer. Ham. v. 2. 

Mutton, laced, a cant term for a courtesan. Two 
Gent i. 1. 

My cake is dough, a proveibial saying. Tam. of 
S. i. l;Ibid.Vl. 

My heart is full of woe, a tune. R. A J. iv. 5. 

Nimkin, a handkerchief. As you Like it, iv. 3; 

JT C. iii. 2 \ Loy. Com. vol. in. p. 463. 

Natural, an idiot. Temp. iii. 2. 

Nm|ht a wl^e, be, a miscbief on yon ! As yon 

Naughty, wicked, base. M. of V. iii. 3; Lear, 

iii. 7. 

Nayward, towards denial. Wint. Tsle. ii. 1. 
Nayworti, a catch-word, by-worcL watcb-wonl. 

Merry Wivos, ii. 2i Ibid. v. 2: Tw. N. ii. 3. 
Near, in close confidence. Much Ado, ii. 1. 

Neat slave, a base oow-berd. Lear, ii. 2. 

Neb. the beak. Wint Tale, i. 2. 

Neeld, a needle. M. N's Dr. iii. 2 ; Per. iv. Pr. 
Neglection, neglect T. A Cr. i. 3; 1 H. VI. iv. 
3 : ftt. iii. 37 

Neif, hMid. M. N’s Dr. it. 1 ; 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Nephew, a (mmdson. 0th. i. 1. 

Nether-stocKs, stockings. licar, ii. 4 ; 1 H. IV. 

ii. 4. 

Next, nearest I H. IV. iii. 1. 

Next way, the nearest way. Wint. Tale, iii. 3 ; 
All’s Well, i. 3. 

Nice, foolish. Tam. of S. iii. 1. Trivial, effemi- 
nate, dainty. M. of V. ii. 1 ; H. A J . iii. 1 : 
Ibid, y.2; 2II. IV. i. 1. 

Nicely, scrupulously. Per. iv. 1. 

Nicholas’ clerks. St, cut-pul^s. 1 H. IV. ii. 1. 
Nick, to mark like a fool. Com. of K. v. 1. To 
emasculate. A. A C. iii. 11. 

Nick, score or reckoning Two Gent. iv. 2. 
Nighieci, black as night Ham. i. 2. 

Night-rule, nightly solemnity. M. N’s Dr. iii. 2. 
NiB, will not. Per. iii. Pr. 

Nino men's morris, a place set apart for a Moor- 
ish dance by nine men. M. N s Dr. ii. 2. 
Ninny, a fool, jester. Temp. iii. 2. 

Nobility, nobleness. Ham. i. 2. 

Noble, a coin, worth 6«. 8d. R. II. i. 1. 

Noddy, a dolt. Two Gent. i. 1. 

Noise, a band of musicians. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Nonce, for the nonce^ corrupted from 'for then* 
once,' for the occasion. 1 iL IV. i. 2. 
Nook-shotten, Spawned in a corner. H. V. iii. 5. 
No poyut, non point L’s L's L. ii. 1 ; Ibid. 

V. 2. 

Nott-pated, round-headed. 1 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Nounsh, a nurse. 1 H. VI. i. 1. 

Novum, a game at dice. L’s L's L. y. 2. 

Nowl, head. M, N’s Dr. iii. 2. 

Nurture, breeding. As you Like it, ii. 7. 
Nuthook, a hook for pulling down nuts, hence a 
thief. Mciry Wives, i. 1 ; 2 H. IV. v. 4. 

0, a circle. M. N’s Dr. iii. 2. 

Oar, to row as with oars. Temp. ii. 1. 

Obf obolum, a halfpenny. 1 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Obidicut, a fiend. Leari iv. i. 

Objected, proposed, projected. 1 H. VI. ii. 4. 
Obsequious, obedient, subinissive. 0th. i. 1. 
Behaving as becomes one who attends fuaeral 
obsequies. Ham. i. 2 ; 3 H. VI. ii. 6. 
Obsequiously, funereally. K. III. i. 2. 
Observation, rites or observances. M. N’s Dr. 

iv. 1. 

Observed, respectfully treated. 2 H. IV. iv. 4. 
Obstacle, ridiculously used for 'obstinate.' 1 H. 
VL y. 4. 

Occupation, persons occupied in business. Cor. 
iy.6;J.C:i2. 

Occurrent, an incident Ham. v. 2. 

Oddly, unequally. T. A Cr. L 3. 

Odds, qusrrel. Oth. ii. 3. 

Od’s body. 1 H. IV. ii. 1. Od's hearUings. 
Merry Wivss, iii. 4. Od's pittikins. Cym. iv. 
2. Od’s plessed wUl. Merry Wives, i. 1. 'Od’s 
in these and all similar exclamations is a 
euphemism for ’God’s.’ 

OeiUisd, an amorous glance. Merry Wives, i. 3 ; 
Lear, iv. 6. 

O’erpartoil, having too important a part to act. 
L's L's L. y. 2. 


O’sr-imught^yerreaohed. Com. of£.L2. Over- 
tasked. Ham. iii. 1. 

O’eratrawed, o’erstrewed. V. A A. vol. iii. p. 416. 
Oea, circular bosses of shining metal. M. N's 
Dr. iii. 2. Small-pox marks. L’s I/a L. v. 2. 
Of all loves, for lovrs sake. Meiry Wives, ii. 2 ; 

M. N’sDr.ii.2; Oth. iii. 1. 

Offering, chsliengiim. 1 H. IV. iv. 1. 
OffleeTMuefit luiidneas. All's W^, iv. 4. Use, 
function. H. V. ii. 2. 

Offices, the apartments in great estaUiahments 
where rofr^ments were prepared or dis- 
tributed. Oth. ii 2. 

Old, a cant term for great, as we say fine, or 
pretty. Merry Wives, i 4; Much Ado, v. 2; 
Mac. ii. 3. 

Old utis, rare fun. 2 H. IV. iii. 4. 

Once, for the nonce, some time. Merry Wives, 

iii. 4 ; Com. of £. lii. 1 ; Cor. ii. 3 ; A. A C. v. 2. 
Oneyor, a banker. 1 H. IV. ii. 1. A doubtful 

word. 

Ope, open. Cora, of £. iii. 1. 

Ope, to open. M. of V. i. 1 ; 8 H. VI. ii. 3. 
Open, plain. M. for M. ii. 1. Public. H. VIII. 
li. 1. 

Open, to give tongue as a hound. Merry Wives, 

iv. 2. 

Operant, active. Tim. iv. 3. 

Ojiinion, reputation. I H. IV. y. 4. 
Oi^ioned,^B6d ridiculously for pinioned. Much 

Opposite, adversary. Tw. N. iii. 4 ; 2H. I V. iv. 1. 
Opposition, combat. Cym. iv. 1. 

Or e’er, before, sooner than. Temp. i. 2 ; Ibid. 

y. 4 ; Cym. iii. 2 ; John, iv. 3. 

Or, ore, gold. Ham. iv. 1. 

Or. before. Mac. iv. 3. 

Orbs, field fairy-rings. M. N’s Dr. ii. 1. 

Order, measures. Com. of E. v. 1 ; H. V. iv. 5. 
Order, to take, to adapt measures. Tam. of S. 
i. 2; J. C. lii. 1. 

Ordinance, rank, order. Cor. iii. 2. 

Orgulous, proud. Prol. to T. A O. 

Orient, pellucid, lustrous. A. A 0. i. 5. 

Ort. leaving, refuse. Tim. iv. 3 ; J. 0. iv. 1. 
Orthography, orthographer. Much Ado, iii. 3. 
Ospray, a hawk, the sea-eagle. Cor. iv. 7. 
Oaten t, show, appearance. M. of V. ii. 2. 
Ostentation, show, appearance. Much Ado, iv. 
1 i Cor. i. 6. 

Otherwhere, other place. Com. of E ii. 1. 
Ounce, a beMt of prey of the tiger kind. M. N's 
Dr. li 3. 

Ouphe, a fairy. Merry Wives, iv. 4. 

Ousd'cock, tne blackbird. M. N’s Dr. iii. 1. 
Out, all out, fully. Temp i. 2. 

Out of all cess, out of all measure. 1 H. IV. ii. 1. 
Out of all nick, beyond all reckoning.^'wo Gent, 

iv. 2, 

Out-look, to face down. John, v. 2. 

Outvied, defeated. Tam. of S. ii. 1. 

Ouhwaru, not in the secret of afl'airs. All’s Well, 
iii. 1. Outside. Cym. i. 1. 

Overflown, flooded, drowned. M. N’s Dr. iv. 1. 
Overlook, to overbear, to overcome, to bewitch. 

Merry Wives, v. 5 ; M. of V. iii. 1 ; John, v. 4. 
Oversee, to execute, or superintend the execution 
of a will. Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 427.. 
Overwrosted, overwound. T. A Cr. i. 3. 

Owches, bosses of gold set in diamonds. 2 H. 
IV. ii. 4. 

Owe, to own, to possess. Temp. i. 1 ; M. for M. 
i. 4 : Com. of E. iii. 1 ; M. Dr. ii. 2; Alt’s 
Weil, ii. 6; John, ii. 1 ; R. II. iv. 1 ; Son. 18. 


Pack, to practise unlawful ccnfederacy. Much 
Ado, y. 1 ; Tam. of S. v. 1 ; T. A. iv. 2. 

Pack, a number of people confederated. B. III. 
iii. 3. 

Packing, plotting, chicaning. Cym. iii. 5 ; Lear, 
iii. 1. 

Paddock, a toad. Mac. i. 1 ; Ham. iii. k 
Paid, punished. Cym. v. 4 ; I H. IV. ii. 4. 

. Painted-4loth, hangings for rgoms. L’s Ls L. 

y. 2 ; As you Like it, iii. 2. 

PiMOck, peacock. Ham. iii. 2< 

Pwbraa, words, a cant term, from the Spsnisli. 

Much Ado, iii. 5. if ^ 

Pale, to endoee. A. A C. ii. 7 1 H. V. v. Ch. To 
impale. 3 H. VI. i. 4. ^ 

Fall, to WTsp ae with a paU. Mac. i. 5. 

Palled, impaired. A. A C. ii. 7* 

Falliamoat, a robe. T. A. i. ^ i 

Palmer, one who bears a palnl-branch, m tokmi 
of having made a pilgrimager to Palestme. B. 
A J. i. 5. ^ 

Palmy, viotorioua. Ham. i. U 
Parcel, parceljKilt. part, parti-ipt. Merry Wives, 
i, 1 : 2H. IV. ii'T . . T „ 

Parcelled, belonging to individuals. R. III. u. 2. 
Paid, the leopaid. Temp. iv. 1. 
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Puntor, an apMntor. L’a L’a L in 1. 

Parle, talk ^oOent i 2, John, u 1, H V 
ui 3 

Parling, ipeaking Luoreoe. vol. m p 419 
Parloua, penloua Am you Like it. iii 2 , M N’a 
Dr 111 1. Keen, abrewd. R. itl in 1 
Partake, to imparC to anticipate Wint Tale, 

▼ 3 , Per 1 1 To take the part of Son 149 
Partaker, a partner, a faotioiiary 1 H VI u 4 
Parted, endowed, gifted T & Cr in 3 
Partully, by partiality 0th u 3 
Partizan, a pike R&Jil,A&Cii7 
Portlet, Dame, a name for the hen Wint iale. 

II 3, IH iV III 3 

Pash, head or brow Wint Tale, i 2 
Paah, to itnke violently, to bruiae, cniah T & 
Cr u 3 

Paaa, to practise Tw N iii 1 , Lear, in 7 To 
■urpase behef or expreeaioii Merry Wives, 

1 3, Ibid IV 2, Wint Talc, iv 3, 3 H VI 

V I 

Paaeado, a term in fencing R & J ii 4 
Faaaage, paiaengera 0th v 1 
Passant, a term of horaldrv. applied to animals 
represented on the shield os passmg by at a 
trot Merry Wives, i 1 
Passing, suxiiassingly, exceedingly M N's Dr 
11 1 

Passion, to have feebngs Temp v 1 
Passionate, perturliod, stated John, ii 2 
Passionate, to suffer T A in 2 
Passioning, ilisidaymg emotion Two Gent iv 
4, V & A vol in p 413 
Pass not, regard not 2 H VI iv 2 
Pass on, pass upon, to sentence M for M u 1 , 
Lear, in 7 

Passy measure, a kmd of dance Tw N v 1 
Pastry, the room where pastry was made R A 
J IV 4 

Patch, a mean fellow Temp in 2 Fool or 
jester Com of £ in 1 , M N's Dr iv 1 
Patched, dressed in motley M N’s Dr iv 1 
Patchery, tricke^ T A Cr n 3 
Path, to Walk J C n 1 
Pathetical, affected, hypocntical As you Like 
it, IV 1 

Patient, to make patient, to compose T A i 2 
Patine, thl) metal disc on which the broad is 
placed in the administration of the Euchanst 
M of V V 1 

Pattern, to give an example of Wint Tale, ni 

2 AfiorcT a pattern for M for M u 1 
Pauca verba, lew words Merry Wives, i 1 , 

L'sL'sL IV 2, H V 11 I 
Paucas, few, a cant word Ind to Tam of S 
Pavin, a dance Tw N v 1 
Pax, a small image of Christ H V ni 6 
Pav, to l>eat, to punish Merry Wi\es, «v 5, 
Cym IV 2, Ibid v 4 
Pay, to despatch 1 H IV ii 4 
Peak, to mope, to pule Ham ii 2 
Peat, a term ot cimearmont for a child Tam of 
S 1 1 

Pedant, a schoolmaster Tam of S lu 1 , Ibid 

IV 2 

Pedascule, a pedant, schoolmaster Tam of S 

III 1 

Peer, to peep out R A J i 1 
Poevish. chudish, simple, headstrong Cym i 
6,0th ii 3, J C V i. IH VI V 3 
Peissi to balance, weigh down M of V in 2 , 
John, u 2, R III V 3 
Pelleted, formed mto pellets, or little balls A 
AO 111 13 

PeUm^j paltry, despicable M for M il 2, M 

Penitent, doing penance Com of £ i 2 
Penny, metaphor for money, or means generally 
I/i I't L ui 1 

Pensioners, a band of gentlemen in immediate 
attendance on the aovereign Merry Wives, u 
2;MN»iDriil 

Perch, a common measure Per m Pr 
Perdu, lost Lear, iv 7 
Perdurable, durable 0th i 3 , H V iv 5 
Perdy, a ouphemism for Par Dieu Com of £ 
IV 4 

Perfect, certain Wint Tale, lu 3 
Perfect, to inform perfectly M for M iv 3 
Peni^ts, charms worn round the neck 1 H VI 

Perjure, a perjured peison I/s L'a L iv 3 
Perplexed, distracted, frenzieil Cym in 4, 


Person, old form of parson L'l L's L iv 8. 
Perspective, a teleeoop^ or some tort of optical 
glMi TwNrirAlIiL2 
Pert, quick, lively, suDtle M N’lDr i 1 
Pemee, to examine Com of £. i 2 , Ham iv 7 
Pervert, to avert. Cym ii 4 


Pestered, impeded, encumbered. Mso v 2, 
^T ACr V 1, l6 IV 1 3 
Pew-feUow, a comrade R III iv 4. 

Pheere, companion, husband, or wife T A. iv 1 
Pheeze, to comb, floece, curry Ind to Tam 
of S , T A Cr u 3 

Philip, a name for the sparrow John, i 1 
Phisnomy, physiognomy All's Well, iv 6 
Physical, medicuud j C ii 1 
Pia mater, the membrane covering the bram, the 
brain itself Tw N i b 
Pick, to pitch, throw Cor i 1 , H VIII v 3 
Picked, chosen, selected Ls La L v 1 , John, 

I I 

Pickera (and stealers), the fuigers, used ridicu 
loualy Ham iii 2 
Pickmg, insignihcant 2 II IV i 1 
Pick thanks, parasites 1 H IV m2 
Fickt hatch, a place noted for brothels Merry 
Wives, u 2 

Pied, motley coated, wearing the motley coat of 
a jester Temp m 2. L'sL'sL v 2, Son 96 
Pieled, shaven 1 H Vi i 3 
Piftht, pitched T A (ir V 11 
Pilcher, a scabbard RAJ ui I 
PiU, to pillage Tun iv 1 , E 11 u 1 
Pin, the centre of a target L's L’s L iv 1 , R 
AJ 11 4 

Pin and web. the cataract in the eye Wmt 
Tale, 1 2 , Lear, in 4 

Pinched, restramed, nipped Wint Tale, u 1 
Pi^old. a pound, a place to conhne lost cattle 
Two Gent i 1 , Lear, u 2 
Pink cyne, small eyes A A C ii 7 
Pionod, digged Temp lu 3 
Pioners, or pioneers, degraded soldiers 0th m 3 
Pip, a spot on a card Tam of S i 2 
Pitch, or pith, eminence Ham ui 3 
Pitch ana pay, pay on delivery H V ii 3 
Pittikuis, God me pity Cvm iv 2 
Place, abiding place As you Like it, ii 3 Seat 
of authority M of V iv 1 , A A C m 13 
Places, dignities, honours Wmt Tale, i 2 
Placket, a petticoat front L's L's L ui 1 , Wmt 
Tale IV 3 , T A Cr ii 3 , Lear, ui 4 
Plagued, punished R III i 3 
Plain song, a simple air H V m 2 
Plaited, intricate I^ear, i 1 
Platiched made of boards M for M iv 1 
Plaiitage, the moon s infiuenco on plants T A 
Cr 111 2 

Plantation, colonizing, planting a colony Temp 

II 1 

Plants, the sc les of the feet A AC u 7 
Plates, silver com A A C v 2 
Platforms, plans, schemes 1 H VI ii 1 
Plausibly, with expressions of applause Lucrece, 
\ol ui p 432. 

Flausive manners, gracious, popular, wummg 
manners Ham i 4 
PlauBive. plausible All's Well, i 2 
Pleached, interwoven Much Ado, i 2 
Plunsy, rr] htioii Ham iv 7 
Point, a lac jniished with a tag by which the 
breeches \ • le held up Wmt Tale, iv 3 , Tw 
N 1 5, 1 H IV 11 4 

Point de VICO, derived from the French, faultless 
Iw N 1 5, L's Ls L V 1 , As you Like it, 
111 2 

Point of war, a stram of military music 2 H 
IV IV I 

Poise, balance M for M u 4 Doubt Lear, 
11 1 

Poize, weight 0th ui 3 
Poking Stic 1«, irons for setting ruffs Wmt 
1 ale, IV 3 

Polacks Polandcrs Haro i 1 
Politician a schemer for his own advantage 
Ham V 1 

Polleil, bare Cor iv 5 
Pomander, a perfu lied ball Wmt Tale, iv 4 
Pomewater, a kind of apple L's L's L iv 2 
Poor John, hake, a hsn Temp u 2, R A J 
1 1 

Popinjay, a parrot, a tnflmg fop 1 H IV i 3 
Porpentinc, porcupmo Com of £ ui 1 , T A 
Cr 11 1 

Port, Tiomp, state Tam ofS i 1,M ofV i 1 
Agite A AC 1 3,2H IV iv 4 
Portable, bearable Mac iv 3 , Lear, lu 6 
Portage, portholes H V iii I 
Portance, conduct, behaviour Cor u 3, 0th 
1 3 

Possess, to inform Tw Nu3,MofVi3 
Posset, a, curdled milk Merry Wives, v 6 
Posset, to coagulate Merry Wives, v 5 
Potoh, to push violently Cor i 10 
Potent, a potentate John, ii 2 
Poulter, a poulterer 1 H IV ii 4 
Pouncet box, a box lor holding perfumes 1 H 
IV 1 3 


Powder, to salt 1 H IV v 4. 

Power, forces, army 2 If IV i 1 
Practice, conspiracy, machination, collusion M 
for M V 1 , Lear, u 4 , Ibid v 3 . v 2 , 
H V 11 2 Wicied ■tat.gem ^ N r 1 
Practise on, to plot or mtngue against A A 
C u 2 

Practisant, a confederate 1 H VI m 2 
'Praise, to appraise Tw N i 5 
Prank, to dress up Iw N ii 4, Wmt Tale, 
IV 3 , Cor 111 1 

Precedent, a sign, an indicator V A A vol lu 
p 407 

Precept, a justice's summons 2 H IV v 1 
Preciously, in busmess of great importance 
Temp 1 2 

Pregnancy, fertihty of invention 2 H IV i 2 
Pregnant, fertile of mvention M for M i 1 
Ready Ham in 2 Obvious M for M ii 1 
Prenommate, to name beforehand, to prophesy 
T A Cr iv 5 , Ham u 1 
Pre ordmance, old established law J C iii 1 
Preposterous, mmlaced, mversely Merry W ives, 

II 2 , Tam of S iii 1 , M N's Dr m 2. 
Presence, the presence chamber H VIII in 1 , 

R A J V 3 High bearing M of V iii 2 
Fresently, immediately 2 H VI ii 1 . R 111 
IV 2 , Lucrece, vol iii p 43& 

Prest, ready Al of V i 1 

Pretence, design Two Gent in 1 , Wmt Tale, 

III 2 

Protend, to portend 1 H VI iv 1 To mtend 
Mac iL 4 , Lucrece, vol m p 432 
Pretty, petty, little Lucrece, vol iii p 427 
Prevent, to anticipate J C ii 1 , Ibid v 1 , 
2 H fv 1 2.2II VI IV 1 
Pnek, the mark denoting the hour on a dial R 
AJ n 4 

Pnek, to incite Tam of S in 2 To choose by 

S nckmg a hole with a pm opposite the name 
C in 1 

Pneket, a stag of two years L's L's L iv 2 
Pnek song, music sung m parts by note RAJ. 
il 4 

Pnde, heat 0th iii 3 
Png, to steal Wmt Tale, iv 2 
Pnme, rank, lecherous 0th ux 3 
Pnme, the spring Son 97 
Pnmer, more nnportant H VIII i 2 
Pnniero a game at cards Morry Wives, iv 5, 
11 VIH V I 

Prmcipality, that which holds the highest place 
Two Gent n 4 

Frmcipals, the strongest rafters m a building 
Per 111 2 

Pnneox, a coxcomb R A J i 5 
Pnser, a pnze-hghter As you Like u 3 
Pnson base, or prison bar, a game Two Gent 
1 2 

Prize, to rate Tim i 1 
Prize, pnvilege 3 H \ I ii 1 
Probal, probimle 0th n 3 
Proceeding, advancement J C ii 2. 

Process, citation. A A C i 1 
Procure, to brmg R. A J in 5 
Prodigious, monstrous, portentous J C i 3, 
John, UI 1 

Preface, much good in^ it do you 2 H IV v 3 
Profane, outspAen 0th n 1 
Prognostication, almanac Wmt Tale, iv 3 
Progress, a royaJ ceremonial journey Ham. i 3 
Project, to shape or contrive A A C v 2. 
Projection, forecast, preparation H V u 4. 
Pronvious, coy, delaying M for M u 4 
Prompture. suggestion M for M u 4 
Prone, ready, wulmg M for M i 3 , Cym v 4 , 
Lucrece, \ol in p 423 

Proof, armour Mac i 2 Strength of manhood 
Much Ado, IV 1 

Propagate, to advance, to forward Tim i 1 
Propagation, obtaining M for M i 3 
Proper, peculiar, personal Cor i 9 , Ibid v 2 
Proper false, natund falsehood Tw N ii 2 
Propertied, ciroumscnbed, appropnated Temp 
1 1 , Tw N IV 2 Endowed with the proper- 
ties of A A C V 2 

Propertieic scenes, dresses, Ac ^used m a theatre 
Sfeny X^ives, iv 4 , M N's Dr i 2. 

Property, to take possession of John, v 2 
Propose to simpose, for the sake of argument 
2 H iV V 2f To converse Much Ado, iii 1 
Propose, conversation Much Ado. ui 1 
Prorogue, to deaden or benumb A A C u 1 
To defer R A J ii 2. 

PuDvand, provender Cor ii 1 
Provmcial, of the ecclesiastical provmce M for 
M s 1 

Provincial, from Provins, celebrated for roses 
Ham UI 2 

Provision, forecast Temp i 2 

Prune, to plume. Cym v 4 , 1 H IV. i 1. 
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PimniJig^ trimming up. Adorning. L't L’l L. ir. S. 
Puoelle. A Tixgin, the unmo given to Jonn of Are. 

1 H/VL V. 4. 

Pndenoy, modeity. Ojm. ii. 5. 

Pnggingi thieving. Wint. Tele, iv. 2. 
Pnfce-etooking, puoe-atooki^. 1 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Pan. to pound. T. ft Cr. iL 1. 

Punk, A prostitute. Merry Wives, ii. 2 ; M. for 
M. V. 1 ; AU»s WeU, u. 2. 

Panto reverso, in fencing, a hack-hended stroke. 

Merry Wives, ii. 3 ; R. ft J. it 4. 

Pur^iAse, to Acquire, win. As you Like it, iii. 2 ; 

2 H. I Y. iv. 4. 

Purchese. gain, winnings. 1 H. IV. it 1. 

Push I punt pshaw !Muoh Ado, v. 1; H. V. 
ii. 1. 

Push-pin, a game. L's L’s L. iv. 3. 

Pat, to compeL M. for M. i. 1. 

Put on, to inoitis to provoke. Mac. iv. 3 ; 0th. 

ii. 1 ; Ibid. ii. 3 ; Cor. ii. 3. 

Patter om a contriver, an inciter, an instigator. 

Wint. Tale, li. 1 ; H. VIII. i, 2. 

Putcer^>ut, one who lends money at interest. 
Temp. III. 3. 

Patting-oii, instigation. M. for M. iv. 2. 
Putto^, a kite. Cym. i. 2. 

Puzsel, a foal drab. 1 H. VI. t A 

Quail, to faint, bo languid, be afraid. As you 
Like it, ii. 2. To cause to quail. A. ft 0. v. 2. 
Quaint, curiously beautifuL Temp. i. 2 ; Tam. 
of S. iv. 3. 

Qm^tly, clever, adroit. Two Gent ii. 1 ; Ibid. 
iiL 1. 

Qaak& to cause to quake or tremble. Cor. i. 9. 
Qaalincation, temperament 0th. ii. 1. 

Quality, to mitigate, to weaken. 0th. ii. 3 ; Lu- 
creca, voL iii. p. 421. To moderate. Much 
Ado, V. A 

Qualitv, those of the same nature. Temp. i. 2. 
Rank or condition. Two Gent iv. 1 ; M. for 
M. ii. 1 : Ham. ii. 2; 2 H. IV. v. 2L 
Qnarrel, a suit, cause. 2 H. VI. iii. 2. 

Qnerry, game, a heap of game. Ham. v. 2 ; Cor. 
i. 1. 

Quart d'4cu, or cardocue, a coin, the fourth part 
of a French gold crown. All^s AVell, iv. 3; 
Ibid. V. 2. 

Qaarter, the poet aUotted to a soldier. Tim. v. 5. 
Qiu^a pimple ; used in contempt of a person. 

Queasy, ^ueamish, unsettled. Much Ado, ii. 1 ; 
Lear, ii. 1. 

Quell, murder. Mac. i. 7. 

Quench, to grow cool Cvm. i. 6. 

Quern, a hand-milL M. rf 's Dr. ii 1. 

Quest, inquiry, search, inquest, jury. M. for M. 

iv. 1 ; Ham. v. 1 ; R. 111. i 4; H. Vlll. i. 2. 
Queation, to con verso. Lucrec^ vol. iii. p. 419. 
Question, motives, reason. J. C. iii. 2. 

Questris^ one who goes in search of another. 
Lear, iu. 7. 

Quick recreation, lively pastime. L's L's L. i. 1. 
Quick, alive, quickenimr, quick-witted. A. ft C. 

i2;Ibid. V.2; R.in.l2. 

Quick, so far gone in pregnancy that the child is 
alive. L's L's L. v. 2. 

Quicken, to come to life. Lear, iii. 7. 

Quiddi^ qnM<ht^, a subtle question. Ham. v. 

a uie^ disch^e, acquittance. Ham. iiL 1. 
qillet, quidlibet, guilmle, a subtle case in law. 
L's L's L. iv. 3; Ham. v. 1. 

Q^t, a flock bed. lH.lV.iv.2. 

Quintain, a post for tilting at. As you Like it, 

i 2. 

' * taunt. Two Gent. iv. 2 ; 

Qum, to sing in concert. M. cd V. v. 1. 

Quit, to requite, respond. M. for M. v. 1 ; Ham. 

T. 2 ; Lear, iiL 7 ; A. ft C. iiL 13. 

Qmt, py t tense of the verb to quit, quitted. 
Cym. I. 1. 

QmttanM, requitel, to make requitsL Tim. i. 
^1 ; 2 H. IV. iv. 4 ; H. V. iL 2; 1 H. VI. ii. 1. 
Quiver, active. 2 H. IV. iiL 2. 

Quotes to look into, to scan. Ham. ii. 1 ; T. A. 
iv. 1; Lucreee, vol. iiL p. 42A To note. R. 
ft J. 1. A 

Rsbato, a ruit Mudi Ado, iii. A 
RihbitHmoker, a weasel. I H. IV. ii. 4. 

Race, bieeA inherited nature. Temp. i. 2. 

RacIL to enhance 'the price of anjr^mg. Much 

cloude. 

® ?• y?- L To stretch. Much Ado, iv. 1. 

WiT. 1, 

Rqi^^ torm of contempt applied to penons. 
R^, to cover. Lear, iv. 6. 


Rmnpdlisn, a low, creeping, mean wretch. 2 H. 

Rank, c^oms. rhyme. As you like il iii. 2. 
Rank, brimming, full. V. ft A. vd. uL p. 407 ; 
Son. 118. 

Rixikneas, riotousness. J. C. iii. 1 ; John, v. 5. 
Raps, transports. Cym. i. 6. 

Rapt, tiansported with emotion. Mac. i. 3. 
Rapture, a nt. Cor. ii. 1. 

Rarelv, ourioualy. Cym. ii. A 

Rascal, a lean deer. As you Lika iA iii. 3 ; Cor. 

H; J. C. iv. 3; 1 H. VI. iv. 2. 

Raah, quick, violent. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 

Rate, opinion, judgment. Temp. ti. 1. 

Rate, to asaign, to value. Cym. i. 5; A. ft C. iii. 

6. Toscofd. M.ofV.L& 

Rates, counts for, is equivalent to. A. ft C. iii. 12. 
Rather, hasty, quick. L's L's L. iiL 1. 
Katolomm. a ludicrous mistake for Rotnlonim. 
Merry Wives, L 1. 

Raught. reft, reached, _grasped. H. V. iv. 6 : 

2H. VI. iL3;3H. VI.LA 
Ravin, ravenous. All's Well, iii. 2. 

Ravin, to devour. M. for M. i. 3 ; Mac. ii. A 
Ravined, ravenous. Mac. iv. i. 

Rawly, inadequately. H. V. iv. 1. 

Rawness, unprovided sljate. Mac. iv. 3. 

Rayed, arrayedjaerved. Tam. of 8. iv. 3. Chafed, 
excoriated. Tam. of S. iv. 1. 

Rased, slashed. Ham. iii. 2. 

Rases, roots. I H. IV. ii. 1. 

Road, to tread. 1 H. IV. iv. 1 : H. VIII. v. A 
Rear-mouse, the bat. M. N'a Dr. ii. 3. 

Rearward, rearguard. Son. 90. 

Reason, to discourse. M. of V. ii. 8. 

Reasonable awiftneu, speed of thought H. V. 
i. 2. 

Rebate, to blunt, to deprive of keenness. M. for 
M. i. 6 ; L's L's L. Ll ; 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

Rebeck, a three-stringed Addle. R. ft J. iv. 6. 
Receipt, mone]f received. R. II. i. 1. Beoep- 
tscle. Mao. i. 7. 

Receiving, capMity. Tw. N. iii. 1. 

Recheat, a point of the chase to call back the 
hounds. Much Ado, i. 1. 

Reck, to regard. Ham. i. 3. 

Record, to chant, to sing. Two Gent. v. 4. Per. 
iv. Pr. 

Recorder, a flute. Ham. iii. 2. 

Recover the wind of me, a hunting expression. 
Ham. iii. 2. 

Recure, to cure, recover. R. III. iii. 7. 

Redo, counael, advioe. Ham. i. 3. 

Red-lattice, the denotement of an ale-house. 2 
H. IV. ii. Z 

Red-lattice phrases, ale-house phraseology. Merry 
Wives, ii. Z 

Red-plsQ^e, erysipelas. Tenm. i. 2. 

Reduce, to bring beck. R. III. v. 4. 

Reechv, discoloured by smoke, smoky, dirty. 

MucQi Ado. iiL 3 : Cor. ii. 1. « 

Refell, to retute. M. for M. w. 1. 

Refer, to reserve to. M. for M. iii. 1. 

Regard, reflection, observation. Lucrece, voL iii. 
pp. 420, 429. 

Regiment, government A. ft C. iii. 6. 

Regrcet, a salutation. M. of V. ii. 9. 

Regreet to salute. R. 11. L 3. 

Rmerdon, requital 1 H. VI. iii. 1 ; Ibid. iii. A 
Relative, applicable. Ham. iL 2. 

Relume, to relight. Otb^ v. 2. 

Remarkable, profoundly striking. A. ft C. iv. 15. 
Remember thy courtesy, discontinue ceremony. 
L's L's L. V. 1. 

Remember, to remind. M. for M. ii. 1 : Wint. 
Tale, iii. 2. 

Remembered, reminded. Son. 120. 
Remembrance, memorial ' 0th. iii. 3L 
Rmonstranee, exhibition, manifestation. M. for 
M. V. 1. jM 

Remorse, pity, tenderness of feeling. Two Gent 
iv. 3 ; M. for M. V. 1 ; 0th. iiL 3 ; John, iv. 3 ; 
2 H. VI. IV. 1. 

Rmorseful, full of pity, compassionate. Two 
Gent iv. 3. 

Remorseless, relentless, pitiless. Lucrece, voL 
lii. p. 422. 

^motion, removal. Tim. iv. 3 ; Lear. ii. 4. 
Removed, remote, private. M. for M. i. 3: M. 
N's Dr. i. 1; As jyou Like it, iiL 2; Wint 
Tele, V. 2; John.ii. 1. 

imeys. All’s Well, v. 3. 
ejou. . As you Like it, iv. 3. 

■ ' A- ft C. i. 1 ; 


Render, io deeorib 

Render, aooounti 

Rvnege, to renoonoe, to deny. 

Lear, iL 2. 

^pair, to renovate, eomfoii. All's Well, L 2. 
Rraesl, to reosR from exile, to Mim back. Two 
GenA 1 : Had. v. 4 ; All’s WelL il 3 ; J. 0. 
^iii. 1 ;.R. II. ii. 2; iwi iii. 3{ 2H. VL iiL 2. 
RepetiAon, reonmiaation. AirsWell, v. a 


Repine, vexation, disoontenA V. ft A. vbl. iiL 
p.4U. 

Reproof, confutation. 1 H. IV. i. 2. 

Repugn, to resiat. 1 H. VL iv. 1. 

Reputing, boasting. 2 H. VI. iii. 1. 

Requiem, mass for the dead, so called beeanse* 
it begins with the words, Requiem eteniam 
dona eis, Domino. Ham. v. 1. 

Reserve, preserve. Per. iv. 1 : Son. 32, 85. 
Kroolve, to satisfy. 3 H. VL w. 2. To dissolve. 
Ham. i. 2. 

Respect, self-command, prudence. T. ft Cr. iL 
2 ; Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 420. Regard, considera- 
tion. Two Gent. iv. 4 ; Much Ado, ii. 3 ; M. of 
V. V. 1 ; R ft J. iii. 1 : Lear, i. 1 ; John, i. 1 ; 
V. k A. Td. iii. p. 4 i4 

Respeotive. respeotral, thoughtful M. of V. v. 1. 

Corresponding. Two Gent iv. 4. 
Respectively, respectfully. Tim. iii. 1. 

Rest, u term in music. R. ft J. ii. 4 ; Lucrece, 
vol iii. p. 427. 

'Rest, arrest Com. of R iv. 3. 

Resty, immobile, dull, uneasy. Cym. iii. 6; 
Son. 100. 

Retailed, handed down. R. III. iii. 1. 

Retire, retreat. 1 H. IV. ii. 3. 

Retire, to withdraw, to draw back. R. 11. ii. 2 ; 

Lucrece, Yol. iii. p. 420. 

Retiring, returning. Lucrece, vol iii. p. 425. 
Retort, to refer hack. M. for M. v. 1. 

Reverb, to echo. Lear, i. 1. 

Reverso, a term in fencing. Merry Wives, ii. 3. 
Revolt, a rebel. John, v. 4. 

Reword, to echo. Lov. Com. vol. iii. n. 453. 

Rib, to enclose ss within riba. M. of V. ii. 7. 
Ribaudred nag. fllthy strumpet. A. ft C. iii. 10. 
Rich coat, a full-charged escutcheon. Lov. Com. 
vol. iiL p. 455. 

Rid, to deetrov. Temp. L 2 : 3 H. VL v. 5. 
Rides the mare, plays at see-saw. 2 H. IV. 
ii. A 

Rift, to split Temp. v. 1 ; WinA Tale, v. 1. 
Rift a split. Temp. L Z 
Rig|^h. wanton. A. ft C. ii. Z 
Right, direct immediate. John, v. 4. 

Rigol a circle. 2 U. IV. iv. 4 ; Lucrece, vd. iiL 
p. 431. 

Run, a part of the intestines. H. V. iv. A 
Ripe, drunk. Temp. v. 1. 

Rivage, the shore. H. V. iii. Chorus. 

Rivals, associates, partners. Ham. L 1. 

Rivality, equal rank. A. ft C. iii. 5. 
Rivo.tofiro. IH. Vl.iv. 2. 

Road, a roadstead, 4 haven. Two Gent. ii. 4. 
The high road, applied to a common woman 
(traviata). 2 H. fv. ii. 2. 

Hoisting, roistering, violent T. ft ii. 2. 
RoUed, coiled. TT A. ii. a 
Homage, unusual stir. Ham. i. 1. 

Rondure, a round or belt. Son. 21. 

Ronyon, a term of contempt applied io a woman. 

Merry Wives, iv. 2 ; Mac. i. a 
Rood, the crucifix. R. ft J. L 3; 2 H. IV. 
iiL 2. 

Rook, a cheater. Merry Wives, i. 3. 

Rook, to squat down, to roost 3 H. VL v. 6. 
Roperv, roguery. K ft J. ii. A 
Rope-tnckiL tneks such as sie played by a rope- 
dancer. Tam. of S. i. 2. 

Rother. red cattle. Tim. iv. 3. 

Rough-hew, to plan, or fashion in the rough. 
Ham. V. 2. 

Round, plain spoken, nnceremoniona. Com. of 
£. ii. I ; Mac. i. 5; Ham. iii. 1. 

Round, roundel, roundeli^, a dance. M. N’s 
Dr. il. 2. A diadem. Mao. L 5. 

Round, to whisper. 0th. i. a To become great 
with child. Wint Tale, iL 1. To finish off. 
Temp. iv. 1. 

Rounded, insinnatod. John, ii. 2. 

Ronnding, whispering, insinnsling. Wint Tale, 

1. 2t 

Roondnn, in inelosnro. JohiA L 
.Rouse, carousal Ham. L A ; 

Roynish, mangy. As you likf it, ii. Z 
Rudious, ruddy. Tw. N. i. A . 

Ruddock, the redbreast. Cyn|. iv. 1. 

Rudesby. blusterer. swsiQBererA Tam. of S. iii. 2. 

RuS^i^a top of the boot turneiloYcr. AU's Well, 

Ruffian, i^torsr swash-buokir. Otb. i. 1. 
Ruin, ruDfa^ M. of V. ii. 9. ^ b 

Run oounter, to fellow on a falm scent Com. of 
B. iv. 2. ; 

to push. R. ft J. iii. a : 

RoiUing, rnstiing. Many Wfras, ii. 2. 

Saorsd, devoted, dodieatod. J.C. il IsT. A.ii. L 
Sacrifloial, reverent, ss words used in religious 
worsliip. Tim. L 1. 
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Sfteriiig-bell, the little bell rang at maM to give 
notice that the element! are coniecrated. H. 
Vlll. iiL 2. 

Two Gent. i. 2; Much Ado, i. 3: 
Wint. Tale, iv. 3 : Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 420. 
Sadly, leriouily. Much Ado, ii. 3. 

Sadneii, lerioumeii. K A J. i. 1. 

Safe, sound. Lear, iv. 6. 

Safe, to make safe. A. A C. iv. G. 

Saffron, the colour of Judas' hair, the 
colour. All’s Well. iv. 5. 

Sag, to hang down. Mac. v. 3. 

Sitfittary, oAcers* residence at the arsenal of 
Venice. 0th. i. 1. 

Said, done. Wint. Tale, iii. 2 ; 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 
Si^, pomp. ^ell. M you Like it, u. 0 ; H. V. i. 

2 ; 2 H. VI. 1 . 4 ; Son. 86. 

Saint Nioholas, patron saint of scholars and cut- 
purses. ^oGent. iii. 1 ; 1 H. IV. ii. 1. 

Sauet, a helmet. 2 H. VI. iv. 10. 

Sallets, or salts, Atticism, piquancy. Ham. ii. 2. 
Salt, lascivious. 0th. ii. 1 ; Ibid. iii. 3. Salt- 
cellar. Two Gent. iii. 1. Taste. Merry Wives, 
11. 3. 

Saltiers, corruption of satm. Wint. Tale, iv. 3. 
Salute, to move, to exhilarate. H. Vlll. ii. 4 ; 
Son. 121. 

Samingo, San D^mi^o, an old burden to drink- 


, marked with yellow spots. M. N's Dr. 


ing songs. 2 H. 

Sanaod, 
iv. 1. 

Sans, without. Temp. i. 2. 

Satire, a satirist. Son. 100. 

Saucy, lascivious. All's Well, iv. 4. 

Saw, a moral sayixig. L's L's L. v. 2. 

Sa^/i^em 2 H. Vl. iv. 7. Assay, taste, relish. 

'Sayed,' assayed. Per. i. 1. 

Soaffoldage, thegallery of atheatre. T. A Cr. i. 3. 
Scald, scurvy, scabby. Merry Wives, iii. 1. 
Scale, to weign in scales. Cor. ii. 3. 

Scaled, dispersed. T. A Cr. v. 5. 

Seall, a scab, a word of reproach. Merry Wives, 
iii. 1. 

Soamble, to scramble. John, iv. 3; H. V. i. 1. 
Scwel, ^lo^bly a misprint forsea-mel, sea-mew. 

Soan|% examine lubtly. 0th. iii. 3. 

Scant, to cut ehoit, to spare. M. of V. iii. 2. 
Scant, eeanty, short. Ham. v. 2. Scarcely. R. 
A J. 1. 2. 

Scantling, a small i^rtion. T. A Cr. i. 3. 

Scape, to escape. Much Ado, i. 1. 

Scape, a sally. M. for M. 1. 1. 

Soaim, Upe^^ps. Wint. Tale, iii. 3 ; Lucreco, 

SearfiMl btf k, veeeel decorated with flags. M. of 
V. ii. 6. 

Scathe, iigniy. 2 H. VI. ii. 4. 

Scathe, to iujure. R. A J. i. 5. 

Scathf^, deetruotive. Tw. N. v. 1. 

SooQce, a fortification. H. V. iii. 6. The head. 

Com. of £. i. 2 ; Ibid. ii. 2 ; Ham. v. 1 ; Cor. iii. 2 
Sooi^to mark, to brand. Com. of £. i. 2 ; 0th. 

Soom it with the heels, a manner of scornful 
rqjeetion. Much Ado, iii. 4 ; M. of V. ii. 2. 
Sootoh, to bruise or cut slightly. Mac. iii. 2. 
Scrimer, a fencer. Ham. iv. 7. 

Beroyle, a scabby fellow. John, ii. 3. 

Sorubbed, etunted. M. of V. v. 1. 

8o^ a Moal of fish. *1. A Cr. v. 5. 

Scurvy, scabby ; metaph. mean. Temp. ii. 2. 
'SouM, excuse. M. ofV. iv. 1 ; 0th. iv. 1. 

Sctt^ a tail. Merry Wives, v. 6. 

Seal, to set one's sU to a deed ; hence, to con- 
Rtin. Cor. iL 3. 

Seam, fat. T. ACr.ii.3. 

Seamy, showing the seam or eewing. 0th. iv. 2. 
Sear, soorohed, withered. Mac. v. 3. 

Sear, to stigmatize, to close up. Wint. Tale, >' 
^ I ; ^'a WeU, iL 1 ; Gym. i. 1. 

Seam, to probe J nenoe, to apply a healing 
remedy. Two Gent. i. 2. 

Season, preservative. Mac. iii 4. 

Seated, fixed, confirmed. Mac.'i. 3. 

Secret, separate, devoid. J. C. ii. 1 ; T. A. u. 1. 
Se^ a sUp or scion. (1^. i. 3. A political party. 
Lear, v. 3. ' 

Sspnre, earless, to make over-confident. Merry 
Wives. iL ii W ii. 2; Ibid. iii. 2; T. A Cr. 
^2 ^ ^ t iv. 2 ; R. II. v. 3 ; 1 H. 

Ssoursu to sssnre. Tim. ii. 2. ^ 

Sscnrsly, inconsiderately. T. A Cr. iv. 5; R. H. 
u. 1. 

Seqnrity, carelestDess, over-confidence. Mac. 
^iii.6; J. 0. ii.8; r7iI. iii. 2. 

Sesw to, to the si^t. &n. 4A ... 

Sm in falconry, to sew np the eyes. Mac. iu. 
8; A. AO. iiL m TocIom. (Kh.iiL3. 
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Seeling, closing, blinding. Mac. iii. 2. 

Seeming, seenDy, becomingly. As you Like it, 
V. 4. 

Seeming, outward manner and appearance. Wint. 
Tale, IV. 4. 

Seen, versed, instructed. Tam. of S. i. 2. 

Sold, seldom. T. A Cr. iv. 6. 

Self -bounty, native goodness. 0th. iii. 3. 
Semblably. alike, f H. IV. v. 3. 

Scnioiy, seniority. R. III. iv. 4, 

Sennet, a flourish of trumpets. 

Sense, to the, to the quick. 0th. v. 1. 
Septentrion, the north. 3 H. VI. i. 4. 

Sepulchre, to bury. Two Gent. iv. 2. 

Sequester, a separation. 0th. iii. 4. 
Sequestration, separation. 0th. i. 3. 

Sore, dry. Com. of E. iv. 2. 

Sere, ^tickled o’ the, easily moved to mirth. Ham. 

Serjeant, a bidliff. Ham. v. 2. 

Sergeant, anciently one of the king's guard. Mac. 

^rpigo, a cutaneous disease. M. for M. iii. 1. 
Servant, a follower, an admirer. Two Gent. ii. 1. 
Serviceable, 'serviceable vows,* vows that you 
will do her service, or be her servant. Two 
Gent. iii. 2. 

Sessa, be quiet. Ind. Tam. of S. ; Lear, iii. 6. 
Set, a term in music. Two Gent. i. 2. 

Set a mateh, to plan a robbery. 1 H. IV. i. 2. 

Set up his rest, to stake all. Com. of E. iv. 3. 
Setokbs, the name of a fiend. Temp. i. 2. 

Setter, one who watches travellers to give infor- 
mation to thieves. 1 H. IV. ii. 2. 

Several, land which is not common but appro- 
priated. L's L's L. ii. 1 ; Son. 137. Manifold. 
All's Well, i. 2. 

Shale, a case, a shell. H. V. iv. 3. 

Shame, to be ashamed. Cor. ii. 2. 

Shame, modesty. Com. of E. iii. 2. 

Shards, shreds, broken fragments of pottery. 
Ham. V. 1. The wing cases of beetles : hence, 
'sharded.' Cym. iu. 3; and ' shard-bome.’ 
Mac. iii. 2 ; A. A 0. iii. 2. 

Sharked^ snatched up, as a shark does his prey. 
Ham. 1 . 1. 

Sheen, brilliancy. M. N’s Dr. ii. 1 ; Ham. iii. 2. 
Sheer, pure. ll. II. v. 3. Uiunixed. Ind. to 
Tam. of S. 2. 

SbenL rebuked, blamed. Cor. v. 2. Hurt. Ham. 
iii. 3. 

Sheriff 's-post. a post at the door of a sheriff, to 
wliich royal proclamations were fixed. Tw. N. 
1. G. 

Ship-tire, a fanciful hcad-d ress for ladies. Merry 
Wives, iii. 3. 

Shive, slice. T. A. ii. 1. 

Shog, to jog off. H. V. ii. 1 ; Ibid. ii. 3. 

Shot, the reckoning at an ale-house. Two Gent. 

. ii. 6. 

Shotten, spawned, projected. Tam. of S. iii. 2 ; 
H. V. iii. 3. 

Shoughs, sliaKfl 7 dogs. Mac. iiL 1. 

Shoulder^. 111. iii. 7. A doubtful word. 
Shoulder-clapper, a bailiff. Com of £. iv. 2. 
Shove-groat, a game. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Shovel-board, broad shillings used in the game 
played by sliding metal pieces along a board at 
a mark. Merry Wives, i. 1. 

Shrewd, shrewiah, mischievous. Merry Wives, 

ii. 2 ; Much Ado, ii. 1 : Tam. of S. i. 1 ; Ibid. 

i. 2; M. N’s Dr, li. 1 ; Ibid. iii. 2; All's Well, 

iii. 5 ; A. A C. iv. 8; J^ohn, v. 6. 

Shrift, auricular confession. R. A J. i. 1 : Ibid. 

ii. 3 ; Ibid. iL 4 ; Ibid. ii. 5 ; Ibid. iv. 2 ; R. III. 

iii. 4, Absolution. M. for M. iv. 2. 

Shrive, to confess. M. of V. L 2. To bring to 
confcAsion and absolve. Com. of £. ii. 2. 
Shriving-time, time for confession. Ham. v. 2. 
Shroud, to enshroud oneself, cover oneself up. 
Temp. ii. 2. 

Shut-up, finished, concluded. Mac. ii. 1. 

Side, long. Much Ado, iii. 4. „ , 

Side-sleeves, loose hanging sleeves. Much Ado, 
iii. 4. 

Siege, seat. M. for M. ir. 2. StooL Temp. ii. 2. 
]Mnk. Ham. iv. 1. 

Sightless, invisible. Mac. L5. Unsightly. John, 

Sights, apertures for seeing through in a helmet. 

^ H. IV. iv. 1. ^ ^ ^ „ 

Sign, to give an omen. A. A C. iv. 3. 

SiBy, simple, rustic. Cym. y. X , 

Saiy cheat, petty ^eft. Wint. Tale. iv. 2. 
Simular, countciteit, deceitful. Cym. v. 5 ; lAar, 

iii* 2. . ^ ••• . 

Single, feeble. Mac. i. 3 ; 2 H. IV. i. 2. 
Sink-a-pace, cinque-pace, a dance. Much Aoo, 

Sir reverence, an apology for any unseemly say- 
ing. Com. of £. lii. 2. 


Sir, the, the gallant, the courtier. 0th. ii. 1. 

Sir, a title applied to a bachelor of arts at the 
universities. Tw. N. iv. 2. 

Sirs, an old form of addressing women. A. A C. 
iv. 15. 

Sit out, refuse to play, a card-table phrase. L’s 
L’s L. i. 1. 

Sith, since. Two Gent. i. 2. 

Sithence, since. All’s Well, i. 3 ; Cor. iii. 1. 
Sizes, allowances. Lear, ii. 4. 

Skains-mates, scapegraces. R. A J. ii. 4. 

Skill, cunning, design, reason. Wint. Tale, ii. 1 ; 
Ibid. iv. 3. 

Skill, to be of importance. Tam. of S. iii. 2. 
Skilless, ignorant. Temp. iii. 1. 

Skills not. is of no importance. 2 H. VI. iii. 1. 
Skimble-skamble, rambling, diijointed. 1 11. IV. 
iiL 1. 

Skinker, a drawer of liquor. 1 H. IV. ii. 4, 

Skirr, to scour. Mac. v. 3 ; H. V. iv. 7. 

Slack, slacken. Oth. iv. 3. 

Slander, to abuse. Ham. i. 3. 

Slandero^ ignominious, branded. Lncrece, vol. 
iii. p. 426. 

Slave, to turn to slavish uses. Leai% iv. 1. 

Slavish wii>e, the brand of slaves. Lncrece, voL 
'iii. p. 42z. 

Sleave, floss-silk. Mac. ii. 2. 

Sledded, sledged. Ham. i. 1. 

Sleided, untwisteA raw, applied to silk. Per. iv. 

(Gower) ; Lov. Coni. voi. iii. p. 453. 

Sleights, artifices. Mac. iii. 5. 

Slice. Merry Wives, i. 1. 

Slipper, slippery. Gtii. ii. 1. 

Slifis, a kincf of noose or leash. H. V. iii. 1. A 
piece of base money. T. A Cr. iL 3 ; R. A J. 

ii. 4. 

Sliver, to slice. Lear, iv. 2. 

Sliver, a slice. Ham. iv. 7. 

Slops, loose breecbee. Much Ado, iii. 2 ; R. A J. 

Slnb^r, to slur over. M. of V. ii. 8. 

Smirchc^ smeared, sullied, soiled. Much Ado, 

iii. 3 ; Ibid. iv. 1 ; As you Like it, i. 3 ; H. V. 
iii. 3. 

Smoke, to discover. All’s Well, iii. 6 ; Ibid. iv. L 
Smootn, to flatter. Per. i. 2. 

Smoothed, flattered, fawned upon. Tim. iv. 3. 
Smug, spruce, smart. M.of V. iii. 1; 1 H. IV. 
iii. 1. 

Sneap, taunt, sarcasm. 2H. IV. ii. 1. 

Snoaped, pinched. Wint. Tale, L 2; Lncrece, 
voi. iii. p. 420. 

Sneaping, nipping. L's L’s L. i. 1. 

Sneck-up, go nang ! Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Snipe, a fool, a bmckhcad. Oth. i. 3. 

Snuff, anger. L’s L’s L. * To take in snuff* is 
to take offence. M. N's Dr. v. i. 

Snuffs, tiffs. Lear, iii. 1. 

Softly, genUy. Wint. Tale, iv. 2 ; Ham. iv. 4. 
Soil, spot, taint. Ham. i. SL 
Solemn, grave, public, accustomed. Tam. of S. 
iii. 2. 

Solicit, solicitation. Cym. iL 3. 

Solidare, a small coin. Tim. iii. 1. 

Solve, solution. Son. 69. 

Something-nothing, neither here nor there. Oth. 
iii. 3. 

Sometimes, formerly. M. of V. i. 1 : R. II. v. 5. 
Sonties, corruption of sanctities. M. of V. ii. 2. 
Soon at, about. Com. of £. i. 2. 

Sooth, truth. Wint. Tale, iv. 3. Conciliation. 

K. II. iii. 3. True. Mac. v. 5. 

Sorel, a buck of the third year. L's L’s L. iv. 2. 
Sorriest, most sorrowful Mac. iii. 2. 

Sorry, sorrowful, dismal. Com. of £. v. 1. 

^rt, a company. M. N’s Dr. iii. 2 ; 2 H. VI. iL 
1. Rank, condition. Mnch Ado, i. 1 ; R II. 
ir. 1. Lot. T. A Cr. L 3. * In a sort,' in a 
manner. Temp. ii. 1. 

Sort, to choose; Two Gent. iii. 2. To suit. Mnch 
Ado, V. 2. To consort. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Sot, fool. Com. of £. ii. 2 ; Cym. v. 5. 
Soul-fearing, soul-terrifying. John, ii. 2. 

Sowl, to lug, drag. Cor. iv. 5. 

Sowter. name of a dog. Tw. N. ii. 5. 

Speak by the card, to speak precisely, or accord- 
ing to the book of manners. Ham. v. 1. 

Speak to, to aspire or lay claim to. Oth. i. 2. 
Specialty, a special contract Tam. of S. ii. 1. 
Specnlation, view, espiaL T. A Cr. iii. 3. 

Sped, settled, done for. R. A J. iii. 1. 

Speed, fortune. Wint Tale, iii. 2. 

Sperr, to bolt, fasten. T. A C^. Prol. 

Spial, a spy. I H. VI. L 4. 

Spill, to destroy. Lear, iii. 2. 

Spilth, spilling. Tim. ii. 2. 

Spleen, violent haste. John. ii. 2; v. 7. Used 
of the li^tning flash. M. N's Dr. L 1. 

Spot, stain. Son. 95. 

Sprag, quiok. Merry Wives, iv. 1. 

60 
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Spring, ihoot iprig. V. & A. toI. iii. p. 412 ; 
Laorooe. vol. iii. p. 41% 425. Beginning. M. 
N'iDr.ii2;2H:iV.iY.4. 

Sj^rj^hidl^ ttnnghnlt. » dieenBe of lioreea. H. 

Sprited. hannted. Gym. iL 3. 

Spurs, roots of trees. Temp. t. 1 ; Cym. iy. 2. 
laundered, scatter^. M. of V. i. 3. 

Square, to quarrel. M. B's Dr. ii. 1 : A. & 0. ii. 
1 ; Ibid. iii. 13. 

Square, the front part of a woman’s dress, 
stomacher. Wint. Tale, iy. 3. Equitable. Tim. 
y. 1. 

Squarer, quarreller. Much Ado. i. 1. 

Squash, an unripe peascod. Tw. N. i. 5 ; M. N’s 
Dr.iu. 1; Wmt.^2e,i.2. 

Squier, a square or rule. L’s L’s L. y. 2. 

Squiny, to squint. Lear, iy. 6. 

Squire, a rule. Wint. TaU, iy. 3 : 1 H. IV. ii. 2. 
Staggers, a disease in horses^ attended with giddi- 
ness : Uence any bewildering distress. Tam. of 
S. iii. 2: All’s weU, ii. SfCym. y. 5. 

Stain, to disfigure. Temp. i. Z. 

Stain, tinot, mark, eclipse. All's WeU, i. 1 ; A. 
A C. iii. 4. 

Stale, a decoy. Temp. iy. 1. A guU. Tam. of 
S. i. 1. A prostitute. Mu^ Ado, ii. 2. 
Insipid, out of date. Com. of £. li. 1. 

Stale, to make stale, depriye anything of its 
fre^ess. T. A Cr. ii. 3. 

Stand on, stands me upon, it is incumbent on me. 
Ham. y. 2 ; R. A J. ii. 3 ; A. A C. ii. 1 ; JEL IL 

ii. 4. 

Staniel, an inferior kind of hawk. Tw. N. ii. 6. 
Stark, stiff. Cym. iy. 2. 

Starkly, stiffly. M. for M. iy. 2. 

Starre, to pensh. Cym. i. 4. 

State, a canopied chair or throne. Tw. N. ii. 5 ; 

Mac. iii. 5 ; 1 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Station, attitude. Ham. iii. 4. Act of standing. 
A. A C. iii. 3. 

Statist, a statesman. Cym. ii. 4. 

Stitm-is, statues. J. C. li. 2 ; Ibid. iii. 2 ; R. III. 
iii 7. 

Statue, image, picture. Two Gent. iy. 4. 

Statute, security, obligation. Son. 134. 
Statute-caps, wooUen caps worn by citisens. L’s 
L's L. y. 2. 

Stay, a check. John, ii. 2. 

Steikd, to profit. Temp. i. 2. 

Steel, to Imrden like steel. V. A A. yoL iii. p. 410. 
SteU^ (a doubtful word), set or fixed. Lucrece, 
yoL lu. p. 429 : Son. 24. 

Stem, rigid, unyielding. AU's WeU, iy. 2. 
Stem^e, steerage^ course. H. V. iii. Chorus. 
Stickiiig-place, abiding place. Mac. i. 7. 

Stickieri an arbitrator in combats. T. A Or. y. 9. 
Stigmatic. a deformed person. 2 H. VI. y. 1 ; 
3 H. vi ii. 2. 

Stigoiatical, deformed. Com. of £. iy. 2. 

StiO, always, ever. Much Ado, i. 1 ; M. of V. 
L 1: Aifs Well, iy. 3; J. C. iii 1 j 1 H. IV. 

iii. 3; H. V. iii 7 ; Ibid. iy. 1. Constant. T. 
A. iii. 2. Constantly. Temp. i. 2. 

StUl an end, constantly, perpetuaUy. Two Gent, 
iy. 4. 

StiU musio, so^ subdued music. M. N’s Dr. iy. 

1 : As you like y. 4. 

Stilly, soiUy. H. V. iy. Chorus. 

Stint, to stop. R. A J. i. 3 ; II. VIII. I 2. 
Stithy, a smith's forge. Ham. iii. 2. 

Stithy, to forge. T. A Cr. iy. 5. 

Stoc^o, a stoccata, or thrust in fencing. Merry 
Wiyes, ii. 1.: R. A J. iii. 1. 

Stock, a stocking. Tam. of S. iii. 3. 

Stomach, conrime, stnbbomneas. Temp, i.' 2. 
Appetite, inclination. Temp. ii. 1. Haughti- 
neS. H. VIII. iy.2. 

Stone-bew, a cross-bow for throwing stones. Tw. 
N. ii. 5. 

Stood upon, plumed or presumed upon. T. A. 
ii. 3. 

Stops, a technical tenn in music. Ham. iii. 2 : 

Lnoreoe*, ycd. iU. p. 427. 

Stonp, a enp. Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Stout, s^ng, healthy. Tim. ir. 3 ; John, iy. Z 
Stoyor, fodoOT. Temp. iii. S. 

Strachy, a word of doubtful meaning. Tw. N. 

u. 6. 

Straight, immediately. Ham. y. 1. 

Strain, lineage. Much Ado, ii. 1 ; HL V. ii. 4. 

Disposition. Merry Wiyes, ii. 1. 

Strain courtesy, to, to ayoid the post of honour 
in a^j^erilons nndertaking. V. A A. yoL iii 

Straited, strsitened. Wint. Tale, iy. 4. 

Strange, foreign. Vb L’s L. it. 2; Cym. 1 6. Onr, 
rsMrred. R A J. iL 2, Marrelloos. OtL 
t.2. 

Stmgeness, coynsss, reserre. T. A Cr. iii 3. 
Stranger, foreigner. H. VIII. U. a 


Strappado, a kind of punishment 1 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Strict, hsrth. Tim. ul A 
Stricture, strictnees. M. for M. i. 4. 

Strike, to tap, to broach. A. A C. ii. 7. 

Stroke, rule. M. for M. iy. 2. 

SuroBsers, trowsers. H. V. iii. 7. 

Stuck, a thrust of a sword. EUm. iy. 7. 

Stuck in, corruption of stoooata. Tw. N. iii. 4. 
Stuff, baggage. Com. of £. iy. 4. Material, 
substance. 0th. 1 1. 

Stuffed, filled, stored. Muoh Ado, i. 1 ; R. A J. 
iii. 5. 

Sty, to lodge as in a sty. Temp. i. 2. 

Subject, people, subjects. Wint. Tale, I 1. 
Subscribe, to yield. Lear, i. 2. To succumb. 

T. A Cr. iy. 6 ; Son. 107. 

Subsidy, an impost. 3 H. VI. iy. 8. 

Suooess, issue, oonsequence, succession. Much 
Ado, 1 . 3 ; All’s Wd, I 3 ; Mac. 1 7 ;J. C. y. 3; 
A. A C. iii. 5. Succession. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 
Suecessiye. suooeedtng. 2 H. VI. iii. 1. 
Sncoessiyely. in snooession. 2 H. IV. iy. 4. 
Sudden, hasty, rssh. As you Like it, il 7 ; Mao. 
iy. a 

Suddenly, hastily. R. III. iy. 1. 

Suffer, to punish, to afflict. A. A C. iii. 13. 
Sufferance, suffering. M. for M. iii. 1. 

Suffered, anrestrained, indulged. 2 H. VI. y. 1 : 

V. A A. yol. iii p. 410. 

Suggest, to tempt, entice. All’s Well, iy. 5. 
Suggesting enticinff, tempting, seduoing. Temp, 
u^l : Otn. ii. 3 ; Lucrece, yd. iii p. 418 ; So^ 

Suggestion, temptation, entioement. Mac. I a 
Suited, dNMud. AU’, W«U, i. 1. 

Sullen, doleful, melancholy. John, i. 1. 

Sumpter, a hone that carries provisions on a 
journey. Lear, ii. 4. 

Suppose, a trick, imposition. Tam. of S. y. 1. 
Supposed, counterfeit. Tam of S. ii. 1. 

Surcease, to cease. Cor. iii 2. 

Surcease, cessation, end. Mac. i. 7. 

Surprise, to capture by surprise. 3 H. VI. iy. 
2; T. A. I 1. 

Sor-reined, oyer-worked. H. V. iii. 5. 

Suspect, suspicion. R. III. i. 3. 

Suspire, to breathe. 2 H. IV. iy. 4. 

Swimber, a sweeper of the deck of a ship. Temp, 
ii. 2. 

Swart, black. John, iii. 1. 

Swarth, black. T. A. ii. 3. 

Swarth, quantity of grass cut down by one sweep 
of the scythe. Tv?. N. il 3. 

Swasher, awamrer. H. V. iii. 2. 

Swashing, dashing, smashing. R. A J. i. 1. 
Swath, the same as 'swmih? T. A Cr. y. 6. 
Swathling, swaddling. 1 H. IV. iii. 2. 

Sway, to moye on. 2 H. IV. iy. 1. 

Swear, to adjure. Lear, i. 1. 

Swear oyer, to out-swear. Wint Tale, i. 2. 
Sweet and twenty, a proyerhial endeannent 
Tw. N. ii. 3. 

Sweet mouth, liquorish tooth. Two Gent, iii. 1. 
Sweltered, weltered. Mso. iy. 1. 

Swift, ready, quick. Much Ado, iii. 1 ; As you 
Like it, y. 4. 

Swinge-buckler, a bully. 2 H. IV. iii. 2. 

Sworn brothen, men bonnd to share each other’s 
fortunes. R. II. y. 1 ; H. V. ii. 1. 

Sympathy, equality. R. II. iy. 1. 

Table, a table-book. Two Gent, il 7. A tablet, 
note-book. Ham. i. 2. A picture, board or 
canyas on which any olyect is painted. All's 
WeU, i. I ; Jobiu ii. 2. In palmistry, the palm 
of the hand. M.ofV.ii. 2 ! 

Table-book, note-book. Wint. Tale. iv. 3. 
Tables, the game of backgammon. L’s L’l L. y. 

2. A note-book. Ham. i. 5. 

Tabor, a small side-drum. Temp. iy. 1. 

Taborer, a player on the tabor. Temp. iii. 2. 
Tabourine, tambourine, drum. T. A Cr. iy. 5: 
A. A C. ly. & 

Tag, the rabble. Cor. iii 1 ; J. C. i. 2. 

Taint, tainted. 1 H. VI. y. 3. 

Tamture, defilement. 2 H. VI. ii. 1. 

Take, to infect, blast, bewitch. Merry Wiyes, 
iy. 4 ; T. A Cr. y. 6; Ham. I 1 ; LSbi, ii. 4 ; 
Ibid. m. 4. 

I Take a trace, to make peace. John, iii. 1. 

I Take in, to conquer. Cor. i. 2 : A. A C. iii. 7. 
Take it in snuff, to take it in dudgeon. M. N’a 
Dr. y. 1 ; L'sL’sL. y. 2. 

; Take me with you, let me understand yon. R. 
AJ.iilfi; ra.IV.ii.4. 

Take out, to copy. 0th. ul 4. 

Take thought, to abandon oneself to grief. J. C. 
il I ; A. AC. ill 13. 

Take up^ to borrow money, or buy on credit. 
2 H. VI. It. To make up a quarrel As you 
Like it, y. 4. 


To make up a quarrel As you 


Taking, infection, malignant infiuence. Lear, 
iii. 4. 

Taking up, buying on credit. 2 H. IV. i. Z 
Tale, counting, reckoning. Mac. i. 8. 

Talent, a tsion. L’s L's L. iy. 2. 

Talents, riobas. Cym. I 6. 

Tall, strong, yaliant. Meiry Wiyes, i. 4 ; Tw. N. 

i. ^ ; Ibid. iy. 2 ; Wint. TUe, y.' 1. 
Tailow-catch, a lump of tallow. 1 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Tame-cheater, a petty rogue. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 
Tame-anake, a poltroon. As you like it, iy. 3. 
Tang, twang, sound. Temp. li. 2. 

Tang, to sound. Tw. N. ii. 5. 

Tanling, anything tanned by the sun. Cym. iy. 4. 
Tarre. to excite, urge on. T. A Cr. I 3; John, 
iy. 1. 

Tarriance, delay. Two Gent. ii. 7. 

Tartar, Tartams. Tw. N. ii. 5 ; H. V. ii. 2. 
Task, to tax. I H. IV. iy. 3. Challenge, R. II. 
iy. 1. 

Tasking, challenging. 1 H. IV. i. 2. 
Tassel-gentle, the male of the goshawk. RAJ. 

ii. 2. 

Taste, to |try. Tw. N. iii. 1 ; Ibid. iii. 4 ; Cym. 
y. 5. 

Tawd^-laoe, a rustic necklace. Wint. Tale, iy. 3. 
Taxation, satire, sarcasm. As you Like it, i. Z 
Taxing, satire. As you Like it, ii. 7. 

Teen, mef. Temp. i. 2 ; R. A J. 1 . 3 ; V. A A. 
yol.iilp.413. 

Tell, to rate, to number, to account. Temp. ii. 

1; Mao. I 3; Tim. 12; Ibid, il 2. 

Temper, to mix. Cym. y. 5. 

Temperanoe, temDcrature. Temp. ii. 1. 
Tempered, mixed. Ham. y. 2 ; H. V. ii. Z 
Ten, a card of, a tenth card. Tam. of 8. ii. 1. 
Tend, to attend to. 2 H. VI. i. 1. 

Tender, an offen a promise. R. A J. iii. 4. 
Tender, to hold, to esteem. Temp. ii. 1. To 
haye consideration for. Two Gent. ly. 4. 
Tent, to probe as a wound. Cor. iii. 1. 

Tent, a probe for searching a wound. Cym. iii. 4. 
Tenta. hiuigings. Tam. of S. ii. 1. 

Tercel, the male of tho goshawk. T. A Cr. iii. 2. 
Termagant, a ranting character in old plays. 
Ham. iii. 2. 

Tested, pure, assayed. M. for M. ii. 2. 

Testem, to rewara with a tester, or sixpence. 
Two Gent. i. 1. 

Tharborottgh (cormpted from * third-borough ’), 
a constable. L's L’s L. i. 1. 

Theorick, theory. All’s Well, iy. 3 ; 0th. i. 1. 
Thewes, sinews, muscles. 2 H. IV. iii 2. 

Thick, rapidly. Cym. iii 2 ; 2 H. IV. ii. 3 
Thick-pleached, thickly intertwined. Much Ado, 
i. 2. 

Thick-skin, thick-head. Merry Wiyes^v. 5. 
Thills, the shafts of a wagon. John, i. iT 
Third-borough, a constable. Ind. to Tam. of S. 1. 
Thou, as a mark of insult. Tw. N. ii. 2. 
Though, if, eyen if, since. L’s L’s L. ii. 1 : T. A 
Cr. il 1 ; Tim. iy. 3; A. A C. iii. 13; R. 111. 

i. 4. 

Thought, anxiety, grief. Ham. iii. 1 ; A. A C. 
iy. o. So 'to taike thought’ is to give way to 
grief. J. C. ii. 1. 

Thrasonical bragging, boastful. L’s L’s L. y. 1. 
As you Like it, y. 2. 

Three-man beetle a wooden mallet worked by 
^ree men. 2 H. IV. i. 2. 
Three-man-song-men, singers of glees in three 
parts. Wint. Tale, iy. 3. 

Three -pile, three -piled yelyet. Wint. Tale, 
iy. 3. 

Threne, lament. Ph. A T. yol. iii. p. 462. 

Thrid, thread, fibre. Temp. iy. 1. 

Throe, to put in agonies. Temp. ii. 1. 

Thronged, oppressed, crushed, shrank. Per. i. 

I ; Inid. ii. 1 : Lucrece, yol. lii. p. 429. 

Thrum, the tufted end of a thread in weaying. 
M. N’s Dr.-y. 1. 

Thrummed, made of coarse ends or tufts. Merry 
Wiyes, iy. 2. 

T^. a loose wench. Per. iy. q. 

Tmklo, ticklish. M. forM. l^; 2H. VI.l 2L 
Tickled 0 ’ the sere, easily movgd to mirth. Ham. 

ii. 2. 

Tidy, plump. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Tight, nimble^ actiye. Tam. m S. ii. 1 ; A. A C. 
ly. 4. 

T^tiy, brakly, promptly. Kerry Wiyes, i. 3 ; 

Tike, a cur. Merry Wives, iVl 6 : H. V. ii. 1. 
Tilly-ya]li[. an exclamation of eontempt. Tw.N. 

il 8; 2H. IV. il 4. 

Tilth, tillage. Temp. ii. 1. 

Timelees, untimely. R II. in 1. 

Timely, in proper time. 2 H. VI. ill. Z 
'Hme 01 fife, duration of life. J. 0. y. 1. 

Tinct, etain, dye. Ham. iii. it 

Tire, attire, hm-dress. Two Gent. ly. 4. 
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Tire, to tear like a biid of prey. Tim. iii. 6: 

3 H. VI. i. 1 : V. & A '-^cl lii p 407. Hence, 
metaphorically, to feed. Cym ui 4 To attire, 
dreu. Com. of £. ii. 2. 

To. to. ploughmen*! word! of encouragement. T. 

A Gr. ii. 1. 

To friend, for hiendr propitiona. Idao. iv. 3; 
Cym. i. 4 ; J. 0. iii. 1. 

Tod. to yield a tod of wool. Wint. Tale. iv. 3. 
Tokimeo. marked with plague apota. A. A C. 
iii. 8. 

Token!, plague apota. L’a L'a L. ▼. 2. 

Toll, to exact toll. 2 H. IV. ir. 4. To pay toll. 
Ail’a Well, V. 3. 

Tom 0 * Bedlama, mad beggara. Lear, iii. 4. 

Too fine, too full of fineaae. All'a Well. ▼. 3. 

Too late, too recently. R. III. iii 1 ; Lucrece, 
▼ol. iii p. 432. 

Too too. exceoaively. Two Gent. i. 4 ; Ham. i. 2. 
Took it on hia death^ an oath. John, i. 1. 

Topleaa, aupreme, without auperior. T. A Or. i. 3 
Tottered, tottering. R. III. iii. 1. 

Touch, touohatone for teating gold. R. III. iv. 2. 
Trait. Aa you Like it. iii 2. An acute feeling. 
Cym. i 1. 

Touched, pricked. T. A. iv. 4. 

Touring, circling. Mac. ii. 3. 

Touae, to pull, orag. M. for M. v. 1. 

Towara, towanla, nearly ready. M. N'a Dr. iii. 
1.; R. AJ.i.5. 

Toya, triflea, fooliah tricka. John, i I ; 2 H. IV. 

Trade, beaten path. H. VIIT. v. 1. 

Tranect, a ferry. M. of V. iii. 4. 

Tranaported, tranalated, tranaformed. M. N'a 
Dr. IV. 3. 

Tranalated, tranaformed. M. N’a Dr. iii 1. 

Traah, to oheck| aa a huntaman hia hounda. 

Temp. i. 2 ; 0th. ii. 2. 

Travail, labour, toil. 1 H. VI. v. 4. 

Tray-trip, an old game played with dice. Tw. N. 

ii. 5. 

Treaohera, traitora. Lea^ i. 2. 

Treatiea, entreatiea. A. A C. iii 9. 

Trenched, carved. Two Gent. iii. 2. 

Tribunal pleba, tribnnia plebia. T. A. iv. 3. 
Tnck. technically, a copy of a coat of anna; 
hence, any pMuliarity which diatinguiahea 
voice or feature. Wint. Tale, ii. 3 ; All'a Well, 
i 1 ; Lear, iv. 6. 

Trick, to dreaa up. H. V. iii. 6. 

Tricked, blazoned. Ham. ii. 2. 

Tricking, omament. Merry Wivea, iv. 4. 
Trickay, elegantly quaint. Temp. v. 1. 

Trifle, a phantom. Temp. v. 1. 

Triple, third. A. A C. i. 1. 

Triplex, triple time in music. Tw. N. v. 1. 
Troian, a cant word for a thief. 1 H IV. ii. 1. 
Trol •my-dames, the name of a game ; alao called 
pigeon -holoa. Wint. Tale, iv. 2. 

Tropically, figuratively. Ham. iii. 2. 
Troth-plignt. betrothedL Wint. Tale, v. 3 ; H. V. 

ii. 2. 

Trow, to believe. Lear, i. 4. To tnist, think. 

H. VlII. i. 1. 

True, honest. Tim. iv. 3 ; Cym. ii. 3 ; 1 H. IV. 

ii. 2 ; V. & A. vol. iii. p. 412. 

True-men. honest men. I H. IV. ii. 2. 
Trundle-tail, a long-tailed dog. Lear, iii. 0. 
Tuoket-sonance, anourish on the trumpet. M. 

of V. V. 1: H. V. iv.2. 

Tundish, a runnel. M. for M. iii. 2. 

Turk, to turn, proverbially, to apostatize. Much 
Ado, iii. 4 ; Ham. iii. 2. 

Turly-good, a name ailopted by bedlam-beggars. 
Lear, ii. 3. 

Tufn, to modulate. Aa you Like it. ii. 5. 
Twangling, twanging. Temp. iii. 2. 

Twiggen, made ot twigs, wicker. 0th. ii. 3. 
TwOmd. Temp. iii. 3. A doubtful word. 
Twink, a twinkling. Temp. iii. 3. 

Twire, to peep, twinkle. Son. 28. 

Typje of Bovereignty. the crown. 3 H. VI. i. 4. 
Tyring, attiring. Com. of £. ii. 2. 

Umbered, atained, dark, aa with umber. H. V. 

iv. Chorua. . r 

Uoaneled, without extreme unction. Ham. i. 5. 
Unavoided, unavoi^ble. R. 111. iv. 4 ; 1 H. VI. 
iv. 5. 

Unharbed, untrimmed. Cor. iii. 2. 

Unbated, unblunh^. Ham. iv. 7 ; Ibid. v. 2. 
Unbolt, to disclose. Tim. i. 1. 

Unbolted, unsifted, unrefined. Lear. ii. 2. 
Unbookian, ignorant. 0th. iv. 1. 

Unbraided, unaoiled, unfaded. Wint. Tale. iv. 3. 
Unbreathed, unpractised. M. N'a Dr. v. 1. , 
U^^, to throw off the hounda. Merry Wivea, 

UnchairgeA undefended, applied to the gates of 
a city. Tim. v. 4. 


Unolew, to unravel, undo. Tim. i. 1. 

Uncoin^, unalloyed, unfeigned. H. V. v. 7. 
Uncouth, unknown, strange. T. A ii. 4 ; Lucrece. 
vol. iii. p 4^. 

Undergo^ to undertake. Tim. iii. 6. 
Underakmker. an underdrawer or waiter. 1 H. 

IV. iL 4. 

Undertaker, one who takes up another’s quarrel. 
Tw. N. iii. 4. 

Under-wrought, undermined. John. iL 1. 
Uneared, unploughed. Son. 3. 

Uneath, hardly. 2 H. VI. iii. 4. 

Unexpreaaive. inexpressible. Aa you Like it. 

iii. 2. 

Unfair, to deprive of beauty. Son. 6. 

Unhappily, censoriously. H. VIII. i. 4. 
Unhaj^y^wi^sh, niiscbievous. All'a WeU. iv. 

Unhatciu^. uudiacloaed. 0tb..iii. 4 
Unhouaeled, without receiving the aac/ament. 
Ham. i. 6. 

Unimproved, unreproved. Ham. i. 1. 

Union, a pearl. Ham. v. 2. 

Uidust. dishonest. 1 H. IV. iv. 2. 

Unkind, unnatural. Tw. N. iii. 5 ; Lear, iii. 4 : 

1 H. VI. iv. 1 ; V. & A vol. iii. p. 408. 

Unl^a, except. Cor. v. 1. 

Unlived, bereft of life. Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 431. 
Unmanned, untamed, applied to a hawk. R. A 
J. iii. 2. 

Unowed, unowned. John. iv. 3. 

Unprognant, stupid. M. tor M. iv. 4. 

Unprotier, common to all. 0th. iv. 1. 
Unqualitied, deprived of faculties or qualitiea. 

A. * c. iii'. n. 

Unquestionable, not inquisitive. Aa you Like 
it, iiL 2. 

Unready, undresaed. 1 H. VI. ii. 1. 

Unrecafling, not to be recalled. Lucrece, vol. iii. 
p. 426. 

Unrespected, unregarded. Son. 54. 

Unreapective, inconsiderate. K. HI. iv. 2. 
Unrolled, struck of the roll. Wint. Tale, iv. 2. 
Unsisting, unresting. M. for M. iv. 2. 
Unsiiiirciied, unsullied, pure. Ham. iv. 6. 
Unftanched, incontinent. Temp. L 1. 
Untemtiering, unaoftening. H. V. v. 2. 

Untented, unaearchable. Lear, i. 4. 

Untraded, unused, uncommon. T. A Cr. iv. 5. 
Untrimmed, aimilcd of grace or omament. Son. 18. 
Untrue, untrath. Son. 113. 

Unvalued, invaluable. R. III. i. 4. 

Unyoke, to cease work. Ham. v. 1. 

Up and down, exactly. Two Gent. ii. 3 ; Much 
Ado, ii. 1 ; T. A. v. 2. 

Upon, by. Much Ado, iv. 1 ; M. N’s Dr. ii. 1. 
Upon the hip. at advantage. M. of V. i. 3. 
Upspring reel, a boisterous dance. Ham. i. 4. 
Upt rimmed, adorned. John, iii. 1. 

Urchin, the hedge-bog. Temp. i. 2 ; T. A. ii. 3 ; 

V. & A. vol. ill. 1 ). 415. 

Usance, usury. M. of V. i. 3. 

Use, interest. M. for M. i. 1 ; Much Ado, ii. 1 ; 
H. VIII. iii. Son. 6. 

Use, in, in truit, possession. M. of V. iv. 1 ; A. 
A C. 1, 3. 

Utis, riotous merriment, which accompanied the 
eighth d«y of a festival. 2 H. IV. ii. 4. 

Utter, to expel, put forth. Much Ado, v. 3. 
Utterance, extremity. Mac. iii. 1 ; Cym. iii. 1. 
Uttered, put forth. L’s L's L. ii. 1. 

Vade, to fade. Pass. Pil. vol. iii. p. 458. 

Vail, to lower. M. for M. v. 1 ; Cor. iii. 1 ; V. 
A A. vol. iii. p. 409. 

Vail your stomachs, abase your pride. Tam. of 
S. v.2:2H. IV.i. 1. 

Vailing, lowering. M. of V. i. 1. 

Vainness, vanity. H. V. v. Cborus. 

Valanced, adorned with a v^ance or fringe; 

applied to the board. Ham. ii. 2. 

VaUant, martial Ham. ii. 2. 

Validity, value. All’s Well, v. 3. 

Vantage, advantage, opportunity. Two Gent. i. 

3 ; Cym. i. 3. , , . m 

Vantbrace. armour for the front of the arm. T. 
A Cr. i. 3. 

Varlet, a servant, valet. T. A Cr. i. 1. A male 
harlot. T. A Cr. v. 1. , . „ , 

Vast, properly a waste place, metaphoncaJly, the 
dead of night. Temp. i. 2 ; Ham. i. 2. A gulf. 
Wint. Tale, i. 1. Boundless esmaiiM. Per. ui. 1. 
Vastidity, immensity. M. for M. iii. 1. 

Vastly, like a waste. Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 431. 
Vasty, vast, waste. 1 H. IV. lii. 1. - . ^ 

Vaunt, the van, that which precedes. T. A Cr. 

ProL . - T — o 

Vaunt-counera, fore-runnera. Lear, in. Z 
Vaward, the van, vanguard, advanced guard of an 
army. H. V. iv. 3. Hence, metophoncally, 
the nrat of anything. M. N’a Dr. iv. 1. 


Vogetives, herbs. Per. iii. Z , 

Velure, velvet. Tam. of S iii. Z 
Velvet-guards, literally, velvet trimminga; ap- 
plied metaphorically to the dtizena who wore 
them. 1 IL IV. iii. 1. 

Venew, a bout in fencing, metaphorically applied 
to repartee and aalliee of wit. L's L's L. v. 1. 
Veney, a bout at fencing. Merry Wives, L 1. 
Venge, to avenge. H. v. i. Z 
Ventages, holes in a flute or flageolet. Ham. iii. 2. 
Verbal, wordy. Cym. iL 3. 

Very, true, Two Gent. iii. 1 ; H. V. i. 

Chorus. 

V^ off with you ! Merry Wivea, ii. Z 
Vice, a character or bufloon of the Moralities. 
Tw. N. iv. 2; Ham. iii. 4; 1 H. IV. ii. 4; 

2 H. IV. iii 2; R. III. iii. 1. 

\ ice, to aorew. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 

Vie, to challenge ; a term at cardo. A. A C. v. 2. 

To nlay as for a wager. Tam of S. ii. 1. 
Viewless, invisible. M. for M. iii. 1. 

Viliaco, rascal, scoundrel. 2 H. VI. iv. 8. 

Villain, a lowborn man. Aa you Like it, L 1 ; 

Lucrece, vol. iii. p. 428. 

Vinewed, mouldy. T. A Cr. ii. 1. 
Viol-de-gamboya. A boss viol Tw. N. i. 3. 
Vicinal jacks, the keys of a virginal. Son. 128. 
Vifginalling, playing aa on the viigmals, a kind 
of a spinet Wint Tale, i. 2. 

Virtue, the essential excellence. Temp. L 2; 

Ham. i. 3. Valour. Lear, v. 3. 

Virtuous, excellent M. N'a Dr. iii. 2 ; 2 H. IV. 

iv. 4. Endowed with virtues. Aa you Like 
it, L 3. 

Visages, masks. Oth. L 1. 

Vizament. advisement Merry Wives, i. 1. 
Volnble, nckle. Oth. ii. 1. 

Voluntaiy, volunteer. John, iL 1. 

Votarist, votary, one who has taken a vow. M. 
forM. L5. 

Vulgar, the common people. L’s L's L. i. 2. 

Common. Tw. N. iii. 1 ; Ham. i. 2 ; John, ii. 2. 
Vulgarly, publicly. M. for M. v. 1. 

Waft, to wave, beckon. Ham. i. 4. To turn. 

Wint Tale, i. 2 ; Tim. i. 1. 

Waftage, passage. T. A Cr. iii. Z 
Wafturc, waving, beckoning. J. C. ii. 1. 

Wage, to reward as with wages. Cor. v. 5. 
Wailful, lamentable. Two Gent. iii. Z 
Waist, the middle of a ship. Temp. i. 2. 

Wake, a watch festival. Ham. i. 4. 

Walk, a district in a forest. Merry Wives, v. 5. 
Walks, bounds. J. C. i. 2. 

Wamiion. 'With a wannion ’ =; * with a ven- 
geance.’ Per. ii. 1. 

Want, to be without, to miss. M. N’s Dr. ii. 1 ; 

Lucrece. vol iii. p. 421. 

Wappeuea, withered, overworn. Tim. iv. 3. 
Wara, guara. Temp. i. 2; Merry Wives, ii. Z 
Prison. 2 H. VI. v. 1. 

Warden, a large pear used for baking. Wint. 
Tale, IT. 2. 

Warder, truncheon. R. II. i. 3. 

Warn, to summon. J. C. v. i ; R. III. i. 3. 
Wassail, a drinking bout A. & C. i. 4. Fes- 
tivity. Ham. i. 4. 

WasBcl candle, a candle used at festivals. 2 H. 
IV. i. Z 

Wat, a familiar word for a hare. V. A A. vol. iii. 
p. 412. 

Watch, a watch light. R. III. v. 3. 

Watch, to tame by deprivation of sleep. Merry 
Wives, V. 5 : Tam. of S. iv. 2 : T. & Cr. iii. 2 ; 
Cym. ii. 4 ; ibid. iii. 4 ; Oth. iii. 3 ; J. C. iv. 3. 
Water-gall, a secondary rainbow. Lucrece, vol. 

iii. p. 430. 

Water-work, x>ainting in distemper. 2 H. IV. 
ii. 1. 

Water-rug, a kind of dog. Mac. iii. 1. 

Waters, for all, plays any character. Tw. N. iv. 2. 
Waterwork, distemper. 2 H. IV. ii. 1. 

Wax, to grow. If. V. v. 1. 

Wax, waxen tablets. Tim. i. 1. 

Waxen, soft, penetrable. R. II. i. 3. 

Waxen, perhaps, to hiccough. M. N’s Dr. ii. 1. 
Way of life, T>eriphrasi8 for life. Mac. v. 3. 
Wealth, ww, a^anti^. M. of V. v. 1. 

Wear, the fashion. M. for M. iiL 2 ; As you 
Like it, ii. 7. 

Weather-feud, to defend from the weather. 
Temp. ▼. 1. 

Web and pirn the cataract in the eye. Wint. 

Tale. i. 2; Lear, iii. 4. 

Wee, small, tiny. Meny Wives, i. 4. 

Weed, garment. Tw. N. v. 1 ; Lucrece, vol. iiL 

W [>. 419 ; Son. 76. 

een, to think. 1 H. VI. ii. 5. 

Weep a good, to cry in good earnest. Two Gent, 

iv. 4. 

I Weet, to wit, know. A. A C. i. 1. 
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WeisH out, to outweigh. H. VIII. m. 1. 

Weird, prophetic, fatal. Mao. i. 3. 

Welkio, the eky. Merry Vfvrwa, i. 3. Sky-blue. 

Well, an expreauon applied to the dead. Wint. 
Tale, T. I. 

WeU appeal rendered apparent. Cor, iy. a 
Well-liKm^ in good condition. La La Ia y. ^ 
Well aaid, weU aone ! Aa you ^ke it. u. 5 ; 2 H. 

IV. iit 2 H. VI. i. 4: T. A. ly. 3. 

WeU aeen, weU yera^ ran^ of 3. i. 2. 

Wend, to go. M. for M. iy. 3. , , 

Weaand, tne wind-pipe. Temp. lu. 2. 

Weatward ho ! a cry of the 'Aan^ ^tonnen, 
and the title of a comedy. Tw. N. ui. 1. 

What m^e you? what do you? Merry Wivea, 
iy. 2. . . 

What ^e good year! an exclamation. Much 

Wheef, refrain, burden of a ballad. Ham. iy. 6. 
Whelk, a weaL H. V. iu. 6. 

Whelked, marked with whelka or protuberaneea. 

Lw. iy. 6. - 

When ! an exclamation of impatience. Tam. of 
aiy, 1; Tim.L2; J. C.iii;R.n. i.l;3H. 
VL y. 1, 

When aa, when. Com. of E. iy. 4 ; Son. 49. 
Where, wheraaa. Two Cent. iii. 1 : M. of V. iy. 
1 ; Lear, i 2; 1 H. VL y. 3; 2 H. VI. i. 2; 
Ibid. iii. 2. 

Where, a place. Lear, i 1. 

Wherem, ui that. Aa you like it, i. 2. 

Whiffler, an officer who clears the way in pro- 
oeoaiona. H. V. y. Choma 
While-ere, a little while ago. Temp. iii. 2. 
Whilea, until. Tw. N. iy. 3. 

Whipping-cheer, flogging. 2 H. IV. y. 4. 
Whip-etock, han^e ol a whipw Tw. N. ii. 3; 
Per. ii. 2. 

Whiat, huahed, ailent. Temp. i. 2 
White, the centre of an arehery butt. Tam. of 
S. y. 2 

Whiting-time, bleaching time. Meiry Wiyee, 
iii. 3 l 

Whitater, bleacher. Merry Wivea, iii. 3. 
Whitely, pale-faoed. L*a Lt*a L. iii. 1. A doubt- 
ful word. 

Whittle, a elaap knife. Tim. y. 3. 

Whoo-bub, hubbub. Wint. Tale, iv. 4. 

Whoop, to cry ont with aatoniahment. H. V. ii. 

2 Comp. Aa yon Like it, iii. 2. 

Wicked, noiaome, banaful. Temp. i. 2. 

Widow, to give a jointure to. M. for M. v. 1. 
Widowhood, widow*B jointure. Tam. of S. ii. 1. 
Wig^ peraon. 0th. u. 1. 

Waa, weald. 1 H. IV. iL 1. 


WUd-gooee chaae, a aort ol harbaroua home-race, 
or ateeple-chaae. IL AJ. ii. 4. ^ 

Wild mare, the game of aee-aaw. 2 H. IV. u. 4. 
Will you t^e egga for money ? proverbial for wiU 
you Buffer youmelf tobe cigoled? W ink Tale. i. 2 
WUdemeaa, wildneea. M. for M. iii. 1. 
Wimpled, veiled, hooded. L’a L*b L. iii. 1. 
Wino, to aoenk T. A. iv. 1. 

Windowa, eyelida. Cym. u. 2 ; E. A J. iv. 1 ; 

R. 111. y. 3; V. A A. vol. iii. p. 411. 

Window -bam, lattioa-work aoroaa a woman'a 
atomachor. Tim. i^3. 

Windring, winding. Temp. iii. 3. 

Winking-gatea, gatea cloaed. John, ii. 1. 
Winter-ground, to protect (a plant) from froat. 
Cym. iv. 2. 

Wia, in the oompound * I wia,* certainly. Tam. 

of S. i. 1 ; M. of V. u. 9j R. III. i. A 
Wise-woman, a witch. Merry Wivea, iv. fi. 
Wiah, to commend. Tam. of o. i. 1 ; A. A C. i. 3. 
Wiap of atraw, a puniahment for a aoold 3 H. 
Vl. ii. 2. 

WiaUy, wiatfnUy. R II. v. 4 

Wik Knowledge, wiadom. Much Ado, ii. 3 ; M. 

of V. iL iTJ. C. iii 2; 1 H. VI. ii. A 
Wit cracker, a joker. Much Ado, v. 4. 
Wit-anapper, one who affects rejiaitee. M. of V. 
iii. 5. 

With himaelf, not beaide himadf. T. A. i. 1. 
With the manner, in the fact. L’a L*a L. i. 1. 
Without beyond. Temp. t. 1 ; M. N*b Dr. iv. 1 ; 
AU'a WeU. ii A 

Witneaaed, evidenced. Mac. iv. A 
Wita, five, the five aenaea. Much Adc^ i. 1. 
Wittol, a contented cuckold. Merry Wivea, ii. 2. 
Witty, intelligent. 3 H. VI. i 2 _ 

Woman-tired, hen-pecked. Wint. Tale, ii. 3. 
Wondered, marreliouBly gifted. Temp. iv. 2 
Wood, mad. Two Gent. u. 3 ; M. N'a Dr. ii. 1 ; 

V. A A. vol. iii. p. 412. 

Wo^, mad, oraiM, wiliL 1 H. VL iv. 7. 
Woodcock, a aimpleton. Much Ado, v. 1 ; Tam. 
of S. i 2 

Wooden, blockiah. 1 H. VI. y. 3. 

Woodman, a foraeter, hnntaman. Cym. iii. 6 : 
Lucrece, voi iii. n. 422. A cant term for a 
wencher. M. for M. iv. A 
Wodwaid. ahirtleaa. L*aI/aL.y2 ^ _ 

Wookel-oock, or ooeel-codc, the blackbird. M. 
H»a Dr. iii. 1. 

Word, to flatter or put off with worda. A. A C. 

y. 2 To repeat the worda of a aong. Cym. iv. 2. 
World. *To go to the world’ ia to get married. 
Much Ado, li. 


of ^e world* 
Like it, v. A 


1 ; AU'a WeU, i. 3. So * a woman 
ia a nuuTied woman. Aa you 


World to aee, a, wonderful to aee. Tam. of 

S. ii. 1. 

Worm, a aerpenk M. for M. iii. 1 ; Cym. iiL 4 
A. AC. v.R 

Womer, wome. Temp. iv. 1. 

Worship, to honour. A. V. i. 2. 

Worth, w^th, fortune. TV. K. ui. A 
Worta, cabbagea. Merry Wivea, i. 1. 

Wok to know. Two Gent. iv. 4 
Would 1 were deadl an imprecation. Wink 
Tale. y. A 

Wound, twiated abouk Tetnp. ii. 2. 

Wreak, vengeance. _Cor. iv. 5. 


, Tim. iy. A 

for tuning a harp. 

T. A Cr. ui. A 

Wretch, a term of endearment. 0th. iii. A 
Writ, goepel, truth. M. for M. iv. 2; Per. ii. 
Cower. 

Write, to proclaim. AU'a WeU, iii. 5. 

WritlAed. Wivelled. 1 H. Vl. ii. A 
Wroth, calamity, miafortune. M. of V. ii. 9. 
Wrung, twiated, strained. 1 H. IV. ii. 1. 

Wry, to awerve. Cym. v. 1. 

Wry-neck'd fife, fife for fifer. M.ofV. ii.5. 

Yare, brisk, nimble. A. A C. iii. 7 ; Ibid. v. 2. 
Yare. ready. Used aa an interjection, ' be ' being 
understood. Temp. i. 1. 

Yarely, readily. Temp. i. 1. 

Yaw^ a sea term, to atagger and vacillate. Ham. 

Y^^, dad. 2 H. VI. i. 1. 

Y-cl^^, m^ed, ruuned. L's L's L. t 1 ; Ibid. 

Yearn, to grieve, vex. Merry Wives, iii. 5; R II. 

y. 5 ; H. V. ii. 3: Ibid. iv. A 
Yerk. to jerk, to thrust with a quick motion. 

Oth. i. 2; H. V. it. 7. 

Yellowneaa, jealousy.^ Merry Wives, i. 3... 
YeUowa, a disease of horaea. Tam. of S. in. 2. 
Yeoman, a aheriff'a officer. 2 H. IV. ii. 1. 

Yet, now. M. N'a Dr. i. 2 ; Wink Tale, iv. 3 ; 
All'i WeU. i. 1 ; Ibid. iv. 4 :Lear, ii. 2; A. A CV 

T. 1 ; 1 H, Vl. iv. 6j 2H. Vl. ii. J. 
yax«n, or wmxon, to niceoasli. M. K’l Dr. ii I. 
Yield, to reward. As yon Like it, v. 4 ; A. A C. 

iv. 2 To report. A. A C. ii. 5.. 

Yond, yonder. Temp, i 2. , „ , . . * 

You may, yon may, you have fuU liberty to 
divert yourself. ,T[ A Cr. iii 1 ; Cor. ii A 
Younker, a youngUng. M. of V, li. 6. 


Zany, a clown, gull. Tw. N. i. 5 ; L’a L'a L. v. 2 , 
Zed, an unneceaaary letter. Lear, u. 2 
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